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FOREWORD 


The  fifty-two  chapters  or  papers  that  make  up  the  con- 
tents of  this  volume  were  not  begun  with  a  thought  of 
preserving  them  in  any  more  permanent  or  accessible  form 
than  would  be  accomplished  by  their  appearance  in  the  col- 
umns of  Printers'  Ink.  When  the  first  installment  was  given 
out  the  writer  had  not  decided  to  attach  his  name.  His  feel- 
ings were  expressed  in  a  paragraph  which  preceded  the 
initiatory  installment  and  which  read  as  follows: 

A  man,  whose  name  will  occur  to  many  as  one  who  for  nearly 
half  a  century  has  been  closely  in  touch  with  newspapers  and  adver- 
tising, has  consented  to  tell  the  story  of  his  experience  in  a  series  of 
papers  to  be  published  in  Printers'  Ink.  The  first  installment  is  here 
given;  others  will  follow  from  week  to  week  until  it  appears  that 
readers  fail  to  find  in  them  very  much  of  instruction  or  interest,  or 
the  writer  tires  of  his  self-imposed  task,  or  the  editor  should  con- 
clude that  a  pressure  of  matter  of  more  importance  will  forbid  the 
further  devotion  of  so  much  space  to  old  stories  and  ancient  history. 

As  the  work  progressed  there  were  evidences  that  the 
papers  were  being  read  with  interest,  not  only  by  men  of 
the  writer's  generation,  but,  in  business  houses  where  adver- 
tising formed  a  part  of  the  conduct  of  affairs,  it  was  made 
to  appear  that  they  had  the  attention  of  clerks  and  office 
boys,  from  among  whom  the  advertising  men  of  the  future 
are  likely  to  be  recruited.  On  this  account  the  writer's  in- 
terest in  his  work  grew  more  pronounced,  and  eventually 
he  thought  it  might  be  possible  to  continue  the  papers 
through  the  fifty-two  numbers  of  Printers'  Ink  that  would 
make  up  the  volume  for  the  year  1905. 

That  ambition  having  been  achieved,  and  the  series  com- 
pleted, a  review  of  the  many  comments  and  suggestions, 
made  and  sent  in  by  correspondents,  appeared  to  indicate  an 
interest  in  the  story  greater  than  would  be  expected  for 
material  usually  considered  so  dry  and  uninteresting.    Ex- 
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tracts  from  some  of  the  comments  that  led  to  the  final 
decision  to  make  a  book  out  of  the  papers  are  here  repro- 
duced : 

Advertising  literature  would  have  lost  much  if  Mr.  Rowell  had 
not  written  these  papers. 

They  bring  so  freshly  to  mind  men  who  in  a  past  generation 
left  their  mark  and  imprint  on  our  history's  page. 

They  set  forth  the  inception,  the  development,  and  the  growth 
of  the  art  (or  science)  of  advertising  in  a  practical  way  that  none 
of  to-day's  theories  can  possibly  do. 

They  bring  back  old  times  when  the  future  looked  bright  and 
radiant. 

They  are  the  most  interesting  papers  that  have  ever  appeared 
in  any  publication  devoted  to  advertising. 

The  papers  are  practical  and  inspiring;  they  are  nothing  short 
of  an  education  to  the  beginner  who  would  succeed. 

The  work  has  permanent  value  as  a  contribution  to  the  history 
of  American  journalism,  and  particularly  as  a  clear  exposition  of 
one  of  its  comparatively  little  understood  but  most  important  phases. 

My  wife  doesn't  know  much  about  advertising,  but  she  shares 
the  great  interest  I  feel  in  these  naively  written  reminiscences. 

They  are  written  in  a  style  peculiar  to  the  author  and  can  hardly 
fail  to  attract  attention. 

They  are  too  good  to  pass  without  emphasis  and  hearty  approba- 
tion. Every  newspaper  man  in  the  Union  feels  an  interest  in  that 
familiar  name  which  carries  so  much  influence  among  advertisers. 

There  seems  to  be  a  charm  about  them  that  I  have  not  been 
able  precisely  to  analyze. 

They  are  written  in  language  most  captivating  and  tell  a  story 
full  of  interest  to  every  newspaper  man. 

I  thought  as  I  read  those  very  instructive  and  interesting  articles 
I  was  just  sitting  beside  Mr.  Rowell  and  could  hear  him  explain- 
ing. 

The  style  could  not  be  better  for  the  subject.  It  will  be  a  real 
book ;  there  are  few  of  them,  most  are  a  rehash  or  warmed  over. 

What  particularly  impresses  me  in  reading  them  all  is  the  absence 
of  any  remark  or  comment  that  could  be  construed  as  an  ill-natured 
criticism  or  wound  the  feelings  of  any  one  whose  name  is  mentioned. 

There  is  scarcely  a  man  who  made  his  own  first  start  in  a  modest 
way  who  will  not  be  taken  back  to  his  own  early  experiences  by 
those  of  Mr.  Rowell. 

They're  the  best  ever. 

.After  all,  what  more  agreeable  reading  can  there  be  than  the  con- 
fessions of  an  old  sinner? 

I  must  express  sincere  admiration  for  the  simplicity  of  the  style 
as  well  as  the  easy  run  of  the  narrative. 

Being  of  the  younger  school  of  advertising  I  particularly  appre- 
ciate Mr.  Rowell's  reminiscences,  as  there  is  food  for  thought  in 
every  year  of  his  long  experience. 

I  appreciate  the  extreme  care  he  is  taking  in  the  preparation  of 
these  articles  and  their  refreshing,  reminiscent,  humorous  style.  It 
has  been  my  pleasure  to  meet  and  know  well  many  of  the  persons 
he  is  describing,  and  I  must  say  he  "hits  the  nail  squarely  on  the 
head"  in  these  descriptions. 
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They  are  very  interesting  to  me,  because,  as  a  new  advertiser, 
I  want  to  know  something  about  advertising  in  days  gone  by,  and 
about  the  men  who  made  advertising  what  it  is  to-day. 

They  are  a  review  of  old  times,  old  friends,  and  show  to  the 
present  young  men  what  patience,  privations  and  hard  work  it  took 
to  get  a  foothold  on  that  ladder  of  fame  that  we  all  strive  to  climb. 
If  those  letters  could  be  read  by  every  young  man  in  the  land  it 
would  be  a  God-send  to  many  a  parent;  for  they  would  cause  many 
a  young  man  to  realize  what  honesty  of  purpose  were  required  to 
stand  well  with  his  fellow-man  and  secure,  honestly,  sufficient  to 
make  his  declining  years  a  pleasure. 

They  offer  a  very  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of  news- 
papers and  advertising  in  America. 

They  are  full  of  instruction  and  profitable  suggestions  to  every 
man  who  prints  and  thinks ;  and  they  are  written  in  English  that 
Washington  Irving  would  have  delighted  in  could  he  but  have 
dipped  into  them. 

Are  the  most  interesting  articles  that  have  appeared  in  the  ad- 
vertising world. 

I  want  to  add  my  voice  to  the  chorus  which  acclaims  the  un- 
equalled interest  of  Mr.  Rowell's  recollections. 

To  the  young  man  who  is  following  the  advertising  game  they 
are  worth  more  than  can  be  measured  in  mere  dollars  and  cents. 

These  letters  have  given  me  thoughts  and  ideas  for  reflection 
that  I  could  not  have  secured  in  any  manner  except  by  purchase 
through  years  of  "bumping"  experience.  Of  course,  experience  is 
the  only  real  teacher,  but  the  man  who  goes  for  a  slide  down  the 
toboggan,  having  been  informed  in  advance  of  a  steep  incline  at  a 
given  point  that  is  bound  to  take  his  breath,  can  in  a  measure  pre- 
pare for  the  "bump"  and  only  needs  to  give  half  a  gasp,  while  the 
fellow  who  goes  uninformed  gives  a  gasp  and  a  half. 

They  are  an  excellent  piece  of  history  writing,  but  particularly 
interesting  to  those  who  have  ever  had  any  hand  in  the  business. 

What  funny  stories!  I  nearly  had  hysterics  over  the  man  who 
saw  bugs. 

To  a  young  man  it  presents  ideals  in  the  business  world  that 
are  seldom  revealed  in  so  clear  a  manner.  Let  it  be  said  that  this 
story  will  reach  down  as  a  triumph  of  its  kind. 

I  do  not  suppose  the  younger  portion  of  the  fraternity  take  as 
much  interest  in  it  as  we  old-timers  do. 

I  like  to  read  them.  It  leaves  a  nice  taste  in  your  mouth,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  information  to  be  gained. 

The  manner  of  setting  forth  the  stages  through  which  adver- 
tising has  passed  during  the  last  forty  years  helps  one  to  under- 
stand more   fully  why  certain  conditions   now  'exist. 

I  think  the  advertising  world  can  be  congratulated  that  Mr. 
Rowell  was  one  of  the  first— and  therefore  the  pacemaker— of  the 
advertising  agency. 

I  heartily  appreciate  the  remarkable  felicity  in  narration,  and 
in  the  happy  blending  of  sententious  humor  and  sound  sense  with 
which  these  unique  "recollections"  are  fairly  saturated. 

While  what  he  tells  is  readable,  the  way  he  tells  it  is  delightful. 

As  to  the  correctness  of  Mr.  Rowell's  recollections,  I  am  pleased 
to  say  that  they  have  the  admiration  of  every  man  familiar  with 
the  period  that  he  has  been  describing. 

I  have  found  them  most  delightful,  at  times  even  fascinating. 
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He  certainly  knows  how  to  tell  a  story  in  the  most  entertain- 
ing way. 

The  reminiscences  have  great  interest  for  me,  not  only  because 
they  are  so  entertainingly  written,  and  bring  to  mind  so  many  in- 
teresting facts  relating  to  men  and  events  long  forgotten,  but 
also  because  they  throw  strong  sidelights  upon  the  business  of 
the   advertising   agent   as   it   was    formerly  conducted. 

His  characterization  of  men  whom  I  know  has  been  so  perfect 
that  an  artist  ought  to  be  able  to  make  a  picture  of  them  from 
his  word-painting. 

After  reading  his  letters  I  would  like  very  much  to  meet  him. 
I  have  formed  a  high  opinion  of  his  force  of  character  and  worth 
as  a  successful  business  man  with  high  ideals. 

I  think  that  no  piece  of  literature  that  has  appeared  for  a  num- 
ber of  years  has  proven  as  interesting  to  advertising  men. 

They  are  the  most  charmingly  written  and  intensely  interest- 
ing chapters  of  business  history  ever  published. 

It  seems  as  though  each  one  was  better  than  the  last. 

Probably  the  best  history  of  the  growth  of  the  advertising  busi- 
ness that  has  ever  appeared  in  print. 

I  am  neither  a  publisher  nor  an  advertising  agent,  but  I  have 
derived  a  very  great  deal  of  valuable  information  from  Mr.  Rowell's 
papers.  He  has  the  rare  gift  of  imparting  knowledge  in  an  enter- 
taining manner.  I  can  imagine  I  hear  his  kindly  voice  as  I  read. 
I  am  quite  sure  he  is  a  man  who  is  honored  and  respected  by  his 
associates.    He  is  so  intensely  human. 

It  is  an  incentive,  a  help  to  any  one  at  all  discouraged,  to  read 
such  cheering  words. 

The  story  is  mightily  interesting,  and  especially  so  to  newspaper 
men. 

Though  not  an  advertising  man,  they  hold  my  interest  as  very 
few  reminiscent  recitals  do.  My  guess  is  that  it  is  because  he  has 
something  to  tell  and  knows  how  to  tell  it  in  words  "without  trim- 
mings." 

I  don't  know  how  it  is  about  these  papers,  but  if  you  begin  one 
you  can't  lay  it  down  until  you  have  read  it  all. 

I  enjoyed  the  article  relating  to  fishing  and  hunting  very  much. 
It  has  the  true  flavor  of  the  woods  about  it,  and  I  am  passing  it 
around  among  my  fishing  and  hunting  friends. 

The  world  lost  a  facile  writer  of  good  English  when  Mr.  Rowell 
lost  himself  in  the  advertising  business. 

These  reminiscences  are  the  first  readable  articles  of  a  personal 
nature  which  have  appeared  in  the  advertising  field.  They  light  up 
the  dry  routine  of  "Essays  on  the  Theory  of  Advertising,"  "Studies 
of  Systems,"  and  criticisms  from  boy  archers  who  know  so  much. 

Interesting  ,in  themselves,  they  are  expressed  in  such  frank 
stories  of  success  and  mistake,  of  victory  and  defeat,  that  no  reader 
in  or  out  of  the  craft  of  advertising  can  fail  to  be  attracted  by  the 
personality  of  the  man  who  remembers  so  well  and  spares  himself 
so  little. 

I  can  scarcely  conceive  it  possible  that  better  advice  can  be 
given  to  a  young  canvasser.  And,  moreover,  the  whole  is  written  in 
a  style  so  delightful  and  simple  that  it  would  be  pleasing  to  the  out- 
sider to  read.  The  whole  series  has  been  pervaded  by  a  charming 
and  educating  mode  of  writing,  and  carry  hope,  encouragement  and 


Foreword 

precious  wisdom  to  young  newspaper  men  and  others  all  over  the 
English-speaking  world. 

The  possible  republication  in  book  form  of  Mr.  Rowell's  remi- 
niscences is  a  consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished. 

Bring  it  to  book — to  not  do  so  would  be  a  crime. 

In  my  opinion,  they  will  bring  him  a  more  lasting  fame  than 
either  the  American  Newspaper  Directory  or  the  Great  Advertising 
Agency  of  which  he  has  been  the  successful  head. 

With  so  many  commendations  before  him,  worded  in 
language  indicating  both  earnestness  and  good  faith,  and 
conscious  not  only  of  a  wish  to  see  his  recollections  in  a 
form  more  conveniently  accessible  and  more  likely  to  be 
preserved  than  when  scattered  through  the  pages  of  fifty- 
two  issues  of  a  weekly  paper,  and  also  of  an  only  half-admit- 
ted desire  to  see  his  name  appear  as  author  on  the  title  page 
of  a  real  book,  the  writer  finally  decided  that  he  might  ven- 
ture to  put  the  papers  into  the  form  in  which  they  are  now 
presented.  If  the  matter,  as  a  whole,  is  as  well  received  as 
has  been  its  serial  appearance,  from  week  to  week,  he  hardly 
knows  whether  he  will  be  more  pleased  or  amazed.  One 
effect  of  the  many  kind  words  with  which  his  work  has 
been  favored  has  been  to  recall  a  memory  of  two  young 
people,  whom  he  knew  in  boyhood,  who,  displaying  the 
beauty  and  perfection  of  their  first  baby,  in  the  sunshine  of 
a  Sunday  morning — in  a  perambulator  newly  purchased  for 
the  purpose— showed  a  great  deal  of  appreciation  of  every 
compliment  bestowed  upon  the  result  of  their  efforts,  ad- 
mitting without  hesitation  that,  having  had  no  previous  ex- 
perience, they  had  not  expected  they  would  be  able  to  do 
so  well,  and  they  were  on  that  account  all  the  more  gratified 
with  the  result. 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 


FIRST  PAPER 

The  first  newspaper  I  remember  was  the  Caledonian.  It 
was  published  at  St.  Johnsbury,  the  place  where  the  Fair- 
banks scales  are  made.  The  name  came  from  that  of  the 
county,  Caledonia,  one  of  the  northern  tier  in  the  little  New 
England  border  State  of  Vermont.  My  father  was  a  Whig 
in  politics.  The  Caledonian  was  naturally  of  that  stripe  and 
complexion.  Our  nearest  neighbor,  a  man  named  May,  was 
a  Democrat,  and  he,  too,  took  a  paper  that  sustained  his 
political  views.  His  paper  became  known  to  me  about  as 
soon  as  the  other.  It  was  called  the  North  Star  and  was 
printed  at  Danville,  a  town  of  more  importance  then  than 
now.  One  of  these  papers  carried  at  its  head  a  verse  which 
I  still  recall.     It  read  : 

Here  shall  the  press 

The  people's  rights  maintain, 

Unawed  by  influence 

And  unbribed  by  gain. 

■  My  memory  does  not  distinctly  recall  which  paper  it  was 
that  proclaimed  these  high,  brave  and  virtuous  principles, 
probably  it  was  the  North  Star,  for  it  ceased  to  exist  half  a 
century  ago,  while  the  Caledonian  continues  even  until  this 
day. 

There  was  not  much  occasion  for  newspapers  in  that 
primitive  forest  region  in  the  northern  part  of  the  Green 
Mountain  State  at  the  time  my  memory  first  began  to  take 
note  of  affairs.  Our  nearest  neighbor  was  very  near  indeed, 
for  both  his  family  and  ours  found  shelter  under  the  hos- 
pitable roof  of  a  single  log  cabin.  No  advertisement,  story, 
or  editorial,  made  any  lasting  impression  on  a  nascent  brain 
that  recalls  with  distinctness  the  spicy  taste  of  the  bark  of 
the  yellow  birch  twigs  that  grew  in  the  woods  near  by  and 
the  beauty  of  the  miniature  trout  in  the  little  pool  in  the 
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brook,  where  the  water  was  dipped  up  for  family  consump- 
tion, which  allowed  itself  to  be  impounded  within  the  shiny 
tin  pail  and  revealed  the  vermilion  spots  on  its  sides  to  the 
admiring  eyes  of  the  boy  of  four  or  five.  That  must  have 
been  about  the  time  of  these  first  memories,  for  the  mind's 
eye  still  brings  before  it  the  cover  pages  of  the  Thomas 
Almanacs  of  that  period,  bearing,  as  the  most  conspicuous 
line,  the  figures  1842  and  1843.  Now  and  then  in  literature 
one  comes  across  a  reference  to  the  latch  string  which,  when 
it  hung  out,  was  an  evidence  of  open  hospitality,  an  invita- 
tion to  enter,  and  which,  when  withdrawn,  closed  the  door 
even  more  effectively  than  a  lock;  and  it  is  always  a  joy  to 
remember  that  our  house,  too,  had  a  latch  string  and  that  it 
always  hung  out. 

Although  the  mind  recalls  no  newspaper  advertisement  at 
this  time  there  is  a  memory  of  the  presence  in  the  house  of 
a  bottle  containing  a  liquid  of  a  golden  pomegranate  color, 
enclosed  in  a  paper  wrapper  somewhat  approaching  the 
same  shade,  the  taste  of  the  liquid  suggesting  something 
akin  to  the  flavor  of  the  meats  in  the  black  cherry  stones 
with  which  a  country  boy  was  likely  to  be  acquainted  on 
account  of  their  close  connection  with  a  delicacy  known  as 
cherry  rum.  This  wonderful  patent  medicine  is  still  to  be 
found  at  drug  stores,  still  has  the  same  color,  same  wrapper 
and  is  still  known  as  Ayer's  Cherry  Pectoral.  The  only 
other  result  of  advertising  that  made  an  impression  on  the 
memory  that  time  has  not  effaced  was  a  certain  poster  pic- 
ture of  a  sort  of  calico  horse  of  Arabian  pattern  and  vast 
grace  and  beauty,  all  calculated  to  emphasize  benefits  that 
might  be  derived  from  a  compound  known  as  Merchants' 
Gargling  Oil.  This  preparation,  too,  I  am  led  to  believe  is 
still  to  be  found  in  the  drug  stores  of  the  country.  Not  Rosa 
Bonheur's  "Horse  Fair,"  to  my  maturer  and  more  critical 
eyes  in  later  years,  ever  equaled  the  grace  and  beauty  nor  the 
coloring  of  that  splendid  Arabian  steed.  Having  a  bearing 
upon  the  comparative  merits  of  the  two  pictures  here  re- 
ferred to,  there  comes  to  mind  a  story  that  used  to  be  told  by 
that   eminent   advertising   agent,    scholarly   gentleman   and 
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prince  of  raconteurs,  the  late  James  II.  Bates.  "A  boy  from 
the  western  section  of  the  State,"  he  said  "had  come  for  a 
visit  to  New  York  City  and  a  whilom  schoolmate,  who  had 
for  some  time  held  a  clerkship  in  the  metropolis,  took  him  in 
hand  to  show  him  the  sights.  Nothing,  however,  excited 
his  wonder  nor  aroused  any  enthusiasm  until  at  last  when 
he  had  been  taken  to  the  great  store  of  A.  T.  Stewart  &  Co., 
at  Broadway  and  Tenth  street  (now  Wanamaker's),  after 
inspecting  the  display  of  merchandise,  the  army  of  clerks, 
the  crowd  of  shoppers,  the  two  finally  stood  in  the  great 
central  rotunda,  where  looking  upward  the  eye  counted  story 
after  story,  balcony  above  balcony,  all  surmounted  by  the 
great  skylight  overhead,  a  gleam  of  satisfaction  appeared 
in  the  country  boy's  eyes  and  he  admitted  to  his  friend  'This 
is  something  like  Rochester.'  " 

In  the  matter  of  newspapers  and  advertisements  that 
made  an  impression  on  the  memory,  there  seems  to  have 
been  an  interim  until,  in  the  early  fifties  of  the  last  century, 
the  parental  home  had  moved  across  the  Connecticut  into 
the  Granite  State.  Lancaster,  New  Hampshire,  was  the 
capital  and  principal  town  of  Coos  County,  situated  in  the 
northern  part  of  New  Hampshire.  New  Hampshire  was  a 
Democratic  State,  Coos  County  was  the  most  Democratic 
portion  of  the  State  and  Lancaster  more  intensely  Demo- 
cratic than  any  other  town  in  the  County.  There  did  not 
live  anywhere  a  more  earnest  Democrat  than  James  M.  Rix 
and  he  edited  and  printed  a  small  weekly  paper  known,  and 
still  known  at  this  day  (1905),  as  the  Coos  County  Demo- 
crat. It  used  to  be  said  by  those  who  had  an  opportunity 
to  take  note  of  such  matters  that  in  every  remote  home- 
stead in  Upper  Coos  (pronounced  Co-os),  in  the  best  room, 
there  would  be  found  a  "light  stand"  covered  with  a  white 
cloth,  and  on  the  cloth  the  family  Bible  and  on  the  Bible  a 
folded  copy  of  Rix's  Coos  Democrat.  From  his  office  went 
out  into  the  wider  world  many  men  who  became  prominent. 
Col.  Edward  E.  Cross,  of  the  New  Hampshire  Fighting 
Fifth,  was  a  printer  boy  in  Rix's  office  and  there,  too,  served 
for  a  time  the  inimitable  Charles  F.   Browne,  who  after- 
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wards  became  known  everywhere  as  Artemus  Ward. 
Browne  was  finally  discharged  by  Rix  on  account  of  a  fight 
with  another  apprentice,  during  which  they  overturned  the 
imposing  stone  and  succeeded  in  pying  a  page  of  that  week's 
paper.  Browne's  other  exploits,  as  reported  by  those  who 
still  remember  him,  were  limited  to  striping  a  sign  post  in 
front  of  the  temperance  tavern,  transforming  it  into  a  bar- 
ber's pole,  and  in  substituting  a  green  pumpkin  for  a  great 
watermelon  that  Editor  Rix  had  grown  with  care  from  a 
seed  furnished  by  a  friendly  Congressman,  watched  with 
pride,  boasted  of  with  complacency,  and  finally  had  prom- 
ised should  regale  his  guests  on  an  auspicious  occasion  to 
occur  on  a  specified  date.  It  is  related  that  so  well  did  the 
substitute  pumpkin  match  the  purloined  melon,  so  judi- 
ciously was  the  stem  adjusted,  that  the  exchange  was  not 
noticed  nor  suspected  until  the  grand  occasion  came,  the 
company  had  assembled,  and  Mr.  Rix  proceeded  to  cut  the 
melon. 

Of  the  advertisements  in  the  Democrat  only  a  few  are 
recalled.  One  had  a  picture  of  a  soldier  and  a  horse,  and 
announced  the  merits  of  Redding's  Russia  Salve.  Another 
told  of  Wistar'-s  Balsam  of  Wild  Cherry  and  a  third  offered 
for  sale  a  certain  house  in  the  village,  the  owner  being  about 
to  go  West ;  the  remarkable  thing  about  this  announcement 
being  that  the  house  was  not  at  the  time  for  sale,  the  alleged 
owner  who  advertised  it  having  actually  sold  it  and  actually 
gone  West  some  years  before,  but  the  advertisement  still 
stood  and  did  occasional  service  in  filling  out  a  column. 

Most  citizens  who  wished  for  a  paper  of  wider  range  read 
the  New  Hampshire  Patriot,  published  at  Concord,  the  State 
Capital,  a  paper  of  an  even  more  rabid  stripe  of  Democracy 
than  Thomas  Jefferson  would  have  desired,  while  those  of 
Whig  proclivities  subscribed  to  the  Independent  Statesman, 
also  published  at  Concord.  My  father  read  the  Boston 
Journal  and  there  was  a  considerable  package  of  New  York 
Tribunes  regularly  received  at  the  postoffice.  All  of  these 
were  weekly  issues.  The  daily  was  not  then  much  of  a  fac- 
tor in  farming  regions  or  village  communities. 
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The  Arab  hopes  at  some  period  of  his  life  to  make  a  pil- 
grimage to  Mecca.  Good  Americans,  it  has  been  said,  go 
to  Paris  when  they  die.  More  certain  than  either  is  it  that 
the  boy  of  Northern  New  England,  when  the  time  arrives 
for  entering  upon  a  business  or  professional  career,  will  go 
to  Boston.  It  was  to  Boston  then  that  the  writer  made  his 
way  in  the  Spring  of  1856,  to  return  to  the  parental  home 
after  losing  a  situation  with  attendant  salary  on  account  of 
the  financial  panic  of  1857.  During  the  Winter  that  fol- 
lowed it  is  remembered  that  the  Want  advertisements  in  the 
Boston  Daily  Journal  were  read  with  care,  while  he  wha 
perused  them  was  earning,  or  leastwise  receiving,  twenty 
dollars  a  month  for  teaching  a  district  school  in  a  neighbor- 
ing town,  the  salary  being  supplemented  by  free  food  and 
lodging  on  the  plan  of  "boarding  around,"  staying  with  each 
family  from  a  day  to  a  week  according  to  the  number  of 
pupils  coming  from  that  house. 

I  have  always  thought  I  derived  much  benefit  and  in- 
struction from  a  book  presented  to  me  by  a  relative  that 
Winter  called  Freedley's  Essay  on  Business.  It  was  mainly 
a  compilation,  but  told  much  of  interest  about  men  and  meth- 
ods. In  it  I  read  that  it  was  not  an  unusual  thing  for  the 
living  expenses  of  a  successful  wholesale  merchant  doing 
business  in  a  great  city  to  reach  the  sum  of  $5,000  in  a  year. 
Much  that  the  book  contained  seemed  wise  and  reasonable, 
but  this  particular  paragraph  was  turned  down  as  prepos- 
terously impossible.  How  a  single  family  could  run  through 
so  great  a  sum  in  so  short  a  time  was  beyond  my  compre- 
hension. Why,  not  half  a  dozen  persons  in  the  town  where 
I  was  teaching  had  acquired  so  considerable  a  property  as 
to  be  worth  a  total  of  $5,000,  and  the  few  who  had  were 
considered  wealthy  men.  Possibly  the  figures  were  a  mis- 
print.    It  is  perhaps  needless  to  admit  that  the  accuracy  of 

17 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

Freedley  was  afterwards  acquiesced  in  and  that,  too,  long 
before  the  late  Pierre  Lorillard  had  proclaimed  that  no  gen- 
tleman ought  to  be  expected  to  live  on  a  lesser  expenditure 
than  $1,000  a  day. 

Among  the  advertisements  in  the  daily  Boston  Journal, 
that  were  read  with  so  much  care,  those  that  spoke  of  oppor- 
tunities offered  to  young  men  to  earn  money  by  becoming 
agents  for  the  sale  of  books  seemed  most  attractive.  The 
Spring  of  1858  found  me  in  Boston  again,  and  it  came  about 
that  living  in  apartments  in  the  house  where  I  boarded  was 
a  certain  Mrs.  Bailey,  a  lady  of  advanced  years,  a  sister  of 
Col.  Charles  Gordon  Greene,  the  editor  of  the  Boston  Post 
and  at  that  time  naval  officer  of  the  port  of  Boston.  She 
was  also  the  mother  of  Edwin  C.  Bailey,  then,  if  my  memory 
serves  me,  Postmaster  of  Boston  and  owner  of  the  Boston 
Herald.  The  good  lady's  girlhood  had  been  passed  in  the 
Granite  State  and  she  took  a  kindly  interest  in  the  country 
boy  just  come  out  in  the  world  to  make  his  fortune.  One 
morning  she  called  me  into  her  room  and  read  to  me  from 
the  Post  an  announcement  of  the  death  of  a  certain  Mr. 
Slack  who  had  been  employed  in  that  office  as  collector  from 
a  time  to  which  the  memory  of  man  did  not  run  to  the  con- 
trary, and  who,  she  told  me,  received  the  enormously  lucra- 
tive salary  of  $2,000  a  year.  "Now,"  said  she,  "you  go 
right  down  there  and  give  Charles  this  note  and  I  think  he 
will  give  you  the  place."  Charles  was  not  as  enthusiastic 
as  his  sister ;  furthermore,  he  was  the  editor  and  the  vacancy 
was  in  the  business  office  controlled  by  a  partner.  The  part- 
ner was  shocked  beyond  expression  at  the  idea  of  filling  Mr. 
Slack's  place  before  he  should  have  entered  into  his  grave 
and,  I  thought,  even  more  pained  that  the  editor  should 
assume  to  nominate  a  candidate  for  a  counting  room  va- 
cancy. The  most  surprising  thing  of  all,  however,  was  the 
fact  that  I  did  get  the  place,  not  at  $2,000  a  year,  but  at  the 
more  just  and  moderate  compensation  of  $8  a  week,  and 
very  good  pay  it  was,  and  a  very  good  place  it  proved. 

And  here  for  seven  years  I  remained.  I  boarded  in  the 
last  street  below  the  Roxbury  line  and  although  the  work 
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of  the  day  was  walking,  walking,  walking,  it  was  found  that 
the  60  cents  a  week  that  might  be  saved  on  car  fares  formed 
an  appreciable  addition  to  that  part  of  the  salary  left  over 
after  settling  for  board  and  washing.  The  walking  done  in 
those  seven  years  gave  me  a  pair  of  calves  that  would  have 
been  a  source  of  pride  had  knickerbockers  been  in  fashion, 
and  they  had  hardly  got  down  to  normal  when,  twenty  years 
later,  knickerbockers  did  come  into  common  use  with  the 
bicycle  and  game  of  golf. 

At  this  time  (1858),  the  best  or  most  popular  daily  paper 
in  Boston  was  the  Journal.  Charles  O.  Rogers  was  owner 
and  supreme  in  its  control.  He  was  a  wonder.  Never  to 
be  found  at  his  office,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  nearly  always  to 
be  seen  at  some  saloon  near  by,  red  of  face,  not  always 
steady  of  gait,  not  a  specially  meritorious  citizen  as  seen  by 
an  outsider,  he  was  possessed  of  more  business  sense  than 
found  place  in  any  other  newspaper  office  in  Boston,  and  his 
paper  was  run  on  a  higher  plane,  I  think,  than  any  other, 
from  the  business,  the  literary,  the  ethical,  in  fact  from  every 
standpoint  from  which  it  cquld  be  viewed,  and,  while  Rogers 
lived,  it  did  not  cease  to  be  the  best  paper,  the  most  popular, 
the  least  objectionable,  the  most  profitable,  and  to  have  the 
largest  circle  of  readers,  that  is  the  greatest  circulation. 
Col.  Rogers  died  in  1869.  While  he  lived  he  held  the  posi- 
tion in  advance  of  all  competitors ;  but  no  sooner  had  he  dis- 
appeared than  the  Herald  advanced  to  first  place. 

At  the  time  of  my  first  recollection  of  it  the  most  con- 
spicuous feature  of  the  Boston  Herald  was  an  entire  first 
page  filled  full  with  the  sort  of  advertisements  that  appeal 
to  weak  men  or'  to  such  as  have  acquired  diseases  through 
giving  away  to  weaknesses  more  human  than  moral.  The 
Herald  was  a  survival  of  numerous  unsuccessful  journalistic 
enterprises,  and  had  the  popular  advantage  of  being  sold  at 
a  lower  price  than  any  other  Boston  daily.  Under  the  Bailey 
management  it  appeared  to  take  on  a  lease  of  vigorous  life, 
was  toned  down,  and  improved  in  every  way,  and  afforded  a 
moderately  satisfactory  income  to  its  owner. 

Besides  the  Journal  and  the  Herald  there  was  the  Bee, 
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edited  by  Col.  Schouler,  a  great  friend  of  Col.  Greene's  in 
private  and  a  vigorous  enemy  and  savage  critic  in  his  edi- 
torial capacity.  The  Bee  was  Republican  in  politics,  the 
Post  Democratic.  A  story  was  often  told  of  an  indignant 
friend  of  Greene's  who  repaired  to  the  office  of  the  Bee  on 
one  occasion  determined  to  chastise  Schouler,  but  desisted 
because  on  entering  he  there  found  the  two  editorial  ene- 
mies discussing  some  new  story  on  the  most  friendly  and 
intimate  terms. 

The  Post  was  a  good  commercial  paper  and  Democratic, 
as  has  been  said.  The  Advertiser  was  also  a  good  commer- 
cial paper  and  Republican.  It  was  the  more  conservative 
and  sometimes  the  advocates  of  the  Post  used  to  assert  of 
the  two  that  the  Boston  merchants  read  the  Post  and  filed 
the  Advertiser. 

There  was  another  commercial  paper,  the  Courier.  It 
had  once  held  a  high  position  in  the  people's  regard,  but 
was  not  prosperous  at  this  time.  It  still  exists,  I  think 
(1905),  but  is  now  issued  weekly.  From  time  to  time  dur- 
ing the  last  twenty  years  or  more  the  New  York  Sun  has, 
in  its  Sunday  column  of  "Poems  Worth  Reading,"  pub- 
lished numerous  specimens  of  witty,  satirical  verse  credited 
to  the  Boston  Courier,  that  have  been  of  a  quality  to  cause 
regret  that  no  one  has  found  it  worth  while  to  make  and 
publish  a  collection  of  the  productions  of  that  man,  whoever 
he  may  be.    There  is  a  humor  about  them  that  is  inimitable. 

Besides  these  there  was  the  Boston  Transcript,  then  as 
now  a  woman's  paper,  "the  tea  table  paper  of  Boston."  CoJ. 
Greene  always  caressingly  referred  to  it  as  "Little  Crino- 
line." Then  as  now  it  was  about  the  cleanest,  nicest  thing 
in  the  way  of  a  daily  newspaper  that  anyoneknewanything  about. 

And  finally  there  was  the  Traveler,  an  evening  paper 
that  made  a  living,  and  was  an  extra  good  paper  on  Satur- 
days. Samuel  Bowles,  who  achieved  a  marked  success  as 
publisher  of  the  Springfield  Republican,  had  come  to  Boston 
for  a  time  and  tried  his  hand  on  the  Traveler,  but  succeeded 
no  better  than  did  Mr.  Charles  A.  Dana  when  he  left  New 
York  to  see  what  he  could  do  with  a  Chicago  paper. 
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There  were  no  Sunday  papers  then,  but  Col.  W.  W. 
Clapp  (who  long  afterwards  was  in  control  of  the  Boston 
Journal)  issued  from  an  office  in  Franklin  street  the  Satur- 
day Evening  Gazette,  a  clean  family  paper  that  had  a  fair 
circulation  and  earned  a  good  living  for  its  proprietor.  It  is 
alive  to  this  day,  as  is  the  Courier.  There  is  nothing  in  this 
world  so  hard  to  kill  as  a  newspaper ;  and  when  one  is  dead 
that  it  will  stay  dead  is  an  assertion  that  no  prudent  man 
will  venture  to  make.  It  was  on  Col.  Clapp's  desk,  in  that 
Franklin  street  office,  that  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  saw 
exhibited  the  placard  "This  is  My  Busy  Day." 

The  names  of  not  many  papers  known  at  this  time  can 
now  be  recalled.  Cleason's  Pictorial  had  made  a  fortune  for 
its  owner  and  had  become  Ballou's  Pictorial  under  the  con- 
trol of  M.  M.  Ballou,  who  seemed  to  get  as  much  fun  out 
of  it  as  any  editor  and  publisher  could  ever  hope  for.  Mr. 
Ballou  afterwards  became  the  founder  of  the  Boston  Globe, 
and  it  ruined  him  financially.  There  was  a  story  paper 
known  as  the  Olive  Branch  that  had  so  many  readers  that 
the  wonder  is  why  it  ceased  to  exist;  also  the  True  Flag; 
all  made  up  of  completed  stories.  Harper's  Magazine  was  a 
pronounced  success ;  the  Knickerbocker  had  succumbed  to 
lack  of  patronage ;  Putnam's  appeared ;  but  was  making  no- 
body rich.  The  Atlantic  Monthly  had  just  been  launched 
upon  the  sea  of  popular  favor.  Bound  copies  of  the  first 
seven  volumes  have  had  a  place  on  my  library  shelves  for 
nearly  fifty  years,  and  there  are  few  other  books,  among 
many  hundreds,  that  would  be  more  unwillingly  parted  with. 
In  these  appeared  the  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table,  Elsie 
Venner,  The  Minister's  Wooing  by  Mrs.  Stowe;  and  I 
doubt  if  in  any  equal  number  of  pages  of  the  magnificent 
monthly  periodicals  of  to-day  (1905)  can  be  found  so  much 
of  literature  that  will  survive  the  test  of  half  a  century. 

From  Augusta,  Maine,  a  supposedly  religious  paper 
called  the  Gospel  Banner  is  remembered,  but  as  it  was  of  a 
denomination  called  Universalists  and  argued  that  all  man- 
kind would  eventually  be  saved,  it  was,  I  thought,  looked 
upon  with  disfavor  by  self-respecting  Christians  who  "hoped 
for  better  things." 
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A  comic  paper  called  Nic  Nax,  published  in  New  York, 
extracted  its  price  from  my  small  surplus  pretty  regularly, 
and  as  much  may  be  said  of  another  of  similar  character 
called  the  Picayune.  In  the  last  named  I  recall  a  cartoon 
representing  the  Harper  Brothers,  who  had  achieved  a 
marked  success  for  their  Weekly  and  launched  their  Bazar 
with  such  favor  that  it  was  said  to  have  netted  a  profit  of 
a  hundred  thousand  dollars  the  first  year  of  its  life.  The 
four  earnest  men  were  listening  to  a  reporter  who  asserted 
that  he  had  been  at  the  office  of  the  Picayune,  and  while  there 
that  the  owner  of  that  publication  had  been  seen  to  laugh. 
"Laugh !  did  he,"  said  the  elder  Harper — "we'll  start  a 
Picayune!'' 

Mr.  Gilbert,  in  his  operetta  of  H.  M.  S.  Pinafore,  causes 
the  Admiral  to  say 

I  believe  that  on  the  seas 

The  expression  "If  you  please" 

A  particularly  gentlemanly  tone  implants. 

Some  such  idea  as  this  prevailed  concerning  the  influence  of 
the  New  York  Home  Journal,  then  conducted  by  Gen.  Geo. 
P.  Morris,  and  Nathaniel  P.  Willis.  I  read  the  paper  weekly 
with  profit,  I  trust,  and  never  ceased  to  have  a  sort  of  rever- 
ential regard  for  Mr.  Morris  Phillips,  who  was  no  relative 
to  Gen.  Morris,  but  succeeded  to  the  control  of  the  paper, 
and  continued  it  until  its  merger,  in  recent  years,  with  the 
very  excellent  society  journal  known  as  Town  and  Country. 
Morris  Phillips,  if  not  a  great  man,  was  a  kindly  one.  Of 
many  good  acts  of  his  I  have  had  knowledge  and  sorry  I  am 
that  I  shall  see  his  face  on  earth  no  more. 

A  paper  called  Brother  Jonathan,  issued  either  monthly 
or  occasionally,  was  more  attractive  than  any  other.  Its  size 
was  enormous,  exceeding  the  dimensions  of  any  I  have  ever 
seen,  and  as  to  its  pictures  they  were  uncountable.  The  pub- 
lisher, a  man  named  Day.  was  also  the  founder  of  the  New 
York  Sun,  which,  by  the  way,  was  the  first  American  daily 
ever  sold  for  one  cent  a  copy.  He  is  reported  to  have  made 
a  fortune  and  numerous  descendants  of  his  are  well  known 
and  highly  regarded  in  New  York  society  to-day. 
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The  Gleason's  Pictorial  has  been  said  to  have  been  the 
first  illustrated  weekly  in  America;  for  years  I  retained  cop- 
ies containing  a  thrilling  story  called  "The  Robber  of  the 
Rhine  Valley,"  concerning  which  I  now  only  remember  that 
the  heroine  was  described  as  having  "eyes  as  blue  as  London 
milk."  Mr.  Gleason,  in  the  day  of  his  success,  secured  from 
England  the  services  of  a  man  named  Carter,  who  had  origi- 
nally been  a  bookbinder  and  later  achieved  some  facility  as 
an  engraver  on  wood.  This  man  afterwards  came  to  New 
York  and  set  up  for  himself,  discarding  the  name  of  Carter 
and  taking  the  prettier  sounding  one  of  Frank  Leslie ;  under 
which  he  long  exercised  a  tremendous  influence  upon  the 
publication  of  picture  papers,  illustrated  magazines  and 
story  books.  He  died,  perhaps,  twenty-five  years  ago  and, 
after  his  death,  his  second  wife  assumed  the  name  of  Frank 
Leslie  by  Legislative  permission  and  for  a  considerable  time 
continued  the  business  with  perhaps  more  marked  success 
than  her  husband  had  achieved.  Leslie's  Weekly,  under  dif- 
ferent ownership,  is  to-day  a  remaining,  monument  to  the 
energy  and  ability  of  the  English  Mr.  Carter. 

It  is  an  interesting  fact  that  Harper's  Magazine  was 
originally  established  solely  as  an  advertising  medium  for 
promoting  the  sale  of  the  books  published  by  that  enterpris- 
ing firm.  For  many  years  all  outside  advertising  patron- 
age was  refused  and  the  writer  remembers  listening,  with 
staring  eyes,  while  Fletcher  Harper  the  younger  related  that 
he  had  that  week  refused  an  offer  of  $18,000  for  the  use  of 
the  last  page  for  a  year  for  an  advertisement  of  the  Howe 
Sewing  Machine.  It  was  Commodore  Alden  B.  Stockwell, 
son-in-law  of  Elias  Howe,  and  at  one  time  a  conspicuous 
person  in  Wall  Street,  who  made  this  offer. 

Robert  Bonner's  New  York  Ledger  was  as  conspicuous 
on  the  newsstands  as  Mr.  Curtis's  Saturday  Evening  Post 
is  to-day.  Bonner  had  been  a  compositor  on  the  Hartford 
Times.  Coming  to  New  York  he  acquired  the  Merchants' 
Ledger,  a  commercial  paper  of  no  prominence  or  impor- 
tance, changed  its  character  and  in  part  its  name,  filled  it 
full  of  stories,  engaged  good  writers,  paid  them  well  and, 
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notwithstanding  the  admitted  fact  that  novel  reading  was 
a  wicked  waste  of  time,  probably  there  are  few  men  or  wo- 
men to-day  of  the  age  of  seventy  or  thereabouts  who  do 
not  recall  the  thrilling  interest  with  which,  with  or  without 
parental  approval,  they  absorbed  the  chapters  of  Sylvanus 
Cobb's  "Gun  Maker  of  Moscow"  and  "The  Hidden  Hand" 
by  Mrs.  E.  D.  E.  N.  Southworth.  Fanny  Fern  wrote  ex- 
clusively for  the  Ledger.  When  Edward  Everett  had 
accepted  the  presidency  of  the  Ladies'  Mount  Vernon  So- 
ciety, having  in  hand  the  object  of  acquiring  and  preserving 
for  posterity  the  home  of  Washington,  he  found  himself 
unable  to  decline  the,  as  it  then  seemed,  princely  offer  of  ten 
thousand  dollars  for  a  series  of  fifty-two  articles  to  appear 
one  column  a  week  for  the  period  of  a  year,  the  money  to 
go  to  increase  the  funds  of  the  Society.  Admiration  for  Mr. 
Bonner's  enterprise,  when  I  read  of  it,  caused  me  to  become 
a  regular  reader  of  the  Ledger,  and  such  for  numerous 
years  I  continued  to  be.  Doubtless  that  $10,000  investment 
was  a  paying  advertisement. 

Mr.  Bonner's  most  successful  method  of  advertising  was 
the  publication  of  a  page  or  so  of  a  story  in  the  columns  of 
the  leading  papers  having  at  the  foot  of  the  last  paragraph 
the  words  Continued  in  the  Neiv  York  Ledger.  The  idea 
was  new  and  took  wonderfully.  When  he  used  display  his 
method  consisted  of  column  after  column  and  page  after 
page  sometimes  of  agate  caps,  wherein  were  repeated  the 
same  words  over  and  over,  something  like  this,  which  I  well 
remember : 

THE  NEW  YORK  LEDGER 
THE  NEW  YORK  LEDGER 
THE    NEW    YORK    LEDGER 

WILL    BE     FOR     SALE 

WILL    BE     FOR     SALE 

WILL     BE     FOR     SALE 
TO-MORROW      MORNING 
TO-MORROW      MORNING 
TO-MORROW     MORNING 

THROUGHOUT    THE 

THROUGHOUT    THE 

THROUGHOUT    THE 
UNITED     STATES 
UNITED     STATES 
UNITED     STATES 

AND     NEW     JERSEY 

AND     NEW     JERSEY 

AND     NEW     JERSEY 
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The  suggestion  that  New  Jersey  is  outside  of  the  United 
States  is  not  often  touched  upon  nowadays,  but  for  many 
years  the  references  to  it  were  as  common  as  the  recurrence 
of  the  mother-in-law  joke.  The  origin  of  the  idea  came 
from  a  condition  under  which  the  Camden  and  Amboy  Rail- 
road held  its  charter,  which  provided  that  out  of  the  railroad 
receipts  one  dollar  should  be  paid  into  the  State  treasury 
for  every  through  passenger.  With  that  praiseworthy 
prudence  that  has  raised  railroad  managers  into  such  promi- 
nence among  business  men  and  financiers,  the  directors 
ordered  that  a  dollar  should  be  added  to  the  regular  fare  on 
every  through  ticket.  As  transportation  began  at  Jersey 
City,  across  the  North  River  from  New  York,  and  ended 
at  Camden,  across  the  Schuylkill  from  Philadelphia  in  Penn- 
sylvania, it  became  equivalent  to  a  tax  on  any  citizen  of  any 
State  who  had  occasion  to  travel  across  the  territory  of  New 
Jersey. 

'  It  has  been  related  that  Bonner  was  often  heard  to  say, 
when  speaking  of  his  success  as  an  advertiser,  that  over  and 
over  he  would  gather  together  all  the  money  he  could  lay  his 
hands  on  and  "throw  it  all  out  to  the  newspapers"  and  that  it 
seemed  as  though  before  he  could  get  back  to  his  office  it 
would  all  be  there  again  and  a  whole  lot  more  with  it.  By 
and  by  he  had  gained  riches,  and  bought  trotting  horses, 
which  he  enjoyed  more  than  confinement  to  an  office,  and 
the  paper  fell  off  somewhat  from  its  highest  tide  of  suc- 
cess. More  than  once  he  made  spasmodic  efforts  to  renew 
the  methods  that  had  been  so  effective,  but  the  novelty  had 
departed  and  the  money  did  not  so  readily  return.  Finally, 
when  he  had  become  old,  he  presented  the  paper  to  his  sons, 
and  they,  too,  tried  to  resuscitate  its  shrinking  fortunes,  but 
without  success.  Then  it  was  changed  to  a  monthly,  but 
that  did  not  go,  and  now  ( 1905)  it  is  not  issued  at  all.  It  is 
a  surprising  fact  that  during  the  days  of  its  great  success, 
the  days  when  it  made  a  millionaire  of  its  owner,  it  never 
inserted  a  single  advertisement.  It  is  the  only  instance  I 
can  recall  wherein  a  paper  has  been  specially  prosperous 
without  the  aid  of  what  is,  on  all  sides,  supposed  to  be  the 
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life  and  soul  of  a  newspaper — the  advertising  patronage 
which  its  fame  and  circulation  brings. 

There  arose  and  flourished,  for  a  little  time,  emanating 
from  New  York,  a  certain  paper  named  Venus'  Miscellany, 
such  a  journal  as  would  be  appreciated  by  the  cadets  of  the 
red-light  district.  The  knowledge  of  the  contents  of  a  single 
number  would  cause  the  heart  of  Mr.  Anthony  Comstock 

to  beat, 
And  blossom  in  purple  and  red. 

It  soon  ceased  to  appear,  and  the  impression  prevailed  that 
on  account  of  it  more  than  one  newsdealer  was  led  to  spend 
a  longer  or  shorter  period  in  a  penitentiary. 

There  was  also  a  weekly  whose  office  of  publication  was 
not  readily  located,  but  which  was  as  eagerly  sought  for  as 
is  our  own  Town  Topics  at  the  present  time.  It  was  called 
Life  in  Boston  and  was  nothing  like  as  nice  as  Town  Topics, 
but  seemed  to  be  fully  as  interesting. 

I  also  recall  one  other  rather  saffron  journal  published  in 
New  York  by  one  George  W.  Matsell,  who  had  once  been 
chief  of  the  city  police.  It  was  the  New  York  Police  Gazette, 
and  it  is  still  alive  to-day  (1905).  I  often  think  of  a  cer- 
tain Sunday  when  I  had  carried  a  copy  home,  and  my  grand- 
mother, a  country  bred  New  England  woman  then  in  her 
seventies,  took  it  up  and  devoted  considerable  time  to  its 
perusal.  To  her  a  murder  was  a  rare  and  dreadful  occur- 
rence, to  be  talked  about  for  months.  Here  she  found  mur- 
ders by  the  dozen  and  other  outrages  without  number.  Evi- 
dently her  first  thought  was  that  an  epidemic  of  crime  had 
opened  up  about  her.  She  wiped  her  glasses  and  read  and 
read  and  wiped  her  glasses  again  until  finally,  in  wonder 
and  horror,  she  laid  the  paper  down  and  looking  at  me,  not 
unkindly  but  with  staring  eyes,  exclaimed,  with  measured 
delay  and  emphasis  on  every  word,  "George !  What — sort— 
of — a — paper — is — this  ?" 

The  only  advertisements  during  this  time  that  made  any 
impression  that  has  remained  in  my  mind,  as  I  now  recall, 
were  those  of  Geo.  W.  Simmons,  proprietor  of  a  clothing 
store  in  North  Street,  Boston,  known  as  Oak  Hall.     The 
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situation  of  this  great  mart  was  even  more  unfavorable  than 
Chatham  Square  would  be  to-day  in  the  City  of  New  York, 
but  Mr.  Simmons  had  a  great  trade,  made  a  fortune,  and 
he  and  his  family  maintained  an  excellent  social  position  in 
exclusive  Boston.  The  announcements  of  the  business 
seemed  to  be  everywhere,  on  fences  and  rocks  as  well  as  in 
newspapers;  and  it  used  to  be  related  that  on  one  occasion 
a  White  Mountain  tourist,  at  vast  pains  and  some  expense, 
had  ascended  Profile  Mountain  and  caused  himself  to  be  let 
down  with  ropes  until  his  feet  finally  rested  upon  the  bridge 
of  the  nose  of  "the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain."  He  looked 
above,  at  the  peaks  at  the  right  and  left,  at  Profile  Lake  at 
his  feet,  and  congratulated  himself  that  where  he  stood  the 
foot  of  man  had  never  been  before.  Finally  facing  about, 
preparatory  to  permitting  himself  to  be  drawn  up  to  the 
ledge  from  which  he  had  descended,  to  his  amazement  and 
disgust,  he  read  in  bold  letters  painted  on  the  smooth  face  of 
a  rock  close  at  hand,  the  words— VISIT  OAK  HALL, 
BOSTON. 
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In  the  office  of  the  Boston  Post  I  was  not  long  in  coming 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  value  of  advertising  space  was 
largely  influenced  by  circumstances  and  conditions,  some  of 
which  were  difficult  to  understand.  The  basis  of  charge  was 
the  "square."  Originally,  doubtless,  that  word  meant  a  space 
down  the  column  equal  to  the  width  thereof,  but  when 
smaller  type  came  to  be  used'  in  the  setting  of  advertise- 
ments the  number  of  lines  that  had  filled  the  space  was  still 
construed  to  be  a  proper  equivalent  for  the  square,  and  by 
and  by  a  still  smaller  number  of  lines  was.  adopted ;  until 
the  square  at  last  became  an  arbitrary  measure,  differing  in 
each  office,  and  having  a  range  of  anywhere  between  four 
and  thirty-two  lines.  In  the  office  of  the  Post  a  square  was 
eight  lines,  and  the  cost  of  insertion  one  dollar  for  the  first 
and  fifty  cents  for  each  subsequent  appearance.  If  adver- 
tisements were  frequent  or  continued,  a  discount  was  allowed 
varying  from  10  to  50  per  cent,  according  as  the  gross  total 
ranged  between  $10  and  $100  within  a  period  of  three 
months.  A  gross  bill  of  $100  might  be  reduced  one-half 
and  settled  for  $50,  but  a  gross  bill  of  $90  carried  with  it 
a  right  to  no  more  than  33  1-3  per  cent  discount  and,  there- 
fore, could  not  be  liquidated  for  less  than  $60.  Sometimes 
an  advertiser  would  ask  how  much  he  must  advertise  to 
secure  100  per  cent  discount,  but  such  inquiries  were  treated 
as  frivolous.  Once  there  was  a  lawsuit  with  a  publisher  who 
offered  $50  in  settlement  of  a  gross  bill  of  $97.50,  while  the 
office  insisted  upon  receiving  $65,  and  this  contention  the 
Court  upheld.  I  was  a  witness  in  the  case  and,  on  taking 
my  seat  after  leaving  the  stand,  the  defendant  asked  me,  in 
a  low  tone,  whether  I  had  ever  read  the  story  of  Ananias, 
and  appeared  too  disgusted  for  anything  when  I  told  him 
I  never  had,  and  asked  him  who  published  it,  and  if  it  was 
good.     I  found  it  not  customary  to  take  off  any  discount 
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from  an  advertising  bill  unless  a  discount  was  asked  for. 
Sometimes  after  the  money  had  been  paid  and  the  bill  re- 
ceipted, the  belated  inquiry  about  a  discount  would  be  made. 
The  question  was  embarrassing  at  the  moment,  but  in  such  a 
case  there  was  never  any  discount. 

There  were  certain  classes,  such  as  Wants,  To  Lets,  Co- 
partnership and  Legal  advertisements,  upon  which  no  dis- 
count was  ever  allowed,  and  the  same  rule  applied  to  an- 
nouncements under  the  heading  of  Special  Notices  or  a  cer- 
tain other  caption,  specified  as  Business  Notices,  that  con- 
tained paragraphs  set  in  reading  matter  type  and  charged  for 
at  twenty  cents  a  line.  The  same  rule  of  no  discount  also 
applied  to  any  charge  for  real  reading  matter,  for  which 
fifty  cents  a  line  was  demanded  if  it  was  to  be  paid  for  at  all. 

In  addition  to  the  scale  of  discounts  outlined  there  was 
an  established  yearly  rate  under  which  a  merchant  might 
use  the  space  of  a  square  for  $40  per  annum  or,  if  to  the 
inquiry  whether  "inside"  insertions  were  wanted,  the  an- 
swer should  be  affirmative,  the  price  would  in  that  Case  be 
$80  or  about  the  equivalent  of  fifty  per  cent  reduction  from 
the  gross  rate  charged  at  fifty  cents  a  square  for  all  inser- 
tions after  the  first. 

I  never  could  perceive  that  there  was  any  special  differ- 
ence in  the  position  actually  given,  whether  the  advertiser 
paid  $40  or  $80.  There  was  a  usage  that  assumed  that  the 
paper  might  omit  yearly  advertisements,  in  the  case  of  an 
occasional  press  of  matter,  and,  as  an  offset  to  this  conces- 
sion, the  yearly  advertiser  might  on  occasion  occupy  space 
in  excess  of  one  square  without  paying  additional.  From 
this  the  transition  was  easy  to  now  and  then  using  over- 
space  which,  at  times,  in  the  case  of  some  customers,  would 
run  up  to  more  than  half-a-dozen  squares.  I  recall  one  case 
of  a  real  estate  man  who,  on  such  a  contract,  at  $40  a  year, 
used  to  run  in  a  picture  of  his  office  building,  occupying  five 
inches  of  space  down  the  column.  And  yet  the  paper  was 
pretty  stiff  and  held  customers  rather  firmly  to  the  letter  of 
a  contract.  I  was  able  to  make  excellent  use  of  the  possi- 
bilities under  a  flexible  rate  on  an  occasion  when  I  nego- 
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tiated  a  contract  with  Mr.  Lewis  Rice,  proprietor  of  the 
American  House,  by  which  he  gave  me  board  and  room  for 
a  year  at  $416,  and  the  office,  having  the  case  of  the  real 
estate  man  brought  up  as  a  precedent,  allowed  me  to  balance 
the  charge  by  a  cash  payment  of  $40. 

The  interest  of  all  this  is  mainly  in  the  establishment  of 
the  fact  that  advertising  space  had  at  that  time  no  recog- 
nized measure  or  standard  of  value.  Practically,  within  cer- 
tain limits,  it  amounted  to  getting  as  much  as  possible  and 
taking  what  one  could  get ;  and  my  memory  does  not  re- 
mind me  that  those  who  paid  a  low  price  for  a  large  space 
were,  as  a  rule,  any  better  satisfied  than  those  were  who 
paid  a  higher  price  for  a  smaller  space.  Then  as  now  the 
idea  that  "advertising  always  pays"  was  promulgated  and 
the  assertion  was  made  then  as  frequently  as  now,  and  is  now 
made  as  frequently  as  then,  that  advertising  does  not  amount 
to  anything  and  is  a  waste  of  money. 

I  think  the  hotel  incident  illustrates  that  people  will  often 
make  trades  that  are  payable  in  swaps  and  exchanges  when 
they  would  not  for  a  moment  think  of  paying  for  the  thing 
obtained  the  actual  money  cost  to  them  of  the  thing  to  be 
given  in  exchange. 

The  inconsistencies  revealed  by  the  methods  of  charg- 
ing outlined  are  not  more  apparent  than  real,  but  they  were 
no  greater  than  is  common  to-day  in  a  great  majority  of 
newspaper  offices.  Almost  every  man  connected  with  the 
business  office  of  a  newspaper  acquires  a  habit  of  speaking 
of  this  customer  and  that  as  "willing  to  pay  a  fair  price"  or 
"never  willing  to  pay  a  fair  price,"  seemingly  oblivious  of 
the  fact  that  no  such  question  would  arise  were  the  rates 
uniformly  the  same  to  everyone.  It  is  only  a  first-rate  paper 
that  can  afford  to  have  a  uniform  rate  of  charge,  but  not 
every  first-class  paper  by  any  means  does  have  such  a  rate. 

The  New  York  Herald,  at  the  present  time  (1905),  will 
insert  a  three  line  Situation  Wanted  advertisement  for  a 
servant  maid  for  fifteen  cents,  but  will  demand  thirty  cents 
from  her  mistress  for  the  same  number  of  words  expressing 
that  a  servant  is  wanted.     If  the  mistress  should  advertise 
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under  the  heading  of  Personals,  for  information  about  an 
old  servant,  the  charge  for  those  lines  would  be  ninety  cents. 
_If  the  master,  a  widower,  should  wish  the  address  of  an  old 
servant  and  state  matrimony  as  his  object  the  clerk  at  the 
Herald's  advertising  counter  will  mulct  him  of  $3  for  three 
lines,  or  precisely  twenty  times  as  much  as  he  would  demand 
from  the  missing  maid  if  she  should  advertise  for  a  situa- 
tion. Evidently  it  is  not  the  space  he  occupies  that  an  adver- 
tiser pays  for,  but  an  indefinite  something  the  exact  value  of 
which  neither  the  man  who  buys  nor  the  man  who  sells 
quite  understands. 

Advertising  is  publicity,  a  means  of  causing  it  to  be 
known  what  service  you  or  I  can  render,  what  wants  we  can 
satisfy;  and  the  reasons  why  that  service  should  be  sought 
at  our  hands.  Sometimes  a  little  publicity  brings  many  cus- 
tomers and  in  that  case  advertising  pays  and  pays  well.  An 
advertisement  of  a  piano,  inserted  in  the  bulletin  of  a  church 
fair,  may  cost  a  dollar  or  two,  and  its  probable  power  to  do 
good,  as  compared  with  other  methods  of  publicity,  may  not 
be  worth  so  many  cents,  but  it  may  chance  that  the  adver- 
tisement is  seen  by  a  girl  whose  father  has  promised  to  buy 
her  a  piano,  while  she  is  in  the  company  of  another  girl 
whose  opinion  she  values,  and  they  both  happen  to  notice 
the  piano  advertisement,  and  the  other  girl  to  remark  that 
her  own  piano  is  of  that  make,  and  that  she  thinks  it  the  best 
of  all.  Next  day,  it  may  be,  the  girl  and  the  father  visit  the 
piano  store,  mention  seeing  the  advertisement  in  the  church 
fair  bulletin  and  the  dealer  pockets  a  profit  of  $100  from  an 
outlay  of  an  inconsiderable  fraction  of  that  amount.  He 
immediately  concludes  that  advertising  is  profitable,  and  that 
church  fair  bulletins  as  advertising  media  cannot  be  sur- 
passed. So,  too,  now  and  then  some  one  invests  a  dollar  or 
several  dollars  in  the  purchase  of  a  lottery  ticket  and  draws 
the  grand  prize  or  a  portion  of  it,  and  then  he  and  those 
who  knew  of  his  venture  are  inclined,  for  a  while  at  least, 
to  think  a  lottery  a  paying  investment,  although  knowing 
full  well  that  all  the  prizes  do  not  amount  to  so  much  as  one- 
half  of  the  money  paid  for  tickets. 
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It  is  the  lottery  feature  about  advertising  that  leads  in- 
experienced persons  to  think  the  value  of  one  paper  about 
as  great  as  that  of  any  other,  and  to  be  willing  to  pay,  say 
$5  each,  for  the  service  of  twenty  small  papers,  when  they 
would  hesitate  long  before  consenting  to  pay  $50  for  a  simi- 
lar announcement  in  a  single  great  paper  that  they  know 
full  well  not  only  prints  and  circulates. more  copies  than  all 
the  twenty,  but  know  just  as  well  that  the  average  purchas- 
ing power  of  each  reader  of  the  great  paper  is  more  than 
twice  that  of  the  average  purchasing  power  of  each  of  the 
readers  of  the  many  smaller  ones,  and  that  the  influence  of 
the  great  paper  is  much  larger  on  each  of  its  readers,  and 
their  confidence  in  anything  they  see  announced  in  its  col- 
umns is  many  times  greater.  The  science  of  advertising  is 
still  a  puzzle,  and  those  who  give  advice  about  it  with  great- 
est confidence  are  always  to  be  found  in  the  ranks  of  those 
whose  experience  is  but  moderate. 
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It  has  been  already  stated  that  my  business  in  the  office 
of  the  Boston  Post  was  to  look  after  the  collection  of  bills 
and  accounts  due  to  the  office.  Naturally,  however,  it  came 
about,  there  being  no  advertisement  solicitor  employed,  that 
Mr.  James  H.  Beals,  my  chief,  would  suggest  that  as  I  knew 
Mr.  So-and-So  by  sight  I  should  step  into  his  place  of  busi- 
ness and  ask  him  if  the  advertisement  seen  this  morning  in 
the  Journal,  the  Advertiser  or  the  Courier  should  not  also 
appear  in  the  Post.  Every  one  who  has  been  young,  and 
while  young  has  attempted  to  solicit  orders  for  advertising, 
can  appreciate  the  dread  with  which  I  approached  this  or 
that  great  man  to  beg  his  patronage  and  the  feeling  of  some- 
thing almost  like  joy  that  welled  in  my  bosom  when  I  dis- 
covered that  the  man  with  the  requisite  authority  was  out  to 
luncheon,  or,  better  still,  out  of  town.  There  were  excep- 
tions, however.  The  experiences  were  not  all  disagreeable. 
Now  and  then  the  advertiser  seemed  to  want  to  see  me, 
and  gave  an  order  as  though  it  was  a  favor  to  him ;  and  out 
of  acquaintances  begun  or  improved  in  this  way  I  found 
friends  who  were  pleasant  then  and  useful  and  profitable  in 
after  years.  If  a  young  man  represents  a  newspaper  of 
merit,  and  will  tell  his  story  clearly,  distinctly,  and  without 
circumlocution,  he  will  have  few  experiences  that  he  need 
regard  as  disagreeable  and  many  times  will  admit,  when  the 
day  is  over,  that  its  hours  have  not  only  produced  profit  but 
pleasure  and  satisfaction  as  well. 

Having  become  familiar  with  Boston,  its  crooked  streets 
and  alleyways,  I  had  a  longing  for  a  sight  of  the  great 
metropolis,  the  City  of  New  York,  and  one  time,  in  midsum- 
mer, in  the  year  i860,  my  ambition  was  gratified.  I  was 
given  a  list  of  persons  to  be  called  on  and  consulted  on  the 
•  subject  of  advertising  in  the  Post.  There  was  also  a  package 
of  bills  for  varying  amounts  for  services  rendered,  as  it 
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seemed  to  me,  at  a  date  that  indicated  neglect  on  the  part  of 
the  office  bookkeeper  that  they  had  not  been  sent  in  before. 
I  had  a  pass  on  the  railroad  to  Stonington,  Connecticut,  and 
on  the  steamer  from  that  port  to  New  York  and,  better  than 
all,  a  due  bill  taken  in  payment  for  advertising  done  in  the 
Post  for  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel.  It  was  a  grand  hotel  in 
those  days,  the  finest  in  America.  It  had  one  grave  fault, 
it  was  too  far  up  town,  so  far,  in  fact,  that  a  business  man 
could  hardly  afford  the  time  needed  to  go  and  come.  The 
Astor  House,  corner  of  Barclay  street,  the  Metropolitan, 
near  Prince  street,  and  the  St.  Nicholas  between  were  the 
popular  houses. 

Paran  Stevens  kept  the  Fifth  Avenue,  also  the  Revere 
House  in  Boston,  the  Continental  in  Philadelphia,  the  Bat- 
tle House  in  Mobile,  and  I  know  not  how  many  others,  and 
the  Fifth  Avenue  made  more  money  than  all  the  others,  and 
more  than  any  hotel  had  ever  made  before — and  not  many 
have  ever  made  so  much  since.  It  was  a  gold  mine.  Amos 
R.  Eno  owned  it.  When  Mr.  Eno  died  his  estate  counted 
up  numerous  millions,  but  in  the  financial  panic  of  1857  he 
was  "land  poor"  and  became  embarrassed.  He  had  pro- 
jected a  great  block  of  stores,  the  walls  were  built,  he  was  in 
a  quandary  ;  when  one  day  Mr.  Stevens  came  to  him,  induced 
him  to  change  his  stores  into  a  hotel  and  advanced  the  money 
to  enable  him  to  carry  out  the  new  suggestion.  Who  looks 
at  a  plan  of  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel,  either  of  the  ground 
floor  or  any  other,  will  not  fail  to  note  that  it  is  intersected, 
by  thick  walls  running  from  front  to  rear ;  and  everyone 
knows  that  the  principal  office  or  exchange  is  planned  pre- 
cisely as  it  would  be  for  an  ordinary  store,  being  of  uniform 
width  throughout  the  entire  length. 

It  was  at  the  Fifth  Avenue  that  the  Western  man  was 
said  to  have  had  the  experience  I  heard  Senator  Wolcott, 
of  Colorado,  relate  to  the  New  England  Society  on  one  occa- 
sion. The  man  had  disappeared,  his  family,  who  had  accom- 
panied him  to  the  city,  became  uneasy  about  him.  At  last 
he  came  to  his  room,  and  to  the  anxious  inquiry  of  his  wife, 
"Where  in  the  world  have  you  been  all  day?"  he  responded 
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calmly,  "I've  just  been  in  the  cuspidor  walking  pro  and  con." 
Senator  Piatt,  Senator  Gorman,  of  Maryland,  Senator 
Aldrich,  of  Rhode  Island,  Governor  Odell  and  many  other 
Senators  and  Governors  may  be  often  found  at  this  house 
to-day.  It  is'perhaps  the  best  specimen  in  the  world  (1905) 
of  a  hotel  conducted  on  the  American  plan.  I  am  living 
there  myself  this  winter,  but  this  is  no  paid  notice.  In  this 
house  in  i860  the  writer  first  saw  and  rode  in  a  passenger 
elevator  or  "lift,"  and  in  the  place  where  it  is  situated  there 
is  to-day  a  notice  that  in  the  year  1859  was  installed  in  the 
space,  "the  first  passenger  elevator  ever  used  in  any  hotel, 
or  any  other  building,  in  this  country  or  the  world." 

Paran  Stevens  was  a  Vermont  man.  It  has  been  related 
that  while  young  he  thought  well  of  himself  when  he  owned 
and  attended  a  well-known  stallion,  but,  becoming  a  hotel 
man,  he  soon  made  himself  the  best  hotel  man  America  had 
ever  seen.  Late  in  life  he  married  a  beautiful  girl  who  had 
been  a  mill  hand  in  a  cotton  factory  at  Lowell,  Mass.  She 
long  outlived  her  husband,  became  a  leader  in  the  ultra- 
fashionable  set  in  New  York  society,  and  the  names  of  her 
daughter  and  of  her  daughter's  daughter  are  often  seen  in 
society  notes — the  Hon.  Mrs.  Paget,  etc.,  etc. 

New  York  was  different  from  Boston.  One  could  stop 
on  Broadway  without  creating  surprise,  and  might  stand  in 
a  doorway  to  look  over  memoranda  without  exciting  atten- 
tion or  curiosity.  The  men  whom  I  was  to  see  about  adver- 
tising orders  were  mainly  out  of  town  or  out  of  business, 
and  those  against  whom  1  had  bills  to  collect  appeared  to  be 
mainly  out  of  business,  or  dead,  or  both.  I  located  one  man 
in  Morrisania,  a  place  situated  many  miles  away  and  ap- 
proached by  horse  cars  through  Third  avenue,  fare  five 
cents  each  way.  After  three  trips,  two  made  by  appoint- 
ment, this  good  man  paid  over  to  me  $2  on  account.  I  never 
saw  him  more,  nor  was  the  account  ever  balanced.  Another 
man,  a  hairdresser,  after  some  demur,  paid  me  $10,  the 
amount  of  the  bill  against  him,  and  ordered  his  advertise- 
ment stopped.  He  seemed  to  be  pretty  earnest  about  it.  I 
got  no  other  money.     My  feet  were  sore,  my  shoes  were 
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somewhat  depleted  in  the  matter  of  thickness  of  sole,  I  had 
collected  $12  and  paid  out  thirty  cents  for  car  fare  to  and 
from  Morrisania.  I  had  my  hotel  bill  entered  on  the  back 
of  the  due  bill  I  had  in  my  pocket.  It  was  $12.50,  being 
$2.50  a  day  for  five  days  (they  charge  more  in  1905),  and 
by  means  of  my  passes  on  boat  and  railroad  was  back  in  Bos- 
ton after  an  absence  of  six  days  and  six  nights.  I  did  not 
feel  enthusiastic  as  I  made  my  report  to  my  employers  and 
the  office  bookkeeper,  but  no  fault  was  found,  no  un- 
pleasant comments  made ;  in  fact,  the  tendency  seemed 
rather  in  the  direction  of  smiling  acquiescence  rather  than 
any  disposition  to  criticise.  Some  months  afterward  I 
learned  that  the  wonder  on  the  part  of  the  manager,  who 
usually  attended  personally  to  New  York  business,  was,  not 
that  I  only  collected  $12,  but  that  I  succeeded  in  getting  so 
much  as  one  dollar  or,  for  that  matter,  so  much  as  a  cent. 

"Mr.  Batcheller  said  he  wanted  his  advertisement 
stopped,"  I  reminded  Mr.  Beals  when  credit  for  the  pay- 
ment had  been  posted  on  the  ledger.  He  made  no  comment 
and  I  repeated  the  statement,  whereupon  he  looked  at  me 
with  an  amused  expression  and  said,  "I  guess  Batcheller  has 
ordered  that  advertisement  stopped  as  often  as  four  times  a 
year  for  the  last  four  years." 
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Du  Maurier,  in  his  story  of  "Trilby,"  that  everybody 
once  read  and  no  one  now  knows  anything  about,  resur- 
rected the  lines  of  a  once  popular  ballad : 

Don't  you  remember 
Sweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt, 
Sweet  Alice,  whose  hair 
Was  so  brown? 

There  was  a  later  suggestion  that  Alice  now  lay  in  the 
churchyard.  The  thought  may  run  on  to  a  still  later  time 
when  her  boy  sweetheart  no  longer  expresses  a  remem- 
brance because  he  has  joined  her  and  js  not  here  to  speak. 
The  mind  can  look  forward  to  another  not  very  distant 
period  when  there  will  be  few,  or  none,  who  can  recall  any 
memory  of  either  Alice  or  Ben,  because  both  of  them  had 
passed  from  human  vision  before  those  had  come  into  being 
to  whose  memory  the  appeal  would  have  to  be  addressed. 

These  thoughts  come  to  mind  in  connection  with  recol- 
lections of  persons  with  whose  faces  I  became  familiar  in 
the  years  of  that  early  connection  with  a  newspaper  office. 
I  recall  a  bare  room,  not  a  very  tidy  one,  with  a  single  desk, 
two  chairs,  a  man,  not  old  but  with  thin  hair — foretelling 
baldness — sitting,  his  face  in  his  hands,  his  elbows  resting 
upon  the  desk.  It  was  Gen.  Benjamin  F.  Butler,  in  his  not 
much  used  Boston  office,  a  year  or  two  before  the  Civil  War. 

In  a  busier,  better  organized  lawyer's  office  I  recall  a 
bright,  round,  kindly  face,  good  wholesome  color,  dark  hair, 
a  brisk  manner,  and  remember  that  the  man  became  very 
conspicuous  soon  after  as  the  great  War  Governor,  John  A. 
Andrew. 

In  still  another  office,  not  appearing  so  brisk  as  the  last 
named  but  much  more  so  than  the  first,  I  recall  the  kindly, 
thoughtful,  wrinkled — oh  !  so  wrinkled — face  of  Rufus 
Choate ;  and  that  the  name  on  the  check  given  in  payment  for 
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a  year's  subscription  resembled  a  spider  track  more  than  a 
signature. 

The  home  of  Wendell  Phillips  was  in  Essex,  not  far 
from  Washington  street,  and  the  orator  himself  sometimes 
opened  the  door  in  answer  to  the  ring.  The  quiet  of  the 
library,  the  dignity,  the  kindly  dignity  of  the  man,  an  air 
of  refinement  about  the  surroundings :  a  memory  of  all  these 
comes  before  me  when  the  name  of  the  great  Anti-Slavery 
champion  is  mentioned. 

Over  the  Quincy  market,  that  was  an  eighth  of  a  mile  in 
length,  the  old  firm  of  Oliver  Ames  &  Son,  makers  of  shov- 
els and  that  sort  of  thing,  had  a  mammoth  wareroom  (this 
was  before  Oakes  Ames  and  the  days  of  the  Credit  Mo- 
bilier),  and  a  partner  of  the  house  was  Peter  Harvey,  a 
heavily  built,  florid  man  with,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  a  choleric 
temper  and  a  disposition  to  allow  me  to  call  numerous  times 
to  collect  his  subscription  to  the  paper.  He  was  generally 
known  and  spoken  of  as  "the  friend  of  Daniel  Webster."  In 
after  years  I  often  wondered  how  so  chilly  a  personage  as  he 
appeared  to  be  could  have  written  so  charming  a  book  as  his 
biography  of  Webster  certainly  is. 

An  elderly  man  with  a  brisk,  nervous  manner  was  in  the 
counting  room,  from  time  to  time,  in  the  interest  of  life  in- 
surance, and  I  recall  the  pride  and  satisfaction  with  which 
he  replied  to  inquiries  about  the  progress  of  a  son  who  had 
gone  to  New  York,  and  became  active  in  the  line  of  business 
with  which  the  father's  interest  seemed  to  be  joined.  That 
son  was  Henry  B.  Hyde,  so  long  the  head,  almost  the 
creator,  of  the  great  Equitable  Life  Assurance  Society. 

An  older  man,  of  reserved,  dignified  manner,  came  in 
now  and  then  to  look  at  files  of  the  paper,  to  resurrect  some 
paragraph  that  had  interest  for  him,  and  I  learned  that  his 
name  was  Motley,  and  that  he  had  a  son  named  John  Loth- 
rop  Motley,  then  United  States  Minister  at  The  Hague. 

Still  another  old  man,  less  active,  less  prosperous,  less 
self-assertive  than  either  of  the  others,  was  a  Mr.  Derby ; 
and  he,  too,  is  remembered  on  account  of  his  son,  one  of  the 
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earliest  American  humorists,  known  to  those  who  remember 
him  at  all  as  John  Phoenix. 

The  face  of  one  other  man  comes  before  me,  a  tall,  large, 
wholesome-looking  personage,  perhaps  not  quite  up  to  the 
times  in  appearance  and  manner,  always  wearing  a  curious 
deprecating  smile — not  a  frequent  but  an  occasional  visitor 
at  the  office.  The  business  that  brought  him  being  gener- 
ally an  announcement  of  a  railroad  excursion  of  not  any 
great  importance  to  some  point  not  far  away.  There  seemed 
to  be  a  disposition,  on  the  part  of  the  manager,  to  have  fun 
with  this  man,  always  in  a  half  bantering,  but  not  wholly 
disrespectful  way,  and  I  remember  that  anything  he  really 
seemed  to  want  to  have  done  or  said  by  the  paper  was  usu- 
ally acquiesced  in  ;  and  it  was  also  understood  that  if  his  bills 
were  not  promptly  paid  no  fuss  would  be  made  about  it.  I 
believe,  however,  that  his  bills  were  always  paid,  eventually. 
When  he  went  from  the  office,  on  the  first  occasion  that  I 
recall  seeing  him,  the  manager,  looking  at  the  retreating  fig- 
ure rather  quizzically,  told  me  "That  man  has  a  charter  from 
the  Congress  of  the  United  States  to  build  a  railroad  to  the 
Pacific  Ocean."  San  Francisco  was  not  twenty  years  old 
then ;  Omaha  was  the  name  of  an  Indian  tribe,  not  of  a  city  ; 
Los  Angeles  was  a  village  inhabited  by  a  few  score  people  of 
Spanish  origin,  and  Denver  had  no  place  on  the  map.  By 
and  by  I  heard  of  George  Francis  Train,  Oakes  Ames,  the 
Credit  Mobilier,  and  knew  that  a  Pacific  railroad  had  been 
built  and  that  the  charter,  which  had  been  Mr.  Josiah  Per- 
ham's  cherished  possession,  and  about  which  he  was  so  often 
ridiculed,  really  did  come  into  effective  use  in  carrying  for- 
ward the  great  enterprise.  I  never  see  the  kindly  but  rather 
bucolic  countenance  of  the  venerable  Mr.  Russell  Sage 
without  being  reminded  of  Perham ;  the  same  face,  the  same 
smile,  only  Mr.  Sage  is  much  older— but  then  Mr.  Perham 
is  dead. 

In  one  lawyer's  office  on  Court  street,  the  office  of  Still- 
man  B.  Allen,  a  considerable  collection  business  was  done, 
and  there  at  one  time  appeared  a  square-shouldered,  curly- 
haired,  red-cheeked  young  man,  who  was  always  so  polite, 
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attentive,  civil  and  prompt,  that  to  have  occasion  to  be 
brought  into  contact  with  him  was  a  pleasure.  Before  I 
left  Boston  his  name  appeared  on  the  sign,  which  became 
Allen  &  Long,  and  later  I  was  glad  to  hear  of  him  as  Con- 
gressman, Governor  and  Secretary  of  the  Navy.  He  was 
John  D.  Long,  now  as  then  of  Hingham,  Mass. 

Fletcher  Webster,  a  son  of  Daniel  Webster,  had  an  office 
in  the  Surveyor's  Department  of  the  Custom  Blouse.  He 
may  have  held  the  office  of  Surveyor.  He  was  slow  pay  and 
impressed  one  as  a  dull  man,  although  rather  fine  looking, 
with  black  hair  and  eyes.  He  became  Colonel  of  a  regiment 
in  the  Civil  War,  but  I  do  not  remember  that  he  distin- 
guished himself  either  by  the  exhibition  of  great  ability  or 
the  lack  of  it. 

Then  there  was  the  Pension  Commissioner,  Isaac 
O'Barns,  a  man  who  had  been,  I  think,  a  personal  friend 
of  and  an  appointee  under  President  Franklin  Pierce,  and 
whom  no  subsequent  President  seemed  to  feel  like  dis- 
placing. He  was  a  tall,  broad-shouldered,  white-haired  old 
man,  a  typical  old  school  gentleman.  He  boarded  at  the 
Bromfield  House.  His  office  was  at  the  Custom  House, 
where  he  went  late  and  from  whence  he  returned  early.  He 
had  lost  his  voice  and  spoke  only  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  and 
the  unexpected  quality  of  his  few  sentences  led  to  as  many 
funny  stories  being  attributed  to  him  as,  in  later  days,  was 
the  case  with  that  famous  Baltimorean  who  reformed  and 
became  a  New  Yorker,  I  mean  the  late  William  M.  Travers. 
It  was  told  of  Isaac  O'Barns  that  he  promised  to  subscribe 
for  the  erection  of  a  Baptist  church  somewhere  on  the  one 
condition  that  they  should  "Baptize  'em  in  hot  water ;"  that 
when  he  had  asked  at  the  Tremont  House  bar  for  'rot  gut" 
and  been  handed  out  the  brandy  decanter — the  barkeeper 
knowing  he  always  drank  brandy — he  remarked,  after  com- 
pleting the  transaction,  "You  keep  a  pretty  good  house  here, 
don't  you?"  To  which  the  man  responding  that  such  was 
the  intention,  asked  "What  do  you  find  this  morning  to 
specially  commend,  Mr.  O'Barns?"  received  for  answer, 
"You  give  a  man  just  what  he  calls  for,"    Again,  one  day 

40 


Fifth  Paper 

stopping  on  the  edge  of  a  crowd  in  State  street,  at  the  scene 
of  the  Boston  massacre,  just  below  the  old  State  House, 
where  an  itinerant  preacher  was  holding  forth,  he  asked 
"What's  this?  What's  this?"  and  was  told  that  it  was  a 
meeting  of  Second  Adventists.  "What  are  they?  What 
are  they  ?"  whispered  the  old  gentleman,  and  being  told  that 
they  looked  for  the  second  coming  of  Christ  he  seemed  to 
wait  several  minutes  with  interest,  but  finally  inquired  in 
his  loudest  whisper,  "Expect  him  to-day?"  Finally  on  his 
death  bed,  or  when  he  thought  he  was  dying,  and  the  doc- 
tor had  pronounced  his  feet  warm  and  said  no  one  ever  died 
with  warm  feet,  the  old  gentleman  inquired  in  his  whisper 
whether  the  doctor  had  forgotten  the  case  of  John  Rogers. 
Of  all  the  men  of  that  day  there  are  a  few  still  remain- 
ing, and  one  of  these  I  sometimes  meet  in  recent  years,  I 
refer  to  J.  Parker  Whitney,  who  in  1858  was  a  dealer  in 
paints  in  Union  street  near  Hanover.  I  recall  an  occasion 
when  a  hotel  man,  proposing  to  do  the  honors  of  his  place, 
asked  whether  we  would  drink  claret  or  champagne,  and 
Whitney  said,  in  response,  that  we  would  as  soon  have  both 
as  either,  and  we  had  both.  Whitney  always  seemed  to  get 
all  there  was  to  be  had.  He  graduated  from  paints  and  oils, 
did  something  in  mines,  gold  and  copper,  has  a  California 
ranch  to-day  with  sixty  miles  of  stone  wall  upon  it,  came 
near  being  the  first  United  States  Senator  from  Colorado, 
has  long  been  rated  a  millionaire  by  the  mercantile  agencies, 
and  has  been  made  more  or  less  conspicuous  the  past  year  or 
two  on  account  of  the  frolics  of  a  fun-loving  son  and  a  Hebe- 
like daughter,  who,  beautiful  as  she  may  be,  can  hardly  com- 
pete in  loveliness  with  the  memory  of  her  mother  when, 
twenty  years  ago,  she,  too,  was  just  out  of  school.  Mr. 
WThitney  is  known  to  all  who  go  fishing  at  the  Rangeley 
Lakes,  for  his  Camp  there,  at  Mosquito  Brook  on  Lake 
Molychuckamuck,  has  stood  for  more  than  forty  years,  and 
there  has  not  been  perhaps  a  single  winter  of  them  all  that  he 
has  not  been  there,  with  good  company,  long  enough  to  get 
a  deer  or  two,  a  touch  of  zero  weather,  and  to  renew  the 
memory  of  visits  made  before  and  friends  who  will  not  come 
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again  because  they  have  now  gone  beyond  earth's  boundary 
lines.  At  one  time  Mr.  Gilbert  E.  Jones,  long  of  the  New 
York  Times,  was  associated  with  Mr.  Whitney  in  the  man- 
agement of  the  Mosquito  Brook  Camp,  as  is  evidenced  in  the 
combination  of  their  two  monograms,  still  to  be  noted  artis- 
tically carved  by  Gillie's  own  hand,  and  affixed  to  the  door 
that  fronts  the  Lake,  as  the  writer  well  remembers. 

An  editorial  writer  on  the  Post,  at  this  time,  was  B.  P. 
Shilliber,  whose  nom  de  plume  was  Mrs.  Partington.  His 
humorous  sayings  had  a  wide  vogue,  but  probably  did  not 
produce  much  of  an  addition  to  his  income,  which  was  a 
stated  salary  of  $15  a  week.  The  business  of  selling  jokes 
in  the  open  market  was  not  then  established.  Mrs.  Parting- 
ton was  a  Boston  Mrs.  Malaprop,  and  a  great  many  of  her 
sayings  were  comments  upon  the  conduct  and  experiences  of 
Ike,  a  grandson  or  nephew,  who  was  a  sort  of  pre-historic 
Buster  Brown.  Ike  had  to  be  vaccinated,  and  the  old  lady, 
mentioning  the  matter,  said  he  was  "noculated  by  an  ocu- 
list." A  woman  who  said  that  she  could  not  bear  children 
was  comforted  with  the  remark,  "Perhaps  if  you  could  you 
would  like  them  better." 

I  have  before  referred  to  a  Mrs.  Bailey,  to  whom  I  was 
indebted  for  a  valuable  service.  It  became  a  part  of  my 
duty,  as  years  went  on,  to  collect  a  sum  of  money  for  this 
good  lady  and  to  take  it  to  her  on  a  specified  day  each  month, 
Col.  Greene,  her  brother,  paying  half  and  Edwin  C.  Bailey, 
her  son  and  owner  of  the  Boston  Herald,  the  other  half. 
The  cashier  at  the  Herald  office,  R.  M.  Pulsifer,  by  name, 
had  instructions  to  honor  my  demands.  The  draft  was  not 
a  heavy  one,  I  think  about  seventeen  dollars  from  each  con- 
tributor. The  lady  then  lived  at  Chestnut  Hill,  some  miles 
out  of  Boston,  and  in  the  goodness  of  her  dear  old  heart  she 
would  have  me  stay  to  drink  a  cup  of  tea  with  her  on  these 
occasions,  and  more  than  likely  there  would  be  hot  biscuits 
and  a  slice  of  ham  or  cold  tongue,  a  bit  of  jam  or  preserves, 
and  I  would  be  called  upon  to  tell  as  much  of  the  world's 
affairs  as  passed  under  my -immediate  eye,  and  in  return  was 
often  taken  into  her  confidence,  we  being  both  from  the 
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Granite  State,  and  she  as  near  her  eighties  as  I  to  my  twen- 
ties. 

On  one  occasion  there  was  mention  made  that  Mr.  Sal- 
mon P.  Chase  had  retired  from  Lincoln's  Cabinet  and 
his  successor  as  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  would  be  William 
Pitt  Fessenden  of  Maine,  and  I  came  away  with  the  im- 
pression that  the  new  Secretary  was  a  cousin  or  nephew 
of  my  good  friend,  Col.  Greene  of  the  Post.  Next  morn- 
ing I  stood  in  the  counting  room,  behind  the  newspaper 
counter,  when  Col.  Greene  came  in,  as  was  his  custom, 
to  take  a  copy  of  the  morning  issue  in  his  hand,  and,  as 
I  handed  him  the  paper  and  said  good  morning,  I  ven- 
tured to  ask  him  about  his  relationship  to  the  new  Secre- 
tary. He  looked  at  me  through  his  gold-bowed  specta- 
cles with,  I  thought,  a  shade  of  annoyance,  and  turned 
away  without  answering,  but,  pausing  at  the  door,  he  turned 
to  me  and  said  "Before  you  go  out  to-day  come  up  to  my 
room."  I  did  this  a  little  later.  He  sat  at  his  desk,  a  pretty 
plain  affair,  in  his  editorial  sanctum — decidedly  primitive 
quarters  he  had — but  he  a  handsome,  stately,  kindly,  well- 
dressed,  clean-shaven,  healthy  man  of  between  fifty  and 
sixty  years  of  age.  He  did  not  ask  me  to  be  seated,  but 
spoke  in  earnest  tones.  "You  know  my  sister  is  much  older 
than  I.  She  was  a  young  woman  when  I  was  a  baby. 
When  she  was  a  young  woman  she  had  an  experience  of  the 
sort  that  people,  who  have  had  such,  do  not  talk  about.  The 
father  of  her  son  had  been  the  principal  of  the  Academy  at 
Boscawen  and  from  there  went  to  another  academy  at  Frye- 
burg,  Maine,  and  there  the  boy  was  brought  up.  The 
father's  name  was  Fessenden  and  Pitt  was  the  son,  He  is 
about  my  own  age  and  a  mighty  good  fellow  he  is,  too. 
Now,"  continued  the  Colonel,  "you  can  see  that  if  you  had 
known  a  little  more  this  morning  you  wouldn't  have  been 
asking  questions,  and  now  that  you  know  so  much  I  think 
I  can  trust  you  to  keep  your  mouth  shut."  I  would  not  have 
told  the  story  here  had  it  not  come  to  me,  many  years  later, 
from  a  very  old  man  who,  relating  a  personal  interview  had 
with  Daniel  Webster  at  the  time  he  had  failed  to  receive  the 
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Presidential  nomination  that  went  to  Gen.  Scott,  and  the 
great  expounder  somewhat  repiningly  found  fault  with  the 
bad  faith,  as  he  thought  it,  of  a  young  politician  in  Maine, 
who  had  failed  to  support  his  claims ;  and  then  the  great  man 
proceeded  to  tell  of  a  certain  horseback  ride  he  had  taken 
thirty  years  before,  from  Boscawen  in  New  Hampshire,  to 
interview  the  principal  of  the  academy  at  Fryeburg,  Maine, 
in  the  interest  of  a  certain  baby  boy  who,  had  he  remem- 
bered and  acknowledged  the  obligation  now,  might  have 
been  a  help,  but  had  not  so  proved  himself. 
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There  was  one  experience  in  connection  with  my  service 
with  the  Post  that  has  always  impressed  me  as  almost  won- 
derful, and  I  mention  it  here  believing  it  may  encourage 
some  young  man  to  attempt  to  overcome  a  bad  habit  before 
it  is  too  late.  The  outcome  in  my  case  is  not  as  encouraging 
as  I  could  wish,  but  there  certainly  was  progress  made ; 
perhaps  a  stronger  will  would  have  achieved  a  permanent 
success.  The  case  was  this:  from  boyhood  I  had  been 
afflicted  with  a  bad  memory  for  names.  I  even  forgot  the 
names  of  boys  who  had  been  schoolmates.  On  one  occasion, 
during  my  experiences  in  Boston  in  a  thread  and  needle 
store  in  1856,  a  young  man  from  my  own  New  Hampshire 
town  had  a  job  driving  a  market  wagon,  and  occasionally 
called  at  the  store  where  I  was  employed,  and  once  came  in 
to  spend  a  Sunday  with  me  and  brought  a  watermelon  for 
our  personal  delectation.  Late  in  the  afternoon  of  that  Sun- 
day I  had  to  ask  this  friend  to  tell  me  his  name.  This  weak- 
ness seemed  so  serious  a  fault  that  I  thought  very  likely  it 
might  lead  to  my  losing  the  good  place  I  had  fallen  into,  and 
I  resolved  to  overcome  the  deficiency  if  I  possibly  coqld.  So 
effective  was  that  resolve  that  during  the  entire  seven  years 
of  my  employment  there  arose  no  case  where  I  had  difficulty 
about  remembering  a  name ;  and  there  is  no  name  that  be- 
came known  to  me  during  that  seven  years  that  I  cannot  now 
recall  without  effort,  after  a  lapse  of  more  than  forty  years, 
and  yet  (and  this  is  the  discouraging  part  of  the  story)  no 
sooner  had  I  left  the  employment,  wherein  that  resolve  had 
been  made,  and  commenced  a  business  of  my  own,  than  the 
old  infirmity  reasserted  itself,  and  has  continued  to  this  day ; 
to  such  an  extent  that  I  confidently  expect  some  day  to  have 
to  consult  my  card  case  to  ascertain  my  own  name. 

Pursuing  my  duties  as  collector,  I  conceived  it  to  be  im- 
portant to  keep  appointments  with  care.    If  a  man  said  "Call 
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next  Thursday  and  I  will  pay  you,"  I  was  certain  to  be  in 
evidence  when  Thursday  came,  and  I  noted,  after  long  ex- 
perience, that  while  young  and  hopeful  I  believed  every  man 
intended  to  do  with  me  exactly  as  he  promised.  The  fact 
that  I  did  so  believe  had  influence  in  inducing  him  to  sus- 
tain the  good  opinion  he  could  see  he  had  impressed  me 
with.  Afterwards,  when,  from  frequent  disappointments, 
my  faith  had  become  somewhat  dimmed,  the  efficacy  of  that 
promise  became  lessened  to  a  degree  that  was  quite  percepti- 
ble. I  made  most  painstaking  efforts  on  certain  quarter  days, 
first  of  January,  April,  October,  etc.,  to  collect  as  many  as 
one  hundred  different  bills  in  one  day,  but  on  no  occasion 
was  I  ever  able  to  accomplish  so  much,  although  I  now  and 
then  came  very  near  to  it.  My  work  afforded  a  good  oppor- 
tunity to  learn  human  nature.  The  man  who  was  short  of 
money  when  I  called  was  likely  always  to  be  short  of  money. 
The  man  who  failed  to  keep  his  promise  to  pay  on  a  certain 
day  generally  failed  to  keep  his  promise.  The  man  who  paid 
the  bill  on  presentation  did  the  same  next  time  and  every 
time.  This  other  man  would  have  the  bill  left,  that  he 
might  examine  it,  and  then  would  pay  the  next  time  I  called  ; 
and  when  I  called  again  would  have  forgotten  to  look  into 
the  case,  but,  on  account  of  his  promise,  would  on  the  sec- 
ond occasion  assume  the  accuracy  of  the  account  and  pay  it. 
With  the  next  bill  it  would  be  the  same  story  over  again.  In 
time  I  came  to  have  the  opinion  that  I  could  tell  in  advance 
what  every  bookkeeper,  cashier  or  principal  would  say  to 
me  when  I  presented  a  bill,  and  in  nearly  every  case  I  would 
be  right. 

Many  persons  came  to  know  me  by  my  occupation  in- 
stead of  by  my  name,  and  for  years  after  that  occupation 
had  come  to  an  end  I  would  meet  a  familiar  face  here  or 
there  and  be  greeted  with  a  "How  are  you,  Post?"  If  people 
might  be  depended  on  to  say  the  same  thing  on  the  recur- 
rence of  the  same  sort  of  an  occasion,  so,  too,  it  was  noted 
that  the  prosperous  establishment,  as  a  rule,  remained  pros- 
perous and  grew  more  so,  while  those  of  a  different  charac- 
ter became  more  and  more  down  at  the  heel  as  years  pro- 
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gressed.  One  man  on  Commercial  street,  named  Bradshaw, 
was  a  dealer  in  flour,  and  on  the  stove  in  his  office  there 
would  generally  be  little  gobs  or  balls  of  dough,  and  I  rarely 
ever  saw  him,  either  in  his  office  or  near  by  on  the  street, 
that  he  did  not  have  a  patch  of  flour,  about  the  size  of  a 
wafer,  on  the  end  of  his  nose.  Whenever  I  come  across  the 
name  of  Bradshaw  the  picture  of  that  flour  merchant  arises 
before  me,  and  always  with  the  spot  of  flour  on  the  end  of 
his  nose. 

At  the  office  of  the  Boston  Herald  my  monthly  visits 
made  me  acquainted  with  the  cashier,  a  young  man  in  the 
early  twenties,  bright  of  eye,  civil  and  engaging  of  manner, 
of  slight  build,  not  above  medium  height,  and  having  the 
general  appearance  of  a  good  clerk  who  had  plenty  to  do  and 
was  not  growing  wealthy  from  the  compensation  paid  him. 
His  name  was  R.  M.  Pulsifer,  and  a  little  later  it  became 
well  known  in  newspaper  circles.  It  has  been  stated  that 
under  the  ownership  and  control  of  Edwin  C.  Bailey  the 
Herald  had  entered  upon  a  period  of  prosperity.  Bailey  was 
a  man  of  superior  intelligence ;  large,  florid — not  handsome 
— brusque,  not  over-generous,  not  over-popular,  in  general 
considered  a  supremely  selfish  man.  He  had  trained  several 
young  men  to  manage  the  various  departments  of  the  paper, 
and  they  had  learned  to  perform  their  tasks  creditably.  The 
paper  seemed  to  have  prospects  of  better  days  ahead.  Mr. 
Bailey  wished  to  go  to  Europe  and  enjoy  a  vacation.  It  had 
occurred  to  him  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  bind  his 
young  managers  more  closely  to  the  paper  by  making  it  pos- 
sible for  each  to  acquire  an  interest  in  the  property.  The 
negotiations  resulted  in  the  sale  of  the  paper  for  $300,000 — 
a  sum  that  seemed  a  preposterous  price — to  five  young  men, 
employees,  no  one  of  whom  had  ever  possessed  a  thousand 
dollars  in  his  life,  each  to  be  responsible  for  the  others.  And 
so  it  came  about  that  the  Herald  changed  hands.  The  new 
firm  of  R.  M.  Pulsifer  &  Co.  was  the  owner,  and  Bailey 
went  abroad  with  the  comfortable  feeling  that  the  interest 
on  the  great  indebtedness  would  be  about  as  much  as  the 
paper  could  be  made  to  produce.    He  could  count  on  the  boys 
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doing  their  level  best  to  carry  the  great  burden,  and,  by  and 
by,  when  his  two  years'  mortgage  matured,  he  would  re- 
turn, take  back  the  property,  and  let  the  boys  off.  This  was 
in  1869. 

Well,  •  Bailey  went  away,  the  new  firm  continued  the 
business  on  the  plans  which  Bailey  had  inaugurated ;  the 
affairs  of  the  Herald  had  reached  a  stage  where  things  had 
begun  to  come  its  way ;  the  Civil  War  was  ended.  Every- 
body was  prosperous.  All  newspapers  made  money,  and  the 
Herald  more  than  any  other  in  Boston;  the  obligations  to 
Bailey  were  met  out  of  the  earnings  and  Bailey  never  had  a 
ghost  of  a  chance  of  owning  it  again.  He  retired  to  New 
Hampshire,  where  he  exhibited  some  political  ambition, 
but  finally  died  while  in  the  prime  of  life,  a  discontented  and 
disappointed  man.  Pulsifer,  on  the  other  hand — gentle,  lov- 
able, rather  competent  than  otherwise,  stood  at  the  head  of 
the  most  important  daily  in  Boston — was  possessed  of  an 
income  beyond  the  wildest  dreams  of  a  few  years  before. 
His  influence  was  great,  his  credit  good  for  anything  he 
might  wish,  his  name  was  sought  here  and  there  as  direc- 
tor, manager,  patron  of  this  and  that,  and  in  time  he  found 
himself  involved  beyond  his  depth.  Chagrined  at  what  ap- 
peared to  have  been  bad  management  or  bad  judgment; 
that  his  brilliant  prospects  had  led  to  defeat  and  failure,  he 
one  day,  in  a  despondent  moment,  took  his  life  and  was 
thought  to  have  died  a  bankrupt.  It  turned  out,  however, 
when  cooler  heads  assumed  charge  of  his  affairs,  that  they 
straightened  themselves  out  amazingly,  and  in  the  end,  every 
creditor  received  a  hundred  cents  on  the  dollar,  and  a  com- 
petence was  in  reserve  for  Pulsifer's  family.  Had  it  not  been 
for  his  love  of  approbation,  and  desire  to  be  of  use  to  every 
one  who  sought  his  aid  or  influence ;  in  other  words,  if  he 
could  have  attended  to  the  paper  and  let  outside  things  alone, 
he  might  be  alive  to-day,  a  millionaire,  the  leading  newspaper 
man  of  New  England,  and  still  have  to  his  credit  several 
of  the  allotted  three  score  years  and  ten.  As  it  is  (as  it  was 
to  be),  however,  poor  Pulsifer  has  long  rested  peacefully  in 
his  grave ;  but  none  who  remember  him  ever  say  a  word  to 
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his  discredit,  or  think  of  him  as  other  than  generous  and 
lovable  to  a  degree  that  is  all  too  rare. 

At  the  corner  of  Court  street  and  Court  Square,  in  a 
basement,  there  was  in  those  days  a  roomy  restaurant,  rather 
dark,  where  one  could  get  a  better  beefsteak  than  could  be 
had  elsewhere,  and  where  everything  on  the  bill  of  fare  was 
good.  It  was  a  man's  restaurant.  The  only  entrance  was 
through  a  saloon,  passing  the  bar  to  reach  the  stairway  lead- 
ing down.  On  a  corner  in  Cornhill  Court,  not  far  away, 
reached  by  two  narrow  lanes  from  Washington  street  and 
another  from  Court  Square,  was  another  place,  perhaps 
equally  excellent  in  its  way,  although  I  am  not  certain  that 
its  line  extended  beyond  wines,  liquors,  cigars  and  the  things 
that  go  with  them.  This  place  was  known  to  everybody  as 
George  Young's,  the  other  as  Parker's  or  Harvey  D.  Par- 
ker's. Later  Mr.  Parker  built  the  Parker  House  in  School 
street,  the  first  attempt  in  Boston  to  conduct  a  hotel  on  what 
is  known  as  the  European  plan.  It  became  a  better  hotel 
than  Boston  had  ever  had  before  ;  and  at  a  much  later  period 
two  stewards  at  Parker's,  Hall  and  Whipple  by  name,  se- 
cured the  construction  of  a  hotel  in  Cornhill  Court,  on  the 
site  of  George  Young's,  and  called  the  house  Young's  Ho- 
tel. It  was  an  immediate  success.  At  first  the  house  enter- 
tained only  men,  but  in  time  it  spread  over  the  whole  space, 
and  now  the  original  site  of  both  Young's  and  Parker's  is 
covered  by  a  great  hostelry  known  as  'Young's,"  and  ladies, 
as  well  as  men,  are  welcome  guests. 

Nothing  succeeds  like  success.  Messrs.  Whipple  and 
Hall  revived  the  old  Adams  House  on  Washington  street 
and  of  this  Mr.  Hall  afterwards  took  personal  charge,  re- 
linquishing his  interest  in  Young's,  and  at  a  later  day  Mr. 
Whipple  acquired  the  Parker  House  in  School  street,  where 
both  he  and  Hall  had  been  trained,  and  this  he  retains,  and 
has  also  acquired  the  Touraine,  corner  of  Tremont  and 
Boylston  streets,  which  the  writer,  after  a  pretty  wide  ex- 
perience, has  at  times  felt  like  pronouncing,  taking  it  all  in 
all.  the  most  complete  and  perfect  hotel  to  be  found  to-day 
(1905)  on  the  surface  of  the  globe. 
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There  was  one  curious  experience  of  rather  trivial  im- 
portance that  made  a  lasting  impression  on  my  mind.  I 
will  endeavor  to  relate  the  circumstances  as  they  transpired. 
A  very  respectable  firm  in  Milk  street  was  at  that  time  pro- 
moting the  sale  of  a  dressing  or  blacking  for  ladies'  shoes, 
and  did  a  little  advertising.  Brown  &  Brother  was  the  name 
of  the  concern.  One  day  the  senior  Mr.  Brown  suggested 
to  me  that  he  would  be  glad  to  send  a  dozen  bottles  of  the 
blacking  to  the  editorial  room  of  the  Post  and  to  have  a 
short  commendatory  notice  appear  in  the  paper,  setting  forth 
the  good  qualities  of  the  mixture  as  they  should  be  revealed 
from  a  practical  application.  Being  advertisers  to  some  ex- 
tent and  likely  to  become  better  customers  by  and  by,  if  the 
public  should  appreciate  their  goods,  there  was  nothing  un- 
usual in  the  request,  and  I  promised  to  speak  with  the  editor 
about  the  matter.  With  this  understanding  the  package  was 
sent  to  me  and  under  my  supervision  taken  to  the  editorial 
room,  where  I  told  my  story.  It  was  not  the  editor-in-chief 
that  I  saw,  but  his  son,  and  the  younger  man  did  not  appear 
to  be  specially  enthusiastic  about  the  business.  "They  adver- 
tise in  the  Post,  do  they?"  he  asked.  "They  are  a  respectable 
firm,  you  say,"  continued  he,  and  then,  as  a  finality,  "Well, 
I  don't  know  anything  about  the  stuff  and  they  know  all 
about  it.  Tell  Mr.  Brown  to  write  such  a  notice  as  he  thinks 
he  ought  to  have  and  I'll  print  it."  I  thereupon  waited  upon 
Mr.  Brown  ;  but  instead  of  being  pleased  he  appeared  greatly 
pained  at  the  proposal.  He  had  not  intended  to  bribe  the 
editor  by  a  present  of  a  dozen  bottles  of  blacking.  He  had 
hoped  the  blacking  would  be  taken  home,  that  the  women 
folks  would  use  it,  and,  after  a  suitable  test  of  its  virtues, 
there  would  appear  in  the  paper  a  short  announcement  that 
would  be,  in  very  truth,  an  editorial  opinion  of  the  merits  of 
the  compound ;  while  what  I  was  proposing  was  equivalent 
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to  printing  in  the  Post  not  the  editor's  opinion,  but  Mr. 
Brown's  opinion,  and  that  was  already  before  the  public  in 
the  numerous  advertisements  that  had  been  put  forth. 

I  had  never  given  the  matter  so  much  thought  before, 
but  I  became  interested.  "What  you  want,  Mr.  Brown,  is 
that  the  Post  shall  say  a  few  words  commendatory  of  your 
article.  Now  the  Post  is  willing  to  do  this,  but  it  so  happens 
that  the  managing  editor  is  not  so  situated  as  to  wish  to 
invite  public  attention  to  the  views  of  any  females  who  may 
happen  to  be  dwelling  in  his  house.  He,  personally,  has  no 
acquaintance  with  your  goods,  and  does  not  need  to  have 
any.  He  knows  you,  however,  by  reputation,  and  knowing 
that  you  have  an  intimate  knowledge  of  all  that  can  be  said 
for  your  goods,  he  is  willing  to  allow  you  to  be  the  editor  so 
far  as  the  particular  paragraph  we  have  in  mind  is  con- 
cerned. When  the  paragraph  appears  in  the  paper  it  will  be 
an  expression  of  the  opinion  of  the  paper,  will  it  not,  and 
what  more  do  you  want  ?" 

But  it  would  not  do  at  all,  and  I  think  Mr.  Brown's  high 
ideas  of  the  purity  and  value  of  an  editorial  opinion  suffered 
a  great  jolt.  For  my  own  part  I  have  never  ceased,  when- 
ever I  read  in  a  paper,  an  expression  of  opinion  or  a  record 
of  a  transaction,  to  almost  unconsciously  try  to  read  between 
the  lines,  to  see  perhaps,  or  to  try  to  imagine,  what  sort  of 
a  man  or  woman  or  boy  it  was  that  really  wrote  the  article, 
and  what  were  the  conditions  that  allowed  it  to  get  into 
print,  why  its  tone  was  this  way,  that,  or  the  other.  Still 
my  conclusion  is  that  an  advertiser,  who  is  offered  an  oppor- 
tunity to  puff  his  own  goods  in  his  own  words,  and  have  tne 
matter  appear  without  cost,  in  a  paper  of  his  selection,  had 
better  lose  no  time  in  availing  himself  of  the  opportunity. 
If  the  paper,  in  other  days,  should  see  fit  to  give  expression 
to  a  contrary  opinion  what  a  joy  it  will  be  to  confront  it  with 
an  opposite  view  taken  from  its  own  columns.  In  my 
personal  feelings,  however,  I  am,  after  all  these  years, 
inclined  to  agree,  and  be  in  sympathy,  with  Mr.  Brown, 
and  for  this  reason :  Mr.  Brown,  being  so  near  to  his 
goods,  so  saturated  with  his  subject,  so  to  speak,  can  only 

5* 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

say  what  he  has  said  many  times  before.  There  will  be  no 
freshness  or  spontaneity  about  his  paragraph,  and,  being 
an  honest,  conscientious  man,  he  will  say  nothing  that  is  not 
absolutely  and  accurately  true.  The  editor  of  the  paper,  on 
the  other  hand,  knows  little  about  the  goods  to  be  puffed  and 
cares  less.  He  wishes  to  say  what  will  please  the  man  who 
solicits  the  puff,  and  may  be  led  to  commit  himself  by  ascrib- 
ing or  permitting  one  of  his  young  men  to  ascribe  certain 
virtues  that  the  proprietor  would  not  claim,  although  he 
would  see  no  impropriety  in  using  the  notice  on  the  strength 
of  its  being  an  editorial  opinion.  It  has  been  said  that  there 
is  no  flattery  so  subtle  as  that  which  is  undeserved,  and,  con- 
sequently that  nothing  pleases  a  man  so  much  as  to  be  praised 
for  qualities  that  he  is  conscious  he  does  not  possess.  After 
all,  the  supposed  overstrained  praise  may  turn  out  to  be 
based  upon  solid  grounds.  Not  every  owner  of  a  proprie- 
tary article  knows  in  the  beginning  all  the  things  his  prepara- 
tion will  eventually  be  found  to  be  good  for. 

When  the  famous  Lord  Timothy  Dexter  of  Newbury- 
port,  Mass.,  sent  his  celebrated  cargo  of  warming  pans  to 
the  West  Indies  it  is  not  probable  that  he  would  have  as- 
serted that  the  covers  were  good  for  skimmers  and  the 
basins  for  dippers.  More  probably  it  was  the  editor  of  the 
Sugar  Makers'  Magazine  of  that  day  who  discovered  these 
unexpected  uses  and  proclaimed  them  at  a  time  when  skim- 
mers and  dippers  were  needed  and  none  were  to  be  had.  The 
warming  pans  made  very  tolerable  skimmers  and  dippers, 
and  not  to  have  commented  on  their  value  as  such  would 
have  been  a  failure  to  render  a  good  service  to  the  sugar- 
makers  who  were  subscribers  for  the  magazine. 

I  have  asserted  that  the  business  men  with  whom  my 
occupation  brought  me  into  contact  remained  about  the  same 
from  year  to  year,  but  there  were  occasional  exceptions. 
Sometimes  a  new  element  crept  in  and  disturbed  the  ordi- 
nary routine.  In  South  Market  street  a  certain  Samuel  Page 
did  business,  and  it  generally  took  about  twenty  calls  to 
gather  in  the  $8  due  for  his  year's  subscription.  One  day, 
however,  there  seemed  to  have  been  a  change.     A  bright- 
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eyed  young  man  stood  at  the  desk,  talked  a  little,  asked  a 
question  or  two,  paid  the  bill,  and  made  some  inquiries  about 
advertising  and  its  cost.  Soon  I  began  to  hear  about  this 
young  man.  On  the  Fourth  of  July  he  released  a  bald  eagle 
on  Boston  Common  and  got  his  name  in  the  papers.  Then 
he  painted  black  the  great  iron  fence,  a  mile  long,  that  sur- 
rounded Boston  Common,  using  a  substance  that  was  new 
then,  produced  from  coal  tar — a  sort  of  by-product.  Shortly 
after  Boston  became  too  small  for  George  Shepard  Page 
and  he  went  to  New  York.  Later  he  was  rich  and  possibly 
(a  little  later)  poor  again ;  but  he  was  heard  of,  and  among 
the  many  good  things  he  did  was  to  draw  public  attention 
to  the  enormous  brook  trout  to  be  found,  and  the  good  sport 
to  be  had  in  capturing  them,  in  the  waters  of  the  Rangeley 
group  of  Lakes  in  the  State  of  Maine,  the  head  waters  of  the 
Androscoggin ;  and  he  it  was  that  established  there  the 
Oquossoc  Angling  Association,  that  has  existed  from  his 
time  to  this  day,  fully  forty  years  ;  and  many  are  the  memor- 
ies of  pleasant  hours  and  delightful  fish  stories  that,  in  con- 
nection with  that  resort,  will  flood  the  minds  of  numerous 
good  citizens,  whenever  an  opportunity  for  such  thoughts  is 
invited  or  obtrudes  itself. 

Having  the  privilege  of  a  free  admission  to  the  theatres 
and  other  places  of  amusement,  in  consideration  of  my 
newspaper  connection,  and  not  possessing  a  very  wide  social 
connection,  nor  having  anything  over-luxurious  in  the  way 
of  attractions  at  my  lodgings,  it  came  about  that  I  acquired 
a  pretty  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  merits  of  the  various 
plays,  actors,  singers,  musicians  and  other  entertainers  in 
general.  John  Gilbert,  afterwards  so  popular  in  New  York, 
was  a  prime  favorite  at  the  Boston  Theatre.  There,  too,  the 
charms  and  merits  of  Mrs.  Barrow  and  Mrs.  John  Wood 
were  recognized  and  acknowledged.  Edwin  Booth,  when 
scarcely  more  than  a  boy,  was  thought  well  of,  but  his  bril- 
liant future  did  not  seem  to  be  by  any  means  assured ;  and 
the  same  may  be  said  of  Adelina  Patti,  a  miss  in  her  teens, 
wearing  her  hair  hanging  down  her  back  in  two  long  braids, 
as  was  once  a  common  enough  school-girl  fashion.     Brig- 
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noli  was  admired  by  the  ladies  on  account  of  his  good  looks 
and  magnificent  tenor  voice,  and  condemned  for  his  stiff 
and  awkward  manners.  Who  was  ever  so  fat  and,  at  the 
same  time,  so  amiable  as  Susini  ?  Later  two  beautiful  girls 
came  on  the  operatic  stage,  Miss  Hinkley  and  Clara  Louise 
Kellogg.  How  vastly  funny  William  Warren  could  be,  at 
the  Museum,  and  then,  too,  what  a  masterly  actor  he  was 
when  a  great  part  was  assumed  by  him.  Never  was  there  a 
nobler,  a  more  lovable  Sir  Peter  Teazle.  Did  any  other  per- 
son ever  succeed  in  making  everybody  laugh  as  Dan  Setchell 
did?  Was  ever  anybody  so  fairy-like  as  Agnes  Robertson? 
Maggie  Mitchell  and  Lotta  came  later,  and  they,  too,  were 
very  much  admired  and  enjoyed.  Burton  in  "Toodles"  as 
he  eyed  the  sharp  point  of  his  cravat  that  stuck  up  threaten- 
ingly before  his  eyes,  or  reached  out  a  second  hand  to  grasp 
the  candle,  held  in  the  other,  as  though  there  were  two  can- 
dles and,  on  investigation,  pronouncing  it  "A  sort  of  a  dou- 
ble barreled  cand'l."  There  was  good  George  Holland,  the 
preaching  of  whose  funeral  sermon  afterwards  gave  its 
famous  name  to  "The  Little  Church  Around  the  Corner"  in 
metropolitan  New  York.  The  elder  Booth  had  passed  away 
before  my  time.  Forrest  was  so  much  a  star  that  I  rather 
think  my  free  admission  was  held  up  while  he  appeared. 
Thalberg  was  master  of  the  piano.  Ole  Bull  made  the  vio- 
lin speak  and  laugh  and  cry.  Who  that  ever  listened  to  him 
can  forget  the  lectures  of  Artemus  Ward?  There  was  the 
one  on  "The  Babes  in  the  Wood,"  in  which  no  reference  was 
made  to  the  babes  nor  robins  nor  woods  nor  leaves  but 
when,  at  a  point  having  to  do  with  Shakespeare  or  Roman 
history,  the  lecturer  ventured  the  statement  that  Brutus  was 
killed  by  Caesar  and,  after  a  pause,  with  a  semi-idiotic  smile 
added  the  words  "and  et  tu,"  some  persons  who  had  not 
laughed  before  would  burst  into  uncontrollable  mirth,  and 
everybody  seemed  to  join  in  at  last,  whereupon  the  lecturer 
seemed  to  be  both  amazed  and  injured.  There  came  a  time 
when  a  handsome,  black-haired,  black-eyed  young  man  gave, 
at  the  Howard  Athenaeum,  a  better  exhibition  of  Richard 
III  than  was  ever  rendered  elsewhere  or  by  any  other  actor, 
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either  before  or  since,  and  one  regrets  to  know  that  the 
youth  who  seemed  to  fit  the  part  so  well  came  afterwards 
into  such  unenviable  notoriety.  He  was  John  Wilkes  Booth, 
brother  of  Edwin,  afterwards  assassin  of  the  beloved  Presi- 
dent Abraham  Lincoln. 

As  the  names  are  mentioned,  scenes  and  portraits  rise 
to  the  mind's  view  with  more  distinctness  than  those  of  John 
Drew  or  the  "College  Widow,"  seen  last  week  or  last  night, 
and  what  a  pleasure  these  pictures  afford  : 

For  now  when  on  my  couch  I  lie 

In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood 
They  burst  upon  that  inward  eye 

Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude. 
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As  years  passed  on  there  was  an  increase  allowed  on  the 
$8-a-week  salary.  It  reached  $10  and  $12  and  finally  $14, 
which,  at  the  age  of  twenty-four,  seemed  to  be  an  income 
that  would  warrant  taking  a  wife  and  assuming  the  expenses 
of  a  possible  family.  The  paper  allowed  frequent  advertis- 
ing contracts  payable  in  goods,  or  part  goods  and  part  cash, 
and  on  such  contracts  the  schedule  of  discount  was  held  in 
abeyance.  I  remember  making  a  deal  with  a  furniture  man 
over  the  office  counter  one  day  that  was  finally  consummated 
on  the  basis  of  so  many  dollars  and  so  many  cents,  payable 
at  expiration  of  the  service,  one-half  in  cash  and  the  balance 
in  furniture  to  be  bought  at  the  store  "per  agreement."  That 
phrase,  "per  agreement,"  covered  manifold  details  in  many 
cases  and  explained  many  discrepancies.  When  the  man 
had  gone  the  manager  stepped  forward,  looked  at  the  record 
in  the  book,  and,  in  a  way  he  had  of  saying  a  sentence  over 
twice,  expressed  himself  to  me :  "That's  right,  Mr.  Rowell, 
that's  right.  When  it's  part  cash  and  part  trade  get  just 
about  as  much  cash  as  you  would  if  there  were  not  to  be 
any  goods."  With  merchandise  obtained  on  advertising  ac- 
count the  office  was  rather  liberal  with  its  clerks.  Many  an 
overcoat,  trunk,  hat  or  umbrella  came  to  me  in  that  way ;  and 
I  have  to  this  day  a  handsome  black  walnut  library  table  and 
chair  that  came  out  of  a  furniture  deal  about  the  time  I  was 
contemplating  housekeeping  possibilities.  As  the  first  pieces 
of  furniture  I  owned  I  have  ever  valued  these  highly,  and 
when,  some  time  after,  I  established  an  advertising  agency 
that  table  and  that  chair  were  all  the  furniture  that  went  into 
the  office,  and  they  were  all  that  was  needed.  By  and  by, 
with  added  expenses,  it  became  hard  to  come  out  even  on  $14 
a  week,  and  advances  to  $16  and  $18  hardly  kept  up  with 
added  wants,  either    imaginary,    ideal    or    actual.      There 
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ought,  it  seemed,  to  somewhere  be  an  opening  for  growth 
wherein  genius  might  spread  and  expand. 

It  came  about  finally,  in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1864,  that 
I  was  again  in  New  York,  this  time  intrusted  with  more 
promising  matters  than  had  occupied  me  during  the  visit 
already  described.  The  hotel  due  bill  this  time  was  on  the 
La  Farge  House,  on  Broadway,  near  Bond  street,  the  same 
that  afterward  became,  as  it  is  to-day  (1905),  the  Broadway 
Central.  The  work  of  the  day  having  been  satisfactorily 
performed,  I  decided  to  allow  myself  the  relaxation  of  a 
visit  to  one  of  the  New  York  theatres.  I  secured  a  seat  in 
the  balcony  at  Wallack's,  then  situated  at  the  corner  of 
Broadway  and  Thirteenth  street.  What  the  play  was  that 
evening  I  have  never  been  able  to  recall,  but  that  visit  to  the 
theatre  changed  the  current  of  my  life.  I  saw  there  some- 
thing that  was  new  to  me.  The  playbill  not  only  contained 
the  programme  of  the  performance,  but  down  the  side,  and 
on  the  back,  and  on  additional  pages,  were  advertisements 
of  New  York  shops,  restaurants,  hotels,  drug  stores,  and 
what  not.  I  thought  I  saw  possibilities  for  me  in  that  play- 
bill. It  could  be  introduced  into  Boston.  The  managers  of 
the  Boston  theatres  knew  me,  for  I  visited  them  regularly  to 
collect  weekly  bills  for  advertising ;  furthermore,  the  man- 
ager of  one  of  the  most  important,  the  Boston  Museum, 
was  R.  Montgomery  Field,  long  a  reporter  on  the  Post,  and 
he  knew  me  well,  and  would  welcome  an  opportunity  to  do 
me  a  favor.  There  was  the  Boston  Theatre,  of  which  Mr. 
Jarrett  was  manager ;  the  Howard  Athenaum,  over  which 
the  celebrated  John  Stetson  exercised  an  influence,  and  the 
Minstrel  Show  of  Morris  Bros.,  Pell  and  Trowbridge.  Lon 
and  Billy  Morris  had  always  a  friendly  manner,  and  were  a 
good  sort,  anyway.  The  playbill  was  so  many  inches  long 
and  three  columns  wide.  If  the  programme  could  be  con- 
densed into  two  columns  of  the  first  page  there  would  be  a 
column  left  for  advertisements,  and  it  would  be  preferred 
space,  and  worth  an  extra  price  on  that  account.  It  would 
be  advisable  to  have  a  little  reading  matter  and  an  editor. 
The  need  of  this  was  established  by  the  presence  of  some 
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reading  matter  in  the  playbill  in  my  hand.  It  did  not  oc- 
cupy any  great  percentage  of  space,  a  single  column,  the  cen- 
tral one,  on  the  third  page,  would  be  enough.  It  need  not 
be  very  high-grade  literature ;  that  in  the  New  York  play- 
bill did  not  seem  remarkable  on  that  score.  I  was  confident 
that,  with  the  scissors,  and  perhaps  an  occasional  puff  for  an 
advertiser,  the  column  could  be  filled  by  Dr.  Hobbs,  an 
acquaintance  of  mine,  a  reporter  on  the  Post  ever  since 
Monte  Field  had  given  up  the  position  to  go  with  Mr.  Kim- 
ball at  the  Museum.  Hobbs  would  not  demand  more  than 
$6  a  week  for  the  service,  possibly  no  more  than  $3.  His 
regular  stipend,  as  I  knew,  was  $15,  and  this  service  would 
be  so  much  extra.  There  would  be  then  a  column  of  adver- 
tising space  on  the  first  page,  three  columns  on  the  second, 
two  on  the  third,  and  two  again  on  the  fourth,  and  allow  a 
column  there  for  free  announcements  of  the  theatres  them- 
selves, a  total  of  eight  columns  to  be  disposed  of,  having  a 
total  length  of  I  do  not  know  how  many  inches,  which, 
divided  into  "squares,"  of  eight  lines,  and  charged  for  at  I 
do  not  remember  how  much,  would  amount  to  a  total  num- 
ber of  dollars  per  week  that  must  afford  a  considerable  profit 
over  the  cost  of  producing  the  playbills.  The  details  I  do 
not  now  recall,  but  the  conclusion  finally  arrived  at  was  this : 
It  is  now  November ;  the  holidays  will  soon  be  here.  I  do 
not  know  that  this  thing  will  go  anyway,  consequently  it  will 
not  be  safe  for  me  to  throw  up  a  position  that  is  paying  me 
$18  a  week  and  perhaps  find  myself  stranded  a  little  later. 
My  work  as  a  bill  collector  gave  me  a  good  deal  of  leisure. 
My  employers  did  not  seem  to  care  particularly  where  I  was, 
or  what  I  was  doing,  so  long  as  my  work  did  not  appear  to 
be  neglected.  I  would  see  Monte  Field,  and  with  his  counte- 
nance and  approval  would  beard  the  great  Mr.  Jarrett,  and 
when  both  had  been  secured  I  felt  confident  that  Lon  Morris 
would  be  easy,  and  that  any  old  thing  would  answer  for  the 
Howard  Athenaeum.  If  all  went  well  I  would,  with  the  man- 
ager's consent,  try  the  scheme  for,  the  three  weeks  of  the 
holiday  season  between  December  10  and  January  1,  and,  if 
my  calculations  were  correct,  there  would  be  for  me  a  net 
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profit  of  $600,  and  I  could  judge  from  the  outcome  whether 
or  not  it  would  be  advisable  to  continue  the  scheme  as  a  reg- 
ular business.  I  recall  that  it  was  something  past  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning  before  the  calculations  could  be  gotten  out  of 
my  head  to  an  extent  that  would  permit  of  going  to  sleep. 
They  were  gone  over  again  and  again  on  the  boat  and  the 
train  on  the  return  to  Boston. 

Next  day  I  called  on  Harry  McGlenen,  who  seemed  to 
have  a  cinch  on  the  theatrical  printing  in  the  Boston  of  that 
day.  He  was.  a  noble  fellow  when  at  his  best,  and  when  he 
was  not  was  still  superior  to  ordinary  men.  He  listened  to 
my  scheme,  said  the  managers  would  have  none  of  it,  that 
it  was  not  new,  had  been  tried  before  and  would  not  go. 
Furthermore,  although  he  would  not  stand  in  the  way  of 
my  proposed  three  weeks'  experiment,  his  knowledge  of  my 
financial  condition  was  not  such  as  to  warrant  his  recom- 
mending the  office  where  he  made  headquarters  to  under- 
take the  printing  for  me.  Then  I  went  to  see  my  friend 
Field.  He  had  been  ill  for  a  day  or  two ;  nothing  serious,  but 
would  not  be  in  town  that  day.  Time  was  short.  I  went 
out  that  afternoon  to  the  place  where  he  lived,  rather  far 
toward  the  Dorchester  line,  in  the  then  town  of  Roxbury. 
He  was  rather  surprised  to  have  a  visit  from  me,  listened  to 
my  story,  said  the  thing  was  not  new,  would  not  go,  and  if  it 
were  new  and  good  the  Museum  would  not  have  anything 
to  do  with  it,  certainly  would  not  allow  another  theatre  to 
be  advertised  in  a  playbill  used  in  its  own  auditorium.  In 
fact,  while  McGlenen,  who  was  practically  a  stranger,  had 
discouraged  me,  the  one  man  whom  I  had  counted  on  with 
certainty  turned  me  down  flat,  and  so  hard  that  I  never  ven- 
tured to  reopen  the  subject  with  him. 

Next  I  went  to  Mr.  Jarrett.  Jarrett  is  remembered  by 
myriads  of  old  theatregoers.  It  was  he  who  practically  in- 
troduced the  leg  drama  into  America  in  the  form  of  the  ex- 
travaganza called  "The  Black  Crook,"  performed  at  Niblo's 
Garden  so  long,  so  successfully,  and  so  many  years  ago. 
Well,  Mr.  Jarrett  was  not  in  his  office  the  first  nor  the  sec- 
ond time  I  called,  so  I  told  the  story  to  his  manager.     I 
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wanted  to  supply  the  playbills,  all  the  playbills  they  wanted, 
for  three  weeks  between  December  10  and  31.  They  would 
be  supplied  free.  The  programme  would  be  changed  daily 
or  twice  a  day,  as  desired,  and  the  theatre  would  also  be 
advertised  in  the  other  places  that  should  enter  into  the 
arrangement.  Finally  I  saw  Mr.  Jarrett,  a  tall  man,  dark, 
with  a  smooth  face.  He  wore  a  Prince  Albert  coat  and  a 
silk  hat ;  everything  was  black.  He  looked  at  me  with  a 
rather  tired  expression  in  his  eyes  that  seemed  to  change  a 
little  as  I  told  my  story  over  again ;  then  he  looked  out  of  the 
window  for  a  moment,  and  turning  to  me,  said :  "Look  here, 
young  man,  we  don't  want  that  thing,  but  you  seem  to  want 
it,  and  to  be  very  much  in  earnest  about  it.  I  don't  want  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  what  might  happen  to  be  of  some  account 
to  you.  I  understand  we  can  close  down  on  it  at  the  end  of 
three  weeks  if  we  don't  like  it,  so  if  your  heart  is  set  on  it, 
and  it  rests  with  me,  you  may  go  ahead."  This  was  the  giant 
of  the  combination.  Lon  Morris  heard  the  story,  and  said 
"All  right ;  count  me  in ;"  and  the  Stetson  combination  was 
quite  willing  to  use  any  sort  of  a  playbill  that  would  save  the 
theatre  the  expense  of  printing  one.  There  was  something 
going  on  at  the  Boston  Music  Hall  at  that  season,  and  they, 
too,  would  use  my  programmes.  The  Museum  could  not  be 
had.  All  the  other  places  of  amusement  had  acquiesced  in 
my  desire.  Nothing  now  remained  but  to  contract  with  the 
printer,  an  editor,  and  last,  but  not  least,  to  get  the  advertise- 
ment orders  that  were  to  net  me  the  $600  profit  upon  which 
my  heart  was  set.  The  printer  was  easily  found.  He  was 
one  J.  E.  Farwell,  having  an  office  and  plant  on  Congress 
street,  directly  opposite  the  Post  counting  room.  Dr.  Hobbs 
was  willing  to  act  as  literary  editor,  but  turned  down  the  $3 
a  week  proposal,  demanding  $6,  and  to  that  I  agreed.  I  was 
hardly  justified  in  setting  up  a  business  office  in  the  counting 
room  of  the  Post,  where  I  was  drawing  a  weekly  salary  for 
services  rendered,  so  it  was  decided  to  make  a  post  office 
box  stand  in  lieu  of  an  office.  I  put  my  name  in  the  play- 
bills as  publisher,  and,  although  I  have  no  memory  of  any 
permission  to  attempt  in  this  way  to  do  a  business  of  my  own 
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while  receiving  pay  for  attending  to  the  business  of  others, 
I  do  not  remember  that  I  was  at  all  called  to  account  to 
explain  my  action. 

The  playbills  being  determined  upon,  and  their  produc- 
tion arranged  for,  the  space  must  be  filled.  There  were  so 
many  "squares,"  some  had  preferred  positions  and  must 
be  sold  at  a  higher  price.  The  cost  of,  the  work  would 
be  a  specified  sum,  already  ascertained.  The  $600  contem- 
plated profit  seemed  to  be  an  obligation  that  must  be  dealt 
with  if  the  enterprise  was  to  be  a  success.  I  must  sell  the 
space,  and  at  the  prices  fixed,  and  do  it  quickly,  too,  for 
there  was  scarcely  more  than  a  week  to  do  it  in.  I  knew 
the  advertisers  of  Boston,  I  knew  the  men  who  had  the  giv- 
ing out  of  copy ;  but  best  of  all,  I  believed  I  had  the  choicest 
advertising  scheme  that  had  ever  been  presented.  I  called 
at  every  place,  saw  the  right  man,  there  was  no  time  to 
spare ;  the  time  to  prepare  the  copy  was  now ;  give  it  to  me 
or  mail  it  to-day  to  my  name  and  post  office  box.  Some 
were  not  convinced.  For  these  I  was  positively  sorry,  not 
so  much  for  failing  to  get  the  order  as  at  finding  a  man  so 
dull  of  comprehension  occupying  a  position  where  he  would 
be  expected  to  know  a  good  thing  when  he  saw  it,  and  not 
knowing  that  he  ought  to  seize  this  particular  good  thing- 
before  it  passed  beyond  his  reach.  The  space  was  limited  ; 
when  it  was  sold  there  would  be  no  more ;  now  was  the  time 
to  act,  and  act  these  people  did.  My  first  issue  was  full. 
My  playbills  were  full  for  the  first  two  weeks,  but  one  thing 
I  had  overlooked.  Christmas  was  the  height  of  the  season. 
Most  of  my  contracts  I  secured  for  the  full  three  weeks  end- 
ing December  31,  but  a  few  dropped  out  with  the  issue  of 
December  24,  Christmas  Eve.  It  was  true  that  I  had  secured 
the  cost  of  the  enterprise  and  a  profit,  but  the  profit  already 
secured  did  not  reach  the  $600  upon  which  I  had  set  my 
heart.  I  think  it  required  more  effort  to  sell  the  little  space 
that  remained  vacant  for  the  third  week  than  it  did  to  dis- 
pose of  all  the  other  ;  and  finally  some  was  sold  to  be  paid  for 
in  o-oods  ;  and  early  in  the  new  year  I  was  able  to  look  with 
pride  upon  a  pair  of  pantaloons  from  "Collins  the  Tailor," 
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an  alleged  sole-leather  trunk  from  Sage's  Mart,  a  case  of 
California  wine  from  a  Mr.  Perkins,  agent  for  the  vineyard, 
but  formerly  a  book  publisher  of  the  old  firm  of  Phillips, 
Sampson  &  Co.,  founders  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  then  in- 
solvent. But  better  than  all,  when  bills  were  collected  and 
paid,  there  did  remain  the  contemplated  $600  for  profit,  with 
about  $24  additional,  besides  the  wine,  the  trunk  and  the 
trousers. 

Successful  as  the  enterprise  had  proved  the  conclusion 
was  forced  upon  me  that  I  should  not  be  able  to  make  it  a 
permanent  success.  It  was  not  the  new  thing  I  had  thought 
it.  The  difficulty  found  in  filling  the  small  space  left  over  in 
the  third  week  indicated  what  might  be  expected  in  the  dull 
months  of  midwinter.  I  had  lost  the  effective  enthusiasm 
that  had  at  first  enabled  me  to  capture  an  order  from  nine 
out  of  every  ten  men  I  talked  with ;  furthermore,  I  was 
working  on  a  salary  for  people  who  were  entitled  to  my  best 
services,  and  the  new  year  is  a  time  when  a  bill  collector  has 
occasion  to  get  busy. 

Well,  my  playbill  experiment  came  to  an  end ;  but  it 
caused  me  to  think  over  and  over  that  if  I  could  make  $600 
in  three  weeks,  working  for  myself,  I  ought  to  be  too  smart 
•  to  work  for  other  people  for  $900  a  year ;  and  so  I  told  my 
employers  that  when  the  4th  of  March  should  come  that 
would  complete  a  seven  years'  term  in  their  service,  I  would 
give  up  the  pleasant  position  I  had  held  with  them.  To  this 
no  particular  objection  seemed  to  be  urged,  and  in  February 
I  bought  a  little  weekly  publication  called  the  Dial,  that  con- 
sisted of  the  tables  of  the  various  railroads  running  into  and 
out  of  Boston,  and  was  delivered  to  subscribers,  revised  and 
corrected,  once  a  week,  the  carrier  placing  the  sheet  in  a 
japanned  tin  frame  prepared  for  its  reception,  and  previ- 
ously sold  to  the  subscriber  for  half  a  dollar,  and  collecting 
also  the  subscription  price  of  10  cents  a  week.  This  enter- 
prise was  known  to  be  easily  managed  by  one  or  two  low- 
priced  men  who  looked  after  the  carriers,  made  the  needed 
corrections  for  the  printer,  and  kept  a  record  of  unpaid  sub- 
scriptions.   There  was  known  to  be  an  annual  profit  of  sev- 
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eral  hundred  dollars  on  the  publication,  certainly  not  less 
than  two  or  three  hundred,  and  this  would  answer  as  a  nu- 
cleus around  which  other  business  might  be  gathered.  I 
think  the  price  paid  for  the  Dial  was  $300.  The  former 
owner,  a  compositor  in  the  printing  office  that  had  is- 
sued my  playbills,  had  fallen  on  the  ice  while  skating,  and 
was  just  then  in  need  of  ready  money. 

The  possibility  of  obtaining  advertisements  in  the  city  to 
be  inserted  in  papers  published  in  smaller  cities  and  in 
county  towns  and  country  villages  was  one  to  which  I  had 
often  devoted  some  thought.  It  had  been  learned  that  the 
average  price  demanded  for  a  column  of  space  in  a  country 
paper  was  no  more  than  $100  a  year,  and  that  a  commis- 
sion or  reduction  of  25  per  cent,  was  commonly  allowed  to 
the  advertising  agents  in  the  city  who  secured  the  advertis- 
ing orders ;  furthermore,  that  it  was  no  unusual  thing  for 
such  papers  to  sell  a  column  for  a  good  deal  less  than  $100. 
I  knew  by  observation  that  the  average  length  of  a  column 
in  a  country  paper  was  as  much  as  twenty  inches,  and  an 
examination  of  a  few  rate  cards  revealed  that  on  short-time 
advertisements  such  papers,  at  that  time  just  after  the  Civil 
War,  generally  demanded  a  dollar  a  "square"  for  the  first 
insertion  and  fifty  cents  for  each  subsequent  insertion,  not 
exceeding  three  or  four  or  half  a  dozen,  and  that  the 
"square"  in  these  papers  was  never  more  than  an  inch  down 
the  column. 

From  what  has  been  said  one  may  see  that  if  twenty 
inches  could  be  bought  for  $75  net  for  the  period  of  a  full 
year,  one  inch  would,  at  that  rate,  cost  no  more  than  $3.75, 
and  as  there  are  fifty-two  weeks  in  a  year,  the  cost  per  inch 
per  week  would  be  less  than  eight  cents ;  in  fact,  less  than 
thirty  cents  for  four  weeks.  Following  out  the  calculation, 
it  appeared  that  if  the  papers  would  sell  the  space  and  allow 
it  to  be  subdivided,  and  would  agree  to  change  the  matter 
twelve  times  in  a  year;  and  if  a  hundred  papers  could  be 
secured  in  New  England  at  the  average  price  of  $100  gross 
each,  the  whole  service  would  cost  no  more  than  $7,500  net ; 
while  if  the  space  could  be  peddled  out  at  something  less 
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than  half  the  monthly  rate  usually  demanded,  say  $i  for 
four  insertions  of  an  advertisement  occupying  one  inch  of 
space;  and  as  fifty-two  weeks  would  allow  for  thirteen  dif- 
ferent sets  of  four  weeks'  advertisements,  it  was  evident  that 
(ioo  X  20  =  2,000  X  13  =  $26,000)  even  if  I  could  sell  no 
more  than  half  the  space  it  would  produce  $13,000,  or  a 
profit  of  $5,500,  with  possibilities  vastly  beyond  that  sum. 

I  had  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  I  could  accomplish 
something  with  such  a  scheme,  and  after  a  careful  weighing 
of  all  the  pros  and  cons  my  conclusion  was  that  I  could  carry 
out  such  an  enterprise  and  make  a  net  profit  of  as  much  as 
$10,000  in  a  year.  Still,  I  was  aware  that  there  were  un- 
foreseen difficulties  that  might  have  to  be  met,  and  I  was 
by  no  means  at  ease  at  the  prospect  of  being  without  the 
definite  and  certain  $18  that  I  had  heretofore  been  able  to 
count  on  as  regularly  as  Saturday  came  around. 

And  now  a  surprise  awaited  me.  My  employers  would 
be  glad  to  have  me  retain  my  present  position  and  would 
advance  the  $18  to  $30  per  week.  This  was  an  eye  opener, 
but  I  had  bought  the  Dial.  I  would  stay  for  the  salary 
offered  if  I  might  publish  the  Dial  as  a  side  issue,  and  put 
my  office  address  on  it.  This  could  not  be  permitted.  Then 
I  offered  to  dispose  of  the  Dial  and  keep  the  old  place  if  a 
salary  of  $40  a  week  might  be  paid  to  me,  but  this  seemed 
to  be  beyond  my  employer's  views  of  my  probable  value,  and 
so  on  Saturday,  March  3,  1865,  I  le^  the  place  I  had  filled 
precisely  seven  years,  and  started  out  on  the  hundred  papers 
a  month  for  $100  scheme,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  misgiv- 
ing, too. 

Of  one  thing  I  was  very  glad.  I  left  my  old  employers 
with  the  thought  that  they  had  been  good  to  me,  and  that  my 
stay  with  them  had  been  always  pleasant  and  agreeable.  I 
had  permission  to  refer  to  them,  and  it  was  understood  that 
they  would  say  to  an  inquirer  that  from  their  knowledge  of 
me  they  would  have  confidence  that  I  could  be  relied  on  to 
perform  whatever  I  could  be  induced  to  promise  to  perform. 
In  fact,  I  afterward  had  reason  to  believe  that  one  of  the 
partners,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  in  answer  to  an  inquiry 
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about  my  financial  ability,  had  been  heard  to  say:  "If  he 
wants  any  money  and  comes  to  me  he  will  get  what  he 
wants."  I  regard  it  as  one  of  the  most  fortunate  things 
that  can  happen  to  a  young  man  that  he  should  be  able,  in 
after  life,  to  know  that  the  good  relation  that  existed  be- 
tween him  and  his  employer,  through  a  term  of  service,  was 
not  interrupted  when  that  term  of  service  ceased,  nor  ever 
afterward. 
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On  Monday,  March  5,  1865,  I  took  possession  of  a  small 
office  at  No.  23  Congress  street,  in  Boston,  situated  up  two 
flights  of  stairs,  in  the  rear  of  a  building  owned  and  occu- 
pied by  a- very  respectable  firm  of  liquor  dealers;  who  sold 
goods  in  packages  and  over  the  bar  as  well.  The  rent  of 
the  office  was  $150  a  year,  payable  monthly.  It  was  a  room 
about  fifteen  feet  square  with  two  windows  looking  out  on  a 
court,  and  contained  no  closet  nor  any  additional  space  or 
conveniences. 

Mr.  Horace  Dodd,  a  friend  of  some  years'  standing,  but 
having  no  experience  with  advertising  or  newspapers,  had 
expressed  a  willingness  to  join  forces  with  me,  if  an  open- 
ing wide  enough  for  two  to  stand  in  could  be  developed. 
Horace  had  no  money,  but  his  uncle,  also  known  as  Horace 
Dodd,  an  old  and  respected  Boston  merchant,  was  willing  to 
back  his  nephew  to  the  extent  of  $1,000  in  ready  cash.  I 
was  also  able  to  produce  an  equal  amount,  because  I  had  the 
confidence  of  my  father  and  one  or  two  other  relatives.  It 
hurts  me  to  admit,  however,  that  had  I  not  enjoyed  that 
confidence,  I  could  not  have  started  out  in  trade  at  that  time  ; 
for  during  the  preceding  years,  and  before  the  experiment 
with  the  playbills,  I  had,  in  an  endeavor  to  improve  my 
finances,  by  buying  some  stocks  on  a  margin,  succeeded  in 
acquiring  a  net  indebtedness  of  about  $2,000  over  and  above 
any  money  I  could  lay  my  hands  on.  Possibly  this  disagree- 
able circumstance  had  something  to  do  with  forcing  the  con- 
viction upon  me  that  I  must  get  out  and  hustle,  and  earn 
more  money  than  I  had  done  up  to  that  time.  Necessity  has 
often  been  said  to  be  the  mother  of  invention. 

The  library  table  and  the  black  walnut  arm-chair,  previ- 
ously referred  to,  were  taken  to  the  new  office.  It  was  also 
embellished  with  a  jute  carpet,  that  developed  the  quality  of 
getting  fuller  of  dirt  and  holes  than  any  other  carpet  it  has 
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ever  been  my  fortune  to  become  familiar  with,  and  doing  it 
quicker.  Aside  from  the  carpet,  the  only  outlay  for  furniture 
was  $1.25  paid  for  a  waste  paper  basket;  and  Horace  and  I 
agreed  that,  as  one  entered  the  office,  this  basket  gave  some- 
thing of  a  business  air  to  the  room.  We  were  not  quite  de- 
cided that  our  shadowy  plans  would  work  out,  so  while  I 
occupied  that  one  chair  and  wrote  letters  to  all  the  country 
papers  in  New  England,  whose  names  we  could  ascertain, 
Horace  endeavored  to  enlarge  the  circulation  of  the  Dial  by 
canvassing  for  new  subscribers,  carrying  around  with  him, 
for  purpose  of  explanation  and  exhibition,  one  of  the  ja- 
panned skeleton  frames,  a  purchase  of  which  was  a  prelim- 
inary necessity,  before  the  subscription  at  ten  cents  a  week 
could  be  considered  as  established.  Now  and  then  he  would 
meet  an  acquaintance  on  a  street  corner,  and  one  of  them 
hurt  his  feelings  one  day  by  inquiring  "What  the  hell  are  you 
doing  with  that  tin  thing?" 

Pretty  soon  a  few  papers  began  to  reach  us  by  mail.  I 
remember  how  gratified  I  felt  when  the  first  copies  of  the 
Springfield  Republican  and  of  the  Worcester  Spy  came  to 
hand.  To  care  for  these,  we  invested  as  much  as  a  dollar, 
possibly  more,  in  the  purchase  of  as  many  newspaper  filing 
sticks  as  could  be  hung  upon  brass  hooks  across  a  vacant 
space  in  the  wall  where  there  was  a  closed  door  that  sep- 
arated our  office  from  that  of  a  real  estate  man,  who  came 
sometimes  and  sat  in  the  room  that  adjoined  ours. 

The  answers  that  came  from  the  newspapers  to  the  let- 
ter I  had  written  indicated  that  they  were  favorably  im- 
pressed with  my  proposal.  They  seemed  to  think  very 
highly  indeed  of  one  rather  novel  feature  I  had  injected  into 
it.  It  was  to  the  effect  that  although  I  expected  to  pay 
promptly,  yet  as  I  was  a  stranger  I  would  be  willing  to  send 
a  check  for  the  first  month's  advertising  by  return  mail  if,  in 
addition  to  the  25  per  cent  belonging  to  all  agents — by  divine 
right — an  additional  three  per  cent  would  be  allowed  for 
money  paid  in  advance.  I  know  now  that  a  five  per  cent 
allowance  would  have  been  granted  just  as  freely,  but  I  had 
not  then  learned  all  that  an  .advertising  agent  ought  to  know 
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and,  to  my  inexperienced  mind,  it  seemed  to  me  that  a  rate  of 
36  per  cent  per  annum,  in  consideration  of  expediting  a  pay- 
ment some  thirty  days,  was  as  much  as  it  would  be  reason- 
able to  ask.  That  extra  three  per  cent  continued  to  be 
allowed  and  taken  in  some  cases  for  many  years ;  and  now, 
after  forty  years,  it  has  become  almost  customary  to  allow 
a  reduction  of  five  per  cent  to  agents  for  the  same  purpose 
by  a  majority  of  the  greatest  and  best  newspapers  and  maga- 
zines ;  and  not  infrequently  the  extra  discount  is  all,  or  about 
all,  the  profit  the  agent  makes  on  a  considerable  percentage 
of  the  business  he  sends  out. 

It  was  soon  evident  that  I  could  secure  the  hundred  New 
England  papers  I  desired,  without  any  trouble,  and  that  the 
price  would  not  exceed  the  net  sum  estimated  in  advance ; 
consequently  I  made  an  advertising  trade,  with  a  house,  sign 
and  fresco  painter  of  my  acquaintance,  by  which  he  author- 
ized me  to  have  his  name,  business  and  street  address  in- 
serted in  our  proposed  list  of  one  hundred  papers,  the  same 
to  occupy  the  space  of  half  an  inch,  a  space  that  would 
accommodate  five  lines  of  printed  matter,  and  agreed  to  pay 
for  the  service  the  sum  of  $62.50  by  painting,  first  a  sign  of 
blue  and  gold  to  decorate  the  wall  at  the  top  of  the  second 
flight  of  stairs,  setting  forth  that  thereabouts  was  the  office 
of  the  Dial,  and  also  to  paint  the  two  names 

GEORGE  P.  ROWELL 
HORACE  DODD  2ND 

in  black  letters  on  the  glass  pane  in  the  office  door,  and  in 
gold  letters  on  a  piece  of  black  surfaced  tin  to  be  placed  in 
position  at  the  street  entrance.  Whatever  balance  remained 
to  our  credit  could  be  wiped  out  by  additional  signs  and 
painting,  as  business  developed.  We  would  not  enter  into 
a  partnership  until  we  were  satisfied  there  would  be  some- 
thing beside  responsibility  to  divide. 

When  we  had  a  list  of  one  hundred  papers  decided  on, 
there  arose  the  question  of  securing  advertising  contracts  to 
fill  the  space  we  had  agreed  to  buy  in  them.  Something  to 
exhibit  to  customers  and  to  base  a  contract  on  that  would  be 
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more  easily  read  and  not  so  difficult  to  prepare  as  a  written 
list  seemed  to  be  an  absolute  necessity.  On  the  floor  above 
us  two  young  men  (the  firm  was  Babb  &  Stevens)  had  just 
established  a  one-room  printing  office,  and  had  a  small  Gor- 
don press.  After  numerous  conferences  on  the  subject  of 
style  of  type,  form  of  setting,  quality  of  paper,  etc.,  it  was 
decided  that  a  specified  number  of  folders  that  would  fit  into 
a  number  six  envelope  could  be  had  for  the  sum  of  $6.  We 
were  hardly  in  position  to  assume  imprudent  expenses,  and 
I  think  there  was  more  hesitation  about  the  $6  outlay  than 
there  ever  was  afterward  over  any  outlay  whatever  that 
seemed  to  be  needed  for  the  promotion  of  business. 

The  circulars  were  effective.  It  was  a  poor  day  when  I 
did  not  secure  at  least  one  order,  and  as  the  average  space 
used  was  not  much  less  than  an  inch  it  was  less  than  a  month 
before  the  first  installment  of  copy  was  ready  to  go  out. 
There  was  full  twenty  inches  of  it,  but  some  of  the  columns 
were  twenty-two,  twenty-four  or  even  twenty-six  inches 
long.  It  was  the  need  of  something  to  fill  in  these  odd  pieces 
of  waste  space  that  first  led  the  Advertising  Agency  of  Geo. 
P.  Rowell  &  Co.  to  themselves  become  advertisers.  If  we 
could  then  have  owned  the  recipe  and  trademark  of  Ripans 
Tabules  it  is  probable  that  they  would  by  this  time  have  be- 
come much  more  famous  than  they  ever  have,  or  than  is 
likely  to  ever  come  about  in  their  case. 

It  was  not  very  evident  to  me  how  my  friend  Needham, 
the  painter,  expected  to  get  his  money  back  out  of  announce- 
ments in  country  papers,  and  I  asked  him  the  question  one 
day.  In  reply  he  said  he  thought  he  "might  get  a  church ;" 
having  in  mind  fresco  painting  and  appropriate  decoration. 
I  do  not  think  his  expectations  were  realized.  He  was  a  lit- 
tle man,  not  very  well  dressed,  his  clothes  were  generally 
too  big  for  him,  but  he  really  was  a  first-class  artizan,  and 
with  more  business  ability  might  have  become  almost  famous. 
One  cold  sleety  day  Horace  and  I  were  walking  down  the 
north  side  of  Court  street  and  saw  Needham,  evidently 
caught  out  without  an  overcoat  or  an  umbrella,  feeling  very 
chilly,  apparently,  and  standing  all  hunched  up  in  a  stairway 
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entrance  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  I  said  to  Horace 
"There's  Needham  over  there."  Horace  looked,  took  in  the 
general  appearance  of  the  man  and  said,  with  a  sort  of  a 
laugh  that  was  common  with  him  when  some  funny  thought 
was  in  his  mind  :  "Looks  as  though  he'd  got  a  church  !"  The 
idea  that  the  remark  conveyed  to  me  was  that  Dodd  thought 
Needham  had  swallowed  a  country  meeting  house  and  that 
was  what  made  him  look  so  angular  and  so  uncomfortable. 
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Neither  my  partner  nor  I  had  ever  had  a  day's  experi- 
ence in  the  conduct  of  an  advertising  agency.  I  doubt  if  Mr. 
Dodd  had  ever  been  inside  of  any  such  institution.  The  first 
advertising  agent  I  ever  heard  of  was  Volney  B.  Palmer, 
and  there  was,  in  the  earliest  days  of  my  knowledge  of  Bos- 
ton, a  sign  bearing  his  name,  on  the  south  end  of  a  structure 
called  Scollays  Building,  that  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
road,  so  to  speak,  at  the  place  where  Tremont  street  so 
mixed  itself  up  with  Court  street  that  one  side  became 
Tremont  Row,  while  the  other  remained  Court  street,  and 
at  a  point,  too,  where  Cornhill  came  to  an  end,  losing  it- 
self in  the  combination.  Palmer  died  perhaps  half  a  cen- 
tury ago  and  the  building  he  occupied  was  effaced  from  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  perhaps  as  much  as  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury since.  It  had  long  stood  there,  conspicuous  as  a  single 
tooth  in  a  jaw  with  practically  nothing  opposite.  Where  Mr. 
Palmer  did  business,  as  did  also  his  successor,  for  several 
years,  there  is  now  nothing  but  a  widened  roadway,  in  the 
centre  of  which  stands  a  structure  that  serves  as  an  entrance 
to  some  part  of  Boston's  modern  subway  system. 

At  the  time  our  enterprise  was  set  on  foot,  in  March, 
1865,  Mr.  S.  R.  Niles  was  doing  business  in  the  old  offices 
and  the  old  building  that  had  been  the  headquarters  of  his 
predecessor,  the  deceased  Mr.  Palmer.  Mr.  Niles  had  a 
clerk,  Hallfelder  by  name,  with  whose  face  and  figure  I  was 
well  acquainted.  He  had  the  peculiarity  ascribed  in  "Great 
Expectations"  to  Mr.  Jaggers'  clerk,  of  having  a  knowledge 
of  something  very  much  to  the  discredit  of  everybody.  I 
think,  however,  no  one  ever  knew  anything  that  was  really 
to  the  discredit  of  Hallfelder.  I  believe  he  is  to-day  in 
attendance  at  the  office  of  some  Boston  advertising  agency, 
and  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  wisest  man  living  would 
fail  to  concoct  any  question  having  to  do  with  the  business 
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of  an  advertising  agent  that  Hallfelder  could  not  answer, 
exactly  as  it  should  be  answered,  if  he  could  only  be  induced 
to  answer  it  at  all.  I  have  not  seen  him  in  twenty  years,  but 
I  know  that  he  exists ;  and  if  I  see  him  no  more  on  earth,  I 
am  confident  I  shall  find  him  on  the  right  side  on  that  day 
when  all  shall  be  separated  into  two  great  companies. 

An  eighth  of  a  mile  away  from  Scollays  Building  at  No. 
10  State  street  was  the  office  of  S.  M.  Pettengill  &  Co.,  con- 
sidered a  New  York  concern,  but  represented  by  U.  L.  Pet- 
tingill,  a  gentleman  whose  name  was  almost  identical  with 
that  of  his  principal.  One  spelled  it  with  an  e  in  the  center, 
while  the  other  substituted  an  i.  They  were  in  no  way  re- 
lated, but  conducted  a  business  together  upon  terms  and  con- 
ditions that  showed  that  S.  M.  Pettengill  had  entire  confi- 
dence in  U.  L.  Pettingill  and  vice  versa.  S.  M.  Pettengill 
had  been  a  clerk  for  Mr.  Palmer,  but  had  acquired  the  confi- 
dence of  the  great  advertiser  of  the  Boston  of  that  day,  Mr. 
George  W.  Simmons  of  Oak  Hall,  and  of  some  other  custom- 
ers, and  one  day  he  left  Mr.  Palmer  and  set  up  an  office  of 
his  own. 

Mr.  Palmer  had  prided  himself  that  he  was  sole  agent  for 
all  newspapers.  He  was  of  English  origin ;  rather  pom- 
pous ;  rather  irascible.  He  had  been  known  to  tell  that  con- 
spicuous newspaper  man,  Samuel  Bowles  of  the  famous 
Springfield  Republican,  that  he,  Palmer,  could  tell  him 
(Bowles)  the  principles  upon  which  business  should  be  con- 
ducted, but  could  not  attempt  to  furnish  him  (Bowles)  with 
the  intellect  necessary  for  comprehending  the  same.  Mr. 
Palmer  not  only  demanded  a  commission  of  25  per  cent  on 
all  the  advertisements  he  forwarded,  but  demanded  the  same 
allowance  upon  any  advertisement  that  might  be  forwarded 
direct  by  one  who  had  once  been  his  customer.  He  also  kept 
a  neat  little  account  and  finally  billed  the  paper  for  postage 
and  stationery,  and  in  conclusion  acknowledged  no  respon- 
sibility to  the  paper  for  any  service  done  for  any  advertiser 
from  whom  he  (Palmer)  had  not  been  able  to  collect.  Mr. 
Palmer  had  an  office  in  New  York  also,  and  another  in  Phila- 
delphia, and  his  stout  figure,  florid  countenance,  gray  hair, 
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bald  head,  blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  gold  bowed  specta- 
cles, gold  headed  cane  and  bandanna  handkerchief  were 
known  and,  to  some  extent,  respected  by  advertisers  and 
publishers  for  a  considerable  term  of  years.  After  Palmer's 
death  he  was  succeeded  in  Boston,  as  I  have  said,  by  Mr. 
S.  R.  Niles.  In  the  other  two  cities  the  Palmer  offices  fell 
to  a  firm  who  did  business  under  the  name  of  Joy,  Coe  & 
Co.  in  both  New  York  and  Philadelphia.  Their  offices  in 
New  York  were  in  the  old  Tribune  building,  where  in  later 
years  the  business  passed  over  to  Mr.  W.  W.  Sharpe,  who 
still  does  business  in  New  York  within  a  stone's  throw  of  the 
offices  of  the  writer  and  yet,  so  far  as  I  can  remember,  we 
two  have  never  met.  I  have  often  been  told  that  Sharpe  is  a 
good  man,  doing  a  good  and  profitable  business,  and  I  under- 
stand that  the  same  is  true  to-day,  and  cannot  but  regard  it 
as  a  singular  circumstance,  although  -quite  typical  of  life  in 
New  York,  that  we  have  never  become  acquainted. 

In  Philadelphia  Mr.  Coe  eventually  joined  forces  with 
two  younger  men  of  enterprise  and  character  and  for  years 
did  business  under  the  firm  name  of  Coe,  Wetherell  & 
Smith.  Smith  was  the  brains  of  the  concern.  He  was 
young,  perhaps  not  more  than  twenty-four.  His  lungs  were 
weak.  The  firm  had  made  money,  but  there  came  a  time 
when  Smith  was  ill  and  confined  to  his  rooms.  Out  of  door 
air  was  recommended  for  him — the  more  the  better.  He 
would  buy  a  pair  of  horses,  and  drive  daily  in  Fairmount 
Park ;  but  when  they  had  been  selected  he  was  not  able  to 
drive.  Inspecting  them  from  the  window,  he  said,  in  a  whis- 
per, to  his  friend  and  partner,  Mr.  Wetherell,  "I  guess 
they'll  do,"  wrote  a  check  for  the  price,  but  never  saw  them 
nor  his  business  office  again.  He  was  a  charming  fellow, 
handsome,  well  informed,  well  bred  and  every  inch  a  gentle- 
man. Mr.  Wetherell  continued  along  with  the  venerable 
Mr.  Coe  until  in  1876,  the  Centennial  year,  he,  too,  con- 
tracted pulmonary  disease.  Mr.  Coe  was  called  hence  a  little 
in  advance  of  the  death  of  Mr.  Wetherell  and  the  Agency, 
what  there  was  of  it,  passed  into  the  hands  of  N.  W.  Aver 
&  Son,  who  had  at  that  time  acquired  some  prominence. 
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In  attempting  to  deal  so  thoroughly  with  the  estimable 
Mr.  Palmer  and  those  that  came  after  him  I  have  gotten  far 
away  from  the  Pettengill  office  in  State  street.  Mr.  Petten- 
gill,  as  I  have  said,  had  left  Palmer  suddenly,  and  com- 
menced sending  business  to  the  papers  on  his  own  account. 
The  papers  were  quite  willing  to  have  him  do  this,  for  if  one 
agent  in  a  town  could  send  some  business  it  was  natural  to 
infer  that  two  could  send  twice  as  much,  and  possibly  at 
twice  as  good  prices.  That,  however,  did  not  matter  much, 
for  advertising  space  not  only  did  not  cost  anything,  but  was 
an  expense  if  not  filled  with  an  advertisement — preferably 
an  electrotype — because  in  the  case  of  vacant  space  there 
would  be  the  necessity  of  setting  up  reading  matter  to  fill  the 
void  and  that  would  cost  money.  Mr.  Palmer,  however, 
issued  a  proclamation  warning  the  press  against  "one  Petten- 
gill," and  the  publishers  saved  the  document  and  when  they 
went  to  Boston  showed  it  to  Pettengill  to  make  him  feel 
good,  and  then  went  around  to  tell  Mr.  Palmer  that  the  new 
man  was  actually  sending  them  more  business  than  he  was. 

Thus  in  the  early  day  there  began  to  be  competition  be- 
tween agents.  Mr.  Pettengill  soon  found  that  the  larger 
part  of  his  business  came  from  New  York,  and  he  opened  an 
office  there,  and  New  York  soon  became  his  principal  office, 
the  Boston  branch  being  left  in  the  charge  of  an  employee, 
Mr.  U.  L.  Pettingill,  as  has  been  said.  In  the  course  of  time 
U.  L.  was  given  a  share  in  the  earnings  of  the  Boston  office, 
and  later  he  paid  a  fixed  sum  per  annum  to  S.  M.  and  what 
was  earned  beyond  that  became  his  own.  The  arrangement 
held  good  for  a  great  many  years  and  was  only  terminated 
by  the  retirement  of  Mr.  S.  M.  Pettengill  from  business 
about  the  year  1890.  He  died  shortly  after  selling  the  good 
will  of  the  New  York  office  to  his  former  partner,  Mr.  James 
H.  Bates,  then  of  the  Bates  &  Morse  Agency,  and  Mr.  U.  L. 
Pettingill,  also  dying  about  that  time,  was  succeeded  by  his 
son,  U.  K.  Pettingill,  who  thus  fell  into  an  old  established 
business  and  inherited,  it  is  said,  a  very  pretty  fortune  in 
well  invested  securities,  beside.  It  is  now  quite  generally 
known  that  he  expanded  the  business  far  beyond  the  lines 
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that  his  conservative  father  would  have  thought  the  boun- 
daries of  prudence  and,  in  the  latter  part  of  the  year  1903, 
was  compelled  to  suspend  payment,  owing  the  newspapers 
something  more  than  a  million  dollars,  a  loss  which  was  sub- 
mitted to  on  all  sides  with  characteristic  good  nature  or  in- 
difference. 

Besides  those  already  named  there  was  still  one  other 
agency  in  Boston  in  1865.  It  was  conducted  by  two  young 
men  under  the  style  of  Evans  &  Lincoln.  Evans  had  been  a 
soldier,  had  been  wounded  in  the  Civil  War,  and  coming 
home  had  taken  up  for  occupation  the  work  of  soliciting 
advertising  patronage  for  a  few  religious  papers,  notably  the 
Watchman  and  Reflector  and  the  Youths'  Companion.  In 
this  work  the  firm  of  Evans  &  Lincoln  made  a  decided  hit. 
Prices  were  high,  the  country  was  full  of  paper  money, 
everybody  was  prosperous,  the  religious  people  were  un- 
doubtedly the  best  people,  and  the  religious  papers  the  best 
papers,  but  no  one  had  ever  before  exploited  their  merits. 
These  young  men  were  industrious  and  did  very  well  in- 
deed. Evans  was  a  Baptist,  his  heart  was  in  his  work.  He 
was  thoroughly  in  earnest,  and  Lincoln  used  to  say  that 
when  Evans  found  himself  liable  to  fail  to  secure  the  order 
he  was  seeking,  he  often  successfully  reinforced  his  other 
arguments  by  exhibiting  his  sore  leg  that  remained  an  un- 
comfortable memento  of  his  patriotic  service  to  his  country. 
Lincoln  was  a  very  handsome  feliow,  and  prosperity  was  too 
much  for  him.  He  finally  seceded  from  Evans,  and  becom- 
ing an  independent  agent,  made  the  acquaintance  of  one 
Turner,  who  was  then  attempting  to  put  on  the  market  a  pro- 
prietary remedy  having  the  euphonious  designation  of  Turn- 
er's Tic  Doloreaux  and  Neuralgia  Pill.  It  did  not  sell,  but 
the  advertisements  continued  ;  people  thought  Lincoln  would 
"get  stuck"  or  would  "stick"  the  papers,  but  neither  hap- 
pened :  bills  were  promptly  paid  by  both  Lincoln  and  Turner, 
and  still  the  goods  did  not  sell.  At  last  it  turned  out  that 
Turner  had  on  some  occasion  or  some  pretence  been  allowed 
to  overdraw  his  account  at  the  bank,  and  being  unable  to 
make  good  the  clerk  by  whose  negligences  the  overdraft  had 
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been  made  possible,  had  not  the  courage  to  admit  his  fault, 
and  Turner,  seeing  how  the  land  lay,  insisted  on  piling  up 
his  overdrafts  until  they  amounted  to  $400,000  or  there- 
abouts ;  nearly  all  of  which  had  gone  into  advertising  the  pill 
with  the  long  name ;  a  circumstance  that  goes  to  show  that 
merit  as  well  as  money  is  needed  to  make  an  article  sell. 
Well,  Turner  went  to  the  penitentiary  and  Lincoln  did  even 
worse,  for  his  habits  became  bad.  He  grew  to  be  a  chronic 
borrower,  his  handsome  face  and  fine  figure  grew  into  some- 
thing quite  different,  and  finally  he  disappeared,  and  I  never 
have  met  any  one  who  could  tell  me  what  became  of  him. 
Evans  continued  the  business  and  did  very  well,  but  as  years 
went  on  he  hardly  kept  up  to  the  times,  and  eventually  he 
failed. 

The  newspapers  of  America  will,  as  a  rule,  acknowledge 
as  an  advertising  agent  anybody  who  has  enterprise  or  cap- 
ital enough  to  print  his  name  on  a  letterhead,  they  will  let 
an  agent  stave  off  payments  till  the  day  of  doom ;  but,  so  far 
as  I  have  observed,  they  will  never  forgive  and  further  rec- 
ognize as  an  agent  a  man  who  has  once  failed  and  left  them 
absolutely  in  the  lurch.  Mr.  Evans  has  died  during  the 
present  year  (1905),  and  I  have  been  told  that  it  was  his 
good  fortune  to  have  a  relative,  a  woman  who  was  both  rich 
and  kind,  in  fact  no  less  a  person  than  she  of  whom  Eli  Per- 
kins presumed  to  say  that  Bishop  Potter  married  her  for  her 
widow's  mite  and  she  the  Bishop  for  his  Bishop's  mitre. 
This  good  lady,  I  am  glad  to  be  told,  saw  to  it  that  our  old 
competitor  did  not  want  for  any  substantial  need  while  his 
life  was  spared.  It  was  in  Mr.  Evans'  office,  in  Boston,  that 
Mr.  A.  L.  Thomas,  now  the  head  of  the  great  Lord  & 
Thomas  advertising  agency,  and  the  principal  owner  of  Cas- 
carets,  the  wonderful  medicine  that  works  while  the  patient 
sleeps,  obtained  his  first  lessons  in  the  science  of  advertising. 

There  was  also  at  this  time  an  advertising  agency  in  Cin- 
cinnati conducted  then,  and  long  afterwards,  by  Mr.  S.  H. 
Parvin,  who  had  secured  and  deserved  the  confidence  of 
publishers.  Long  years  afterward  his  son,  in  partnership 
with  somebody  else,  came  to  grief  and  failure.    In  Chicago 
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an  agent  had  credit  for  doing  a  profitable  business.  The 
man's  name  had  a  German  sound,  but  for  a  long  time  it  not 
only  entirely  escaped  my  memory,  but  had  fallen  into  such 
oblivion  that  for  a  dozen  years  or  more  I  had  met  with  no 
one  who  even  remembered  that  such  a  man  ever  existed. 
Recently,  however,  Mr.  N.  M.  Sheffield,  who  was  himself 
one  of  the  earliest  advertising  agents — being  domiciled  in 
St.  Louis — has  told  me  that  the  name  of  the  forgotten  Chi- 
cago agent  was  Charle's  H.  Scriven.  A  little  later  the  firm  of 
Cook,  Coburn  &  Mack  was  established  in  Chicago,  and  for 
many  years  did  a  considerable  business.  Carlos  A.  Cook 
had  been  a  traveling  man  in  the  employ  of  J.  C.  Ayer  &  Co., 
of  Lowell,  Mass.,  who  were  then  perhaps  the  largest  adver- 
tisers of  patent  medicines  in  America.  A  brother  of  Cook's 
was,  I  think,  a  partner  in  the  Ayer  concern.  The  Mr.  Mack 
of  this  firm  was  a  brother  of  Mr.  I.  F.  Mack,  so  long  known, 
and  at  the  present  time  as  well,  as  publisher  of  the  San- 
dusky, Ohio,  Register.  At  a  later  date  Mr.  Mack  came  to 
New  York  and,  with  Leander  H.  Crall,  also  of  Ohio,  estab- 
lished the  calling  of  Special  Agent  that  has  since  been  in 
such  successful  operation.  Mack  and  Crall  were  the  first 
Special  Agents  that  attempted  to  represent  Western  dailies, 
maintaining  permanent  offices  in  the  City  of  New  York. 

Finally  there  was  (in  the  year  1865),  in  San  Francisco, 
an  established  advertising  agency  conducted  by  one  L.  P. 
Fisher,  who  had  the  confidence  of  the  few  newspapers  then 
issued  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  Outside  the  City  of  New  York 
I  think  the  agencies  then  generally  recognized  have  all  been 
mentioned. 
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We  got  along  very  well  in  that  little  back  office,  up  two 
flights  of  stairs.  We  commenced  business  in  March,  and 
March  is  in  Spring  time ;  Summer  would  soon  come. 
The  building  was  not  heated,  but  the  expense  of  coal 
and  a  stove  might  possibly  be  saved  or  delayed  until  Au- 
tumn. Somebody  had  advertised  the  enormous  heating 
powers  of  a  sheet  iron  cylinder,  to  be  suspended  over  a  gas 
jet — patent  applied  for — retail  price  88  cents,  and  one  of 
these  moderated  the  March  temperature  of  that  small  office 
to  some  degree.  One  particularly  bad  morning  I  started  up 
the  "heater,"  and,  locking  the  door,  sallied  out  to  visit  the 
post  office  for  hoped  for  letters  and  papers.  Evidently  I  had 
dropped  the  not  fully  extinguished  match  into  the  half  filled 
basket  containing  waste  paper ;  then  worth  five  cents  a 
pound.  When  I  returned  from  the  postoffice  there  had  been 
a  conflagration.  The  waste  basket  was  gone,  the  contents 
had  disappeared,  and  in  the  jute  carpet,  nearly  new,  near  the 
end  of  the  valued  black  walnut  table,  was  a  black  bordered 
hole  about  as  large  as  the  bottom  of  a  half  bushel  measure. 
The  injury  to  the  carpet  was  serious,  but  could  be  repaired 
by  shoving  under  an  extra  half  yard  or  so  and  fastening 
down  the  black  edges  of  the  circle  with  carpet  tacks  made 
and  provided  for  such  purposes.  Plainly  the  office  ought  not 
to  be  left  alone.  Mr.  Dodd  knew  a  boy  named  Andrew,  who 
was  employed  by  a  photographer  who  had  some  other  busi- 
ness also,  and  only  opened  his  studio  afternoons.  We  se- 
cured Andrew's  services  for  half  of  every  day.  He  came  in 
the  morning,  swept  the  office,  brought  the  mail,  and  at  twelve 
noon  departed  for  his  other  place.  I  do  not  remember 
whether  it  was  $2  a  week  or  $3  that  was  paid  to  Andrew.  I 
would  be  inclined  to  think  it  was  $3,  but  really  that  seems 
dear  for  a  boy  who  gave  only  half  his  time.  Still  this  was 
War  time  and  everything  commanded  a  high  price.     The 

73 


Eleventh    Paper 

time  came,  later,  when  wc  needed  the  entire  services  of  a 
whole  boy,  and  Andrew,  I  think,  returned  with  his  parents 
to  Scotland;  but  we  never  afterwards  had  a  boy  that  got 
quite  so  close  to  us  as  Andrew  did. 

Things  went  pretty  well  in  the  office  that  first  month. 
Fully  twenty  inches  of  advertising  space,  in  the  newspaper 
combinations,  had  been  sold ;  and  fully  $2,000  charged  up 
for  the  service  to  advertisers,  all  presumed  to  be  good ;  and 
the  knowledge  that  the  net  amount  that  would  have  to  be 
paid  to  the  newspapers  was  less  than  $600  did  much  to  recon- 
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cile  the  partners  to  the  expenditure  for  the  six  dollar  cir- 
cular that  has  been  already  referred  to. 

Pretty  soon  it  seemed  a  desirable  thing  to  engage  a  solici- 
tor, and  in  some  way  we  were  brought  into  relations  with  a 
compositor,  once  hailing  from  Nova  Scotia,  E.  P.  Fox  by 
name.  Fox  was  six  feet  two  inches  tall,  and  broad  in  pro- 
portion ;  especially  if  the  measurement  were  to  be  taken 
across  the  centre,  half  way  between  the  crown  of  his  head 
and  the  soles  of  his  feet.  His  hair  was  precisely  the  color  of 
that  of  the  red  fox  I  had  been  familiar  with  in  the  New  Eng- 
land pasture  lands  and  wood  borders.     Fox  was  not  well 
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dressed.  His  countenance  was  florid,  but  there  was  some- 
thing about  his  manner  that  was  irresistible.  When  he  had 
appeared  in  an  office  no  one  could  get  him  out  until  he  had 
told  his  story,  and  if  he  had  once  gotten  under  way  few  cared 
to  stop  him  before  he  was  done ;  for  he  not  only  told  his 
business  story  very  well,  but  told  also  many  others  that  had 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  business.  I  do  not  mean  that 
he  uttered  untruths,  although  I  do  hope  that  all  the  stories 
he  told  were  not  absolute  facts.  Of  all  the  funny  stories  I 
had  ever  heard,  I  think,  in  the  course  of  a  year,  Fox  had 
told  me  nine-tenths  of  them  over  again  and  told  them  better 
than  I  had  heard  them  told  before,  and  told  twice  as  many 
others  that  were  new  to  me,  some  of  them  so  good  that  now- 
adays, forty  years  later,  I  occasionally  venture  one  of  them 
on  an  audience,  and  it  generally  passes  as  new.  It  is  a  good 
thing  about  an  old  story  that  if  it  is  old  enough  it  is  likely  to 
be  accepted  as  the  newest  thing  out.  Mark  Twain  may  not 
have  been  jesting  when  he  asserts  that  in  the  writings  of  a 
classical  Greek,  who  lived  before  the  Christian  era,  he  found 
the  incident  of  the  Jumping  Frog  that  he  honestly  thought 
had  originated  with  him.  One  morning  Fox  had  something 
to  relate  that  did  not  amuse.  It  was  in  April  (1865),  the 
War  seemed  to  be  nearly  at  an  end.  It  was  the  horrible 
news  of  the  assassination  of  President  Lincoln  (not  found 
in  the  morning  papers)  that  had  just  come  over  the  wires. 
That  was  a  sad  day  in  the  little  back  office,  up  two  flights  of 
stairs. 

Pretty  soon  there  were  more  papers  to  take  care  of  than 
could  be  filed  on  sticks  and  hung  on  the  door  space  that 
divided  us  from  the  alleged  real  estate  man.  We  did  not 
see  the  man  often  and  I  have  an  idea  that  he,  on  his  part, 
failed  to  see  the  landlord  as  regularly  as  was  provided  and 
set  down  in  the  terms  of  his  lease.  One  day  I  had  an  inter- 
view with  this  man.  He  was  thinking  seriously  of  giving 
up  his  office.  I  agreed  to  take  it.  He  would  sell  the  desk  at 
which  he  sat.  The  price  he  demanded  was  three  dollars  and 
a  half,  and  I  agreed  to  take  that,  too.  It  has  been  worth  it. 
If  any  one  will  take  the  trouble  to  look  for  me  at  No.  10 
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Spruce  street,  to-day,  if  the  hour  happens  to  be  between  12 
m.  and  1  p.  m.  he  is  likely  to  find  me  in  the  northwest  cor- 
ner of  the  back  office  up  two  flights  of  stairs,  sitting  at  that 
same  little  desk,  and  possibly  engaged  in  re-reading  these 
memories,  for  it  would  seem  that  while  so  much  space  is 
accorded  to  trifles,  I  shall  never  cease  to  think  of  other  items 
that  ought  to  have  had  mention,  and  to  seek  out  the  place 
where  they  should  be  injected  if  a  new  edition  is  ever  called 
for. 

It  has  been  said  that  a  peasant  boy  may  become  a  learned 
man ;  president  of  a  college  may  be,  or  governor  of  a  prov- 
ince ;  but  if  he  live  to  be  old  and  have  the  misfortune  to  be 
feeble,  there  is  a  likelihood  that  his  speech  will  revert  to  the 
patois  of  his  childhood  and  his  mind  dwell  upon  the  scenes 
that  interested  him  then.  The  experiences  in  that  little  office, 
at  the  age  of  twenty-six,  are  vastly  more  interesting  to-day, 
as  I  recall  them,  than  any  much  more  important  matters  that 
transpired  at  a  later  period,  when  a  little  success  did  not 
appear  to  be  of  one  hundredth  part  as  much  consequence  as 
the  same  would  have  seemed  thirty  or  more  years  before. 

Pretty  soon  we  needed  a  bookkeeper.  After  one  or  two 
experiments  that  did  not  turn  out  well,  we  chanced  upon  a 
young  man,  George  H.  Pierce  by  name.  He  had  recently 
come  from  Columbus,  Ohio,  where  he  had  been  employed  for 
a  time  on  the  Ohio  State  Journal.  He  had  much  to  tell  of 
the  conditions  that  obtained  in  a  newspaper  office  in  the  City 
of  Columbus.  There  was  an  advertisement  solicitor  con- 
nected with  the  Journal,  Ward  Beach  by  name,  but  in  no  way 
to  be  associated  with  that  most  eminent  clergyman  of  that 
day,  the  celebrated  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  although  one  name 
seemed  to  contain  the  other.  Then  there  was  a  shrewd  man, 
business  manager  of  the  Journal,  named  F.  W.  Hurtt.  I 
afterwards  became  personally  acquainted  with  both  of  these 
men.  Mr.  Hurtt  came  to  New  York,  made  an  arrangement 
with  Dr. "Humphreys  of  Homeopathic  Specifics  fame  and  took 
charge  of  affairs  there  to  such  purpose  that  the  good  old 
Doctor  was  glad  to  part  with  him  even  at  the  expense  of 
allowing  him  to  take  away  the  most  valuable  trademark  the 
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concern  had  possessed,  no  less  a  trademark  than  "Pond's 
Extract,'"  a  preparation  of  Witch  Hazel  that  is  a  household 
remedy  from  one  end  of  America  to  the  other.  What  a 
commentary  it  is  on  the  value  of  a  trademark.  The  Hum- 
phreys people  had  made  Pond's  Extract  for  years.  It  was 
admittedly  a  preparation  of  Witch  Hazel.  They  could  no 
longer  sell  it  as  Pond's  Extract,  that  privilege  had  passed 
to  Mr.  Hurtt,  but  dozens  of  other  people  were  selling  ex- 
tracts of  Witch  Hazel  and  the  Humphreys  people  had  still 
just  as  good  a  right  to  make  and  sell  an  extract  as  anybody 
else.  They  could  call  it  Humphreys'  Extract,  but  not  Pond's. 
Everybody  had  heretofore  bought  Pond's  Extract  of  the 
Humphreys  concern,  now  they  could  buy  Humphreys' 
Extract  there,  but  not  Pond's.  To  get  Pond's  they  must  go 
elsewhere.  And  yet  the  Humphreys'  Extract  was  identical 
in  composition  with  Pond's,  was  made  by  the  same  people 
that  had  always  made  Pond's,  and  was  sold  in  larger  bottles 
and  at  a  lower  price  ;  and  for  all  that  the  people  would  have 
none  of  it.  They  had  learned  to  use  Pond's  and  would  have 
no  other.  I  had  knowledge  in  the  early  day  of  a  similar  case. 
Two  men  were  part  owners  of  a  preparation  for  the  hair 
called  Hall's  Hair  Renewer.  They  were  not  agreed  on  busi- 
ness methods  and  one  disposed  of  his  interest  in  the  concern 
to  the  other  and  that  other  became  a  millionaire  doing  busi- 
ness at  Nashua,  N.  H.  The  first  man  knew  just  as  well  how 
to  make  the  preparation,  and  did  make  it,  and  put  it  on  the 
market,  and  he  advertised  it,  too,  only  it  was  Plummer's 
Hair  Renewer  and  not  Hall's.  Everybody  wanted  Hall's, 
nobody  would  have  Plummer's,  and  the  money  spent  in  ad- 
vertising it  was  wasted.  After  a  time  the  owner  of  Hall's 
Hair  Renewer,  having  become  wealthy,  had  social  aspira- 
tions that  the  patent  medicine  business  did  not  aid,  and  the 
Renewer  was  sold  for  a  great  price  to  J.  C.  Ayer  &  Co.,  of 
Lowell,  who  had  already  exploited  with  some  success  practi- 
cally the  same  thing  under  the  name  of  Ayer's  Hair  Vigor, 
but  could  not  make  it  compete  with  Hall's  that  had  been 
earlier  in  the  field. 

To  get  back  to  Ward  Beach.    He,  too,  came  eventually 
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to  New  York  and  was  for  a  long  time  a  canvasser  for  the 
American  Agriculturist,  which,  under  the  management  of 
Orange  Judd,  was  one  of  the  conspicuous  journalistic  suc- 
cesses of  its  time.  People  used  to  insist  upon  injecting  an 
additional  syllable  into  the  name,  and  call  it  the  Agricul- 
turalist. It  may  be  just  as  good  a  paper  to-day  as  it  was  then 
— perhaps  better — but  people  surely  hear  a  great  deal  less 
of  it  now.  It  was,  I  think,  the  first  paper  to  attempt  to  make 
good  to  a  subscriber  any  loss  incurred  by  trusting  to  the  good 
faith  of  any  advertisement  that  appeared  in  its  pages.    Well, 


GEORGE   H.  PIERCE. 

all  there  is  to  say  of  Beach  is  that  he  knew  more  good  stories 
than  a  commercial  traveler ;  such  things  seemed  to  seek  him 
out ;  no  one  else  could  make  the  point  so  well ;  and  so  many 
new  ones  came  to  him  that  he  had  no  time  to  retail  old  ones. 
I  have  been  led  to  suppose  that  Beach,  who  seemed  a  good 
fellow,  was  led  into  some  transaction  or  other  that  would 
not  wash.  He  disappeared  from  New  York  many  years  ago, 
and  I  never  knew  what  became  of  him. 

Pierce,  the  bookkeeper  engaged,  remained  with  me  for 
many  years.    He  came  with  me  from  Boston  to  New  York. 
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Pierce  used  to  relate  that  about  the  time  I  dissolved  partner- 
ship with  Horace  Dodd,  he  heard  me  say  on  one  occasion 
that  I  would  never  have  another  partner.  He  said  that  it 
greatly  discouraged  him.  He  gave  that  as  a  reason  for  some 
shortcomings  of  his  that  I  had  noted  about  the  time  that  I 
actually  had  taken  another  partner  in  the  business.  Finally 
I  had  to  part  with  Pierce  and  he  went  to  Maine,  where  for  a 
long  time  he  was  in  the  employ  of  that  Mr.  E.  C.  Allen  who 
was  the  father  of  that  great  publishing  business  of  low- 
priced  periodicals  that  has  grown  up  in  Augusta  and  been  the 
bete  noir  of  the  Third  Assistant  Postmaster-General  for  the 
last  quarter  of  a  century.  Later  Pierce  returned  to  Boston 
and  entered  the  employ  of  a  man  who  had  been  a  clerk  in  the 
little  Congress  street  office  at  the  time  of  Pierce's  own  en- 
gagement there. 

George  Pierce  was  the  most  accomplished  penman  I  ever 
knew.  His  books  were  beautiful  to  look  at.  For  years  we 
used,  as  a  business  card,  a  facsimile  of  one  he  drew  with  a 
pen  on  a  piece  of  bristol  board ;  and  the  handsome  check  of 
which  my  firm  drew  in  the  vicinity  of  two  hundred  thou- 
sand on  the  National  Broadway  Bank,  before  its  merger  with 
the  Mercantile  National,  was  also  lithographed  from  a  sketch 
made  by  Pierce  that  could  not  be  improved  upon.  His  skill 
with  the  billiard  cue  probably  led  to  the  termination  of  his 
engagement  with  me.  I  had  at  one  time  possessed  some 
facility  in  handling  a  rifle  at  short  range,  but  finding  myself 
out  of  practice  gave  my  gun  to  Pierce,  who  had  at  that  time 
never  had  any  experience  as  a  marksman.  He  took  the  rifle 
with  him  when  he  went  to  Maine,  and  in  later  years  became 
decorated  with  numerous  medals  and  insignia,  designating 
his  prowess  and  victories  over  the  riflemen  of  a  State  where 
good  marksmen  abound. 

As  we  grew  more  busy  I  remembered  a  handsome  boy 
I  had  known  as  a  clerk  in  a  New  Hampshire  postoffice,  the 
son  of  a  Methodist  minister.  I  wrote  to  him,  and  he  came 
to  me,  and  proved  just  as  competent  as  I  had  thought  he 
would,  and  that  means  that  he  proved  very  competent  in- 
deed. When  I  changed  my  headquarters  from  Boston  to  New 
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York  Mr.  Dodd  desired  this  youth  to  stay  with  him.  His 
parents  were  also  unwilling  to  have  him  exposed  to  the  temp- 
tations of  so  wicked  a  city  as  New  York,  so  he  remained 
in  Boston,  becoming  in  time  a  partner  with  Mr.  Dodd, 
finally  his  successor,  and  at  present  is  conducting  a  success- 
ful advertising  agency  of  his  own.  He  was  long  the  Secre- 
tary of  the  American  Advertising  Agents'  Association  and  is 
widely  known  and  liked  by  advertising  men  and  publishers. 
He  is  not  as  handsome  as  he  was  when  a  boy.  I  was  trying 
here  to  ring  in  the  story  of  the  boy  who  tickled  the  heels  of 
a  mule,  and  having  been  kicked  in  the  face  and  knocked  over 
the  fence,  had  expressed  to  his  father  the  fear  that  he  would 
never  be  as  good  looking  as  he  had  been  and  the  father  had 
admitted  that  probability,  but  added  "You'll  know  more."  I 
am  speaking  of  J.  Wesley  Barber,  Advertising  Agent,  still 
of  Boston.  I  would  not  assert  that  he  knows  much  more  to- 
day than  he  did  forty  years  ago,  for  he  was  one  of  the  most 
intelligent  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  attractive  boys  I  ever 
knew.  If  he  does  not  know  any  more  now  than  he  did  then, 
every  one  who  is  as  well  acquainted  with  him  as  I  am  will 
admit  that  he  knows  a  very  great  deal. 

A  REMARKABLE  COINCIDENCE. 

Chelsea,  Mass.,  March  4, 1905. 
Editor  of  Printers'  Ink  : 

I  think  you  will  be  interested  in  this  remarkable  coincidence.  To-day  I  was 
reading  Mr.  George  P.  Rowell's  installment  of  "Forty  Years  an  Advertising 
Agent,"  in  the  current  number  of  your  publication.  I  had  just  begun  the  sec- 
ond paragraph  and  was  reading  the  words  "Mr.  Horace  Dodd,  a  friend  of  some 
years'  standing,"  etc.,  when  I  was  interrupted  by  Mr.  Daniel  H.  Sullivan,  a  real 
estate  agent  of  Chelsea,  in  whose  office  I  was  and  who  wanted  to  show  me  a 
specimen  of  fine  handwriting  by  a  gentleman  whom  he  knew  to  be  about  70 
years  old.  I  glanced  at  the  paper  and  saw  that  the  signature  was  "Horace 
Dodd  ! "  And  the  heading  on  the  sheet  was  that  of  Horace  Dodd,  Advertising 
Agent,  at  7  Water  street,  Boston. 

And,  furthermore,  this  happened  to-day — March  4, 1905— within  a  few  hours 
of  exactly  40  years  from  the  day  of  which  Mr.  Rowell  wrote  in  the  article  which 
I  chanced  to  be  reading  when  Mr.  Sullivan  happened  to  show  me  Mr.  Dodd's 

letter. 

Yours  truly, 

Chas.  N.  Morgan. 
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The  business  had  not  been  established  very  long  before 
it  was  noted  that  New  York  offered  a  more  fruitful  field  than 
Boston  for  the  securing  of  advertising  orders.  I  was  obliged 
to  make  frequent  visits,  and  sometimes  it  began  to  seem  that 
we  ought  to  have  an  office  and  a  resident  representative  in 
the  great  metropolis.  Our  youngest  competitor,  Mr.  Evans, 
had  opened  an  office  in  the  old  Herald  building  at  119  Nas- 
sau street,  and  Mr.  Dodd,  on  a  business  trip,  had  it  in  mind 
to  investigate  the  Evans  branch,  and  take  note  of  the  prog- 
ress it  appeared  to  be  making.  He  found  this  easy  to  do, 
without  exposing  a  disposition  to  spy  out  the  land ;  for  the 
Evans  office  was  confined  to  a  single  room,  a  view  of  which 
could  be  had  from  a  hallway,  through  the  transparent  glass 
in  the  office  door.  Mr.  Evans'  representative  was  plainly  to 
be  seen,  sitting  at  a  white-wood  table,  with  his  hat  on,  and 
attempting,  with  a  knife  having  opened  blades  at  each  end, 
to  play,  so  far  as  one  could  do  it  alone,  and  on  a  table  in- 
stead of  the  ground,  the  game  that  had  been  so  popular  when 
we  all  were  boys  and  known  as  mumble  the  peg.  Being  told 
that  Evans'  New  York  branch  was  a  success,  and  having 
concluded  from  observation  that  its  operations  were  not  com- 
plex, we  looked  about  for  a  New  York  representative  of  our 
own,  and  here,  as  well  as  in  numerous  other  ways,  our  sal- 
aried solicitor,  Mr.  E.  P.  Fox,  came  forward  with  informa- 
tion and  advice.  He  had  a  large  acquaintance  among 
printers ;  and  the  best  printer  he  ever  knew  had  had  some  ex- 
perience in  canvassing  for  something,  I  do  not  now  recall 
what.  He  was  then  in  New  York  in  the  employ  of  a  firm 
named  Thitchener  &  Glastater,  a  rather  successful  house 
notwithstanding  the  unpronounceable  character  of  the  names 
of  the  partners.  In  Fox's  opinion,  if  John  A.  Moore,  his 
old  friend,  could  be  secured  to  represent  the  concern  in 
New  York  all  difficulties  would  disappear ;    and    he    pro- 
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ceeded  to  write  to  John,  and  tell  him  all  about  the  open- 
ing for  his  abilities.  Shortly  after,  I  went  to  New  York, 
called  at  the  office  where  Moore  was  employed,  and  while 
waiting  for  him  to  come  to  the  counting  room  had  my 
attention  directed  to  a  conversation  going  on  between 
Mr.  Thitchener  and  a  rather  sallow,  cadaverous  man, 
who,  it  appeared,  had  a  patented  method  of  making  a 
broom,  by  which  every  housewife  could  renew  her  own,  and 
practice  much  economy,  inasmuch  as  one  handle  would  out- 
wear many  brooms,  in  fact,  only  one  handle  would  be  re- 
quired in  a  lifetime ;  while  the  broom  itself  could  be  renewed 
yearly,  quarterly,  monthly  or  even  hourly,  if  desired.  Ment- 
ally I  did  not  agree  with  the  man's  idea  as  to  what  would 
come  about  as  soon  as  he  should  have  distributed  the  hand- 
some printed  matter  of  which  Mr.  Thitchener  was  then  ex- 
hibiting a  perfected  proof.  In  after  years  I  had  other  views, 
differing  from  those  held  by  this  small  sallow  man — Charles 
A.  Clegg  was  his  name — and  in  the  arguments  that  ensued 
between  us,  divers  lawyers,  judges  and  referees  took  part, 
until,  eventually,  I  and  those  interested  with  me  were  not 
much  less  than  $200,000  out  of  pocket ;  while  our  wily  oppon- 
ent, so  far  as  I  could  learn,  had  just  about  enough  left  over, 
after  settling  all  expenses  incurred,  to  pay  him  day  wages  for 
the  time  he  had  devoted  to  the  conduct  of  the  case.  I  have 
rarely  read  of  bankruptcy  proceedings  with  more  resigna- 
tion than  when  I  perused  the  line  or  two  that  recently  came 
under  my  eye,  announcing  that  such  had  just  been  inaugu- 
rated in  the  case  of  this  acquaintance  of  that  morning  in  the 
printing  office  counting  room  in  the  year  1866.  Fortunately, 
perhaps,  I  could  not  foresee  all  the  future  on  that  early  occa- 
sion, and  soon  John  Moore  came  in,  and  I  then  met  a  man 
who  became,  I  think,  the  most  faithful,  the  most  devoted 
and  attached  friend  it  has  ever  been  permitted  me  to  know. 
Moore  had  looked  into  the  scheme,  whereby  an  inch  ad- 
vertisement might  be  inserted  for  a  month  in  a  hundred  New 
England  newspapers  for  $100,  and  thought  it  would  go.  He 
knew  we  already  had  it  in  successful  operation.  He  had 
even  gone  out  and  talked  about  it  to  a  few  possible  custom- 
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ers,  and  had  the  promise  of  one  order  and  the  prospect  of 
another.  He  would  take  hold  of  the  work ;  the  wages  he 
would  demand  was  $40  a  week.  I  hardly  saw  how  it  was 
possible  for  a  journeyman  printer  to  be  worth  so  much 
money,  but  Moore  was  by  no  means  an  ordinary  printer.  He 
was  unusual,  as  was  shown  by  the  fact  that  he  was  on 
friendly  and  even  intimate  terms  with  his  employers,  and 
they  were  at  first  quite  unwilling  to  lose  his  services,  al- 
though finally  inclined  to  acquiesce  because  his  health  was 
not  first  rate,  and  it  was  believed  that  the  out-of-door  exer- 
cise incidental  to  canvassing  for  advertising  orders  would  be 
of  benefit  to  him.  Furthermore  he  might  possibly  corral, 
now  and  then,  a  good  order  for  job  printing  that  he  could 
turn  over  to  them. 

And  so  it  was  arranged  that  Moore  should  come  with  us. 
We  shortly  secured  a  small  office  at  No.  58  Cedar  street,  with 
a  small  boy  to  answer  questions,  or  say  he  did  not  know  ;  and 
our  New  York  branch  was  thereupon  placed  upon  a  level  but 
little,  if  any,  inferior  to  that  occupied  by  our  competitor,  Mr. 
Evans.  I  wish  to  say  at  this  place  that  John  Moore  earned 
the  salary  we  paid  him,  and  always  earned  all  he  received. 
He  was  the  most  successful  advertisement  solicitor  I  ever 
employed,  although  he  labored  under  the  serious  disqualifica- 
tion that  he  could  never  manage  the  smallest  computation  in 
the  matter  of  figures.  He  always  made  his  customer  do  the 
figuring ;  and  if  at  the  office  any  discrepancy  was  discovered 
he  was  full  of  impatience,  not  with  himself  but  with  the 
bungling  calculator,  and  it  seemed  to  afford  him  an  actual 
satisfaction  to  go  back,  point  out  the  error,  reprove  the  per- 
petrator for  his  carelessness,  and  bring  a  revised  calculation 
that  would  pass  examination.  Curiously,  too,  he  did  this 
without  ever  giving  offense  or  forfeiting  the  confidence  of 
his  clients  whom  he  held  with  wonderful  tenacity,  in  spite  of 
efforts  of  business  rivals  to  detach  them  from  their  allegiance 
to  him.  If  I  had,  personally,  made  a  calculation  for  him  it 
was  beyond  the  pale  of  discussion.  It  was  right!  could  not 
be  wrong !  and  there  was  no  call  for  any  revision,  or  for  any 
more  words  on  the  subject.     Discovering  this  tendency,  I 
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was  extremely  careful  not  to  give  any  occasion  for  upset- 
ting his  confidence,  and,  so  far  as  I  can  recall,  it  remained 
undisturbed  to  the  end.  He  continued  in  my  employ  until 
he  died,  in  the  Centennial  year,  some  ten  years  later.  After 
he  came  with  me  he  became  a  Free  Mason,  and  grew  to  be 
very  popular  among  the  brotherhood ;  taking  all  the  degrees 
up  to  the  32d  degree,  and  holding  numerous  offices  in  Lodge, 
Commandery,  Counsel,  Consistory  and  what  not ;  and  it  was 


JOHN   A.   MOORE. 

in  conformity  with  his  desire  that  I,  who  had  long  been  a 
Master  Mason,  a  Royal  Arch  Mason  and  a  Knight  Templar, 
was  led  to  ask  for  and  receive  other  degrees  from  the  nth 
degree  to  the  32d  degree,  becoming  a  Prince  of  Jerusalem 
and  entitled  to  write  myself  a  Knight  of  the  East  and  West, 
Knight  of  the  Eagle  and  Pelican  and  I  know  not  how  many 
other  grand  and  noble  things.  When  poor  Moore  passed 
awaj,  the  Masonic  brethren  paid  him  so  much  honor,  and 
expressed  so  much  love  for  him,  and  regard  for  his  memory, 
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that  I  thought  at  the  time  I  would  be  quite  content  could  the 
half.be  said  for  me  at  my  demise;  and  have  realized  ever 
since  that  it  would  not  be,  no  not  a  quarter.  We  took  him 
to  his  home  in  the  Granite  State,  where  an  old  mother,  a 
dear  sister  and  an  only  brother  mourned  his  taking  off,  and 
we  buried  him  in  the  sandy  soil  of  his  native  Manchester, 
and  left  him  to  that  sleep  that  is  to  know  no  waking  until  the 
final  day.  I  shall  never  have  a  more  faithful,  a  more  loyal 
friend,  nor  know  many  whose  association  can  be  so  helpful. 
A  young  man  from  my  own  New  Hampshire  village  had 
lately  completed  his  course  of  study  at  the  Norwich  Univer- 
sity of  Vermont — which  by  the  way  was  Admiral  Dewey's 
Alma  Mater— and  was  in  attendance  at  the  Harvard  Law 
School  at  Cambridge.  He  was  five  years  younger  than  I.  An 
older  brother  of  his  had  married  an  older  sister  of  mine.  His 
father  was  richer  than  mine.  He  had  been  brought  up  in 
the  village,  I  on  the  farm.  We  had  long  known  each  other 
and  each  found  in  the  other  some  quality  that  he  valued  more 
perhaps  because  he  realized  its  lack  in  himself.  We  were 
friends.  The  younger  man  was  an  indefatigable  worker. 
While  in  his  native  village  he  had  learned  the  printer's  trade, 
without  being  attached  to  the  office  of  the  newspaper  where 
he  did  it,  or  receiving  any  compensation  for  the  services  he 
rendered.  He  would  just  go  in,  get  hold  of  a  piece  of  avail- 
able copy,  put  it  in  type,  read  the  proof,  make  the  correc- 
tions and  all  that,  sometimes  working  as  many  hours  as  a 
journeyman  and  doing  as  much  work.  This  was  his  method 
in  his  boyhood  of  disposing  of  spare  hours  and  holidays. 
Now,  at  the  law  school,  there  were  days  that  left  him  at  leis- 
ure, and  he  took  up  the  practice  of  coming  to  my  office, 
where  he  would  observe  what  was  going  on,  and  invariably 
lend  a  hand,  whether  the  work  happened  to  be  addressing 
envelopes,  sending  out  orders,  examining  papers  or  what 
not.  He  was  a  remarkably  rapid  worker,  and  exhibited  un- 
usual intelligence  in  comprehending  the  intricacies  of  the 
business,  and  he  came  so  often  and  did  much  work  that, 
although  no  compensation  was  given  or  expected,  the  office 
learned  to  depend  upon  him  in  a  pinch,  and  he  to  know  the 
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business  from  A  to  Z  nearly  as  well  as  either  Mr.  Dodd  or 
I  did.  I  recall  that  when  his  time  at  the  law  school  was 
ended,  and  an  engagement  in  a  Boston  law  office  would  give 
full  scope  for  his  appetite  for  work,  and  in  consequence  he 
was  not  likely  to  confer  his  services  upon  us  any  more, 
Horace  and  I  invested  probably  as  much  as  six  dollars,  may 
be  eight,  in  the  purchase  of  a  set  of  Plutarch's  Lives,  which 
we  presented  to  our  volunteer  assistant,  with  a  writing  on  a 


CHARLES   N.  KENT. 

blank  page  expressing  our  appreciation  of  his  valuable  ser- 
vices. I  mention  this  man  here  because  it  came  about  when 
a  year  or  two  later  I  had  removed  to  New  York,  and  was 
without  a  partner,  I  felt  the  need  of  some  one  who  knew  the 
business  and  knew  me,  and  whom  I  could  trust ;  and  remem- 
bering that  this  young  lawyer  had  shown  symptoms  of  en- 
tertaining such  a  feeling  for  a  certain  lady  living  in  New 
York,  as  the  young  people  in  "Helen's  Babies"  designated 
as  "respect,"  I  wrote  to  him,  telling  him  how  much  broader 
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an  opening  New  York  offered  to  a  young  lawyer,  how  great 
an  advantage  a  little  experience  in  a  business  office  was  cer- 
tain to  be,  offered  to  pay  him  a  weekly  salary  of  $30  for  a 
year  and  hold  him  at  liberty  to  start  out  for  himself  at  the 
expiration  of  that  time.  He  came  and  at  the  end  of  a  year  his 
"respect"  for  the  young  woman  having  grown,  and  she  hav- 
ing acquired  a  somewhat  similar  sentiment  in  his  favor,  I 
sold  him  a  quarter  interest  in  the  business,  which  consisted 
mainly  in  good  will,  for  the  very  respectable  sum  of  $12,500, 
which  was  only  to  be  paid,  however,  out  of  the  earnings. 
His  father  made  no  objection  to  the  movement,  but  explained 
to  the  neighborhood  that  no  cash  capital  had  been  invested. 
He  was  to  draw  $50  a  week  on  the  new  deal,  and  any  sur- 
plus earnings  should  go  to  liquidate  his  indebtedness.  He 
married  the  lady  whom  he  had  respected  so  much,  made  the 
weekly  stipend  meet  their  moderate  needs,  and  after  twenty- 
one  months,  in  which  no  accounting  was  had,  a  balancing  of 
the  books  showed  that  his  indebtedness  had  been  wiped  out 
and  he  was  entitled  to  a  considerable  check  from  me  to  make 
our  account  even.  This  gentleman  became  known,  for  more 
than  thirty  years,  to  every  one  who  had  dealings  with  the 
Advertising  Agency  of  Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.,  and  among 
all  the  items  of  good  fortune  that  I  have  had  occasion  to  be 
thankful  for  scarcely  any,  nay  not  one,  in  a  purely  business 
way,  stands  rated  so  high  as  my  acquaintance  and  long  asso- 
ciation with  this  friend  of  my  youth  and  my  manhood,  my 
long  time  partner,  Charles  Nelson  Kent. 

There  remains  one  more  employee  of  the  Boston  office 
that  should  be  mentioned.  In  connection  with  the  Dial,  we 
found  it  advisable  to  issue  an  Express  List,  showing  what 
company  reached  each  New  England  town,  where  its  office 
in  Boston  was  situated,  and  some  other  matters.  This  sheet, 
surrounded  with  a  border  of  paying  advertisements,  was 
presented  to  subscribers  to  the  Dial;  but  was  also  in  some  de- 
mand in  other  offices,  where  the  Dial  was  not  taken.  It  was 
found  that  the  demand  would  probably  warrant  an  attempt 
to  push  the  sale  by  a  personal  canvass,  the  seller  taking  cop- 
ies along  and  delivering  to  the  customer  when  found,  on  re- 
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ceiving  the  price,  10  cents.  In  answer  to  an  advertisement 
for  such  a  canvasser  a  young  man  named  B.  Frank  Newton 
made  application,  was  engaged,  and  did  so  well  that,  when 
the  work  was  done,  we  were  unwilling  to  part  with  him,  and 
he  came  with  me  next  year  to  the  City  of  New  York,  and 
remained  in  my  service,  or  closely  connected  with  the  office, 
for,  I  think,  not  less  than  thirty  years. 
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Some  traveling  had  to  be  done  in  those  days.  An  adver- 
tising agent,  to  be  able  to  talk  understandingly  about  the  con- 
ditions in  several  States,  should  know  something  about  them 
by  personal  observation.  To-day  and  for  nearly  a  score  of 
years  I  have  been  able  to  truthfully  assert  some  knowledge  of 
every  State  and  Territory,  gained  on  the  spot,  with  the  sin- 
gle exception  of  South  Dakota ;  but  that  was  not  the  case  in 
1866.  The  experiences  of  one  long  journey,  underaken  for 
the  accumulation  of  knowledge  of  the  newspaper  and  adver- 
tising field,  are  still  vividly  in  mind.  One  sunshiny  after- 
noon I  stood  on  the  bank  of  the  Mississippi — Father  of  Wa- 
ters— at  Alton,  Illinois.  I  must  have  thought  Alton  a  point 
of  some  consequence,  partly  perhaps  on  account  of  the  prom- 
inence it  received  through  its  name  being  made  a  part  of 
that  of  an  important  railroad — the  Chicago  and  Alton.  I 
had  read  of  the  Mississippi,  dreamed  of  it.  I  recalled  a  pic- 
ture wherein  the  Spaniard  DeSoto  was  represented  taking 
his  first  view  of  it.  La  Salle  had  paddled  and  floated  down 
its  course.  It  had  been  a  bone  of  contention  between  my 
country  and  Spain.  And  now  I  stood  upon  its  shore.  It 
was  a  moment  to  remember.  A  large  log  had  been  left  on 
the  shelving  bank  by  a  falling  of  the  water.  It  was  not  of  a 
sort  familiar  to  me,  and  I  wondered  if  it  could  be  a  Cotton- 
wood. Almost  every  tree  ever  spoken  of  in  the  reports  of 
the  explorers  of  the  West  seemed  to  be  a  Cottonwood.  1 
cut  a  small  chip  from  the  end  with  my  penknife  and  can 
recall  the  sourish  taste  at  this  moment.  I  think  a  chip  from 
a  poplar  log,  after  it  had  been  soaking  for  a  season  in  a  New 
England  mill  pond,  would  have  a  similar  flavor.  I  can  iden- 
tify by  the  taste  most  woods  with  which  I  have  ever  become 
acquainted,  and  I  know  now  that  the  conclusion  I  arrived 
at,  that  the  log  was  a  Cottonwood,  was  correct.  There  were 
hours  to  wait  at  Alton  before  another  train  would  pass  that 
would  take  me  to  St.  Louis.     The  newspapers  of  the  town 
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could  be  sized  up  without  much  of  a  tax  upon  my  time,  but 
I  became  interested  to  see  streets  cut  down  through  a  bluff 
of  considerable  height,  and  had  difficulty  in  deciding  whether 
the  material  of  the  bluff  was  earth  or  stone.  I  could  not 
scratch  it  with  a  thumb  nail  nor  indent  it  with  the  toe  of  my 
boot,  but  there  seemed  little  difficulty  about  carving  a  letter 
upon  a  smooth  portion  of  its  surface,  without  perceptible 
injury  to  the  penknife  blade.  I  am  still  uninformed  about 
the  geological  construction  of  the  vicinity  of  Alton. 

At  St.  Louis  water  in  the  ewer  in  the  hotel  bedroom  had 
a  deposit  of  mud  fully  an  inch  and  a  half  in  thickness,  and 
the  drinking  water  seemed  to  suggest  that  it,  too,  would 
accomplish  something  very  similar  if  not  quickly  put  out  of 
danger.    It  tasted  well  enough,  however. 

The  leading  papers  of  St.  Louis  were  the  Republican  and 
the  Democrat.  The  Republican  was  the  best,  that  is  the 
most  successful  paper,  and  was  Democratic  in  politics. 
The  Democrat  was  a  close  second  in  merit,  and  people  were 
not  few  who  thought  it  the  better  of  the  two.  It  was  Re- 
publican in  politics.  At  the  office  of  the  Republican  Col. 
George  Knapp  seemed  to  be  the  supreme  authority.  He  was 
a  short,  stout,  florid  man  of  reserved  manner.  His  brother, 
Colonel  John,  was  tall,  lean,  also  florid,  but  amiable  and 
friendly  to  a  degree  that  was  very  gratifying  to  me.  The 
name  of  the  Republican  has  been  curtailed  in  recent  years. 
It  is  now  the  Republic  and  its  destinies  are  at  present  pre- 
sided over  by  Col.  Charles  W.  Knapp,  who  is  a  son  of  the 
genial,  kindly  Colonel  John,  whom  I  so  well  remember.  The 
Democrat  flourished  for  a  time,  but  was  finally  practically 
put  out  of  business  by  the  strategy,  if  I  may  call  it  that,  of 
Col.  Houser,  who  established  the  Globe  and  made  things  so 
lively  in  St.  Louis  that  after  a  time  the  Democrat  struck  its 
colors  and  the  two  became  one,  the  Globe-Democrat,  and  be- 
came also,  and  still  remains,  the  best  all-around  specimen  of 
a  newspaper  issued  west  of  Chicago. 

Minneapolis  had  only  about  10,000  inhabitants  then  and 
the  idea  that  it  would  ever  compete  with  its  Sister  City  in 
population  or  importance  was  so  preposterous  that  no  one 
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ever  thought  of  such  a  thing,  or,  if  he  did,  would  certainly 
have  had  sense  enough  not  to  mention  the  idea  in  the  pres- 
ence of  a  resident  of  St.  Paul. 

I  was  in  Springfield,  111.,  of  an  evening,  and  at  the  office 
of  the  Journal  was  alone  with  the  manager.  "Mr.  Lincoln," 
said  he,  "sat  in  the  chair  where  you  sit  now,  when  the  dis- 
patch came  announcing  his  nomination  for  the  Presidency. 
He  had  stayed  away  from  the  Convention  because  he  said 
he  thought  he  was  a  little  too  much  of  a  candidate  to  make 
it  good  taste  for  him  to  go ;  and  then  he  added  'I'm  afraid 
I  am  hardly  enough  of  a  one  to  warrant  me  in  staying 
away.'  "  The  newspaper  man,  before  saying  good  night, 
took  me  around  and  showed  me  the  modest  two-story  house 
that  had  been  Mr.  Lincoln's  home.  I  could  see  it  well 
enough  in  the  moonlight  and  remember  it  perfectly,  with  its 
green  blinds,  roof  slanting  to  the  street  and  the  door  yard 
fence  painted  white.  , 

There  was  occasion  to  be  at  the  station  early  next  morn- 
ing, I  think  4.30  was  the  hour  my  train  was  advertised  to 
start,  and  I  was  there.  The  station  was  well  filled  w'ith  a 
heterogeneous  set  of  human  beings  who  appeared  to  be  bent 
on  going  somewhere ;  most  of  them  talked  about  "going 
West"  and  were  of  the  class  of  pioneers,  nearly  every  one  of 
them  being  apparently  chuck  full  of  days'  works,  courage 
and  good  nature.  There  was  one  exception,  a  man  who  had 
for  sale,  and  had  with  him,  in  a  basket,  for  immediate  deliv- 
ery, a  remedy  for  fever  and  ague,  price  one  dollar  a  bottle. 
It  was  a  sure  cure,  never  known  to  fail  except  in  one  instance 
and  the  exception  proved  the  rule.  The  exception,  how- 
ever, was  the  man  himself,  who  was,  at  that  particular  time, 
the  best  example  of  what  they  used  in  Illinois  to  call  the 
"shakes"  that  I  have  ever  seen.  Still  he  was  not  only  sat- 
urated with  his  remedy,  but  had  reinforced  it  with  another 
that  was  said  to  be  also  good  for  snake  bites.  He  showed 
no  evidence  of  bites,  but  as  for  ague,  he  made  the  story  seem 
probable  that  such  people  were  of  use  in  the  Autumn,  be- 
cause if  one  climbed  a  hickory  tree  his  involuntary  move- 
ments would  shake  off  the  nuts.    The  train  was  slow  about 
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starting  that  morning,  or  late  about  arriving,  and  the  mem- 
ory of  that  early  hour  or  two  in  the  station  at  Springfield  is 
not  a  cheerful  one.  I  sometimes  think  it  a  part  of  Mr.  Lin- 
coln's good  fortune  that  he  never  went  back  to  Springfield, 
for  to  pass  through  that  station  as  it  was  then  could  have 
afforded  him  no  pleasure. 

Milwaukee  was  a  clean,  well-built  town.  I  walked  down 
a  steep  incline  from  the  Newhall  House  to  the  office  of  the 
Evening  Wisconsin,  then  situated  at  the  river's  edge,  and 
there  I  met  Mr.  Andrew  Jackson  Aikens,  a  man  who  was 
then  and  is  now  (1905)  business  manager  and  part  owner 
of  the  paper,  as  well  as  being  the  originator  of  the  "patent 
inside"  system  that  has  made  it  possible  to  have  a  paper  at 
every  frontier  outpost  or  county  seat  where  there  is  a  proba- 
bility of  sufficient  legal  advertising  to  be  done  to  amount  to 
$100  per  annum.  In  later  years  I  recall  walking  again  down 
that  incline  toward  the  river  accompanied  by  my  old  time 
competitor  and  long  time  friend,  Mr.  S.  M.  Pettengill.  He 
stopped  suddenly,  grasped  me  by  the  arm  and  with  the  other 
hand  pointed  across  the  water.  "Do  you  see  that?  I  like 
that !"  he  asked  and  exclaimed.  His  eyes  seemed  to  be  fixed 
on  a  huge  black  and  white  sign  that  decorated  the  side  of  a 
great  warehouse,  and  contained  a  single  word.  "What  is 
it?"  I  asked,  "What  is  it  you  like?"  "Do  you  see  that 
sign?"  "Yes!  What  of  it?"  "Do  you  see  what  it  says?" 
"Yes,  it  says  commission."  .  "Not  only  commission,"  said 
Mr.  Pettengill,  "but  it  is  a  very  large  commission !"  The 
commissions  allowed  to  agents  at  that  time  were  larger  than 
now,  but  the  tendency  to  restrict  them  had  made  so  much 
progress  as  to  enable  Mr.  Pettengill  to  fully  make  up  his 
mind  as  to  what  he  particularly  liked. 

Less  attractive,  less  orderly  than  Milwaukee,  Chicago 
was  not  so  nice  in  any  way,  only  it  was  busier  and  had  gotten 
past  the  period  of  being  jealous  of  Milwaukee,  which  had 
long  promised  to  be  the  place  of  greater  importance.  The 
sidewalks  seemed  to  be  mainly  of  wood;  at  every  street 
crossing  the  foot  passenger  walked  down  or  up  a  short  flight 
of  plank  stairs,  and  if  it  were  after  dark  and  pedestrians  not 
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too  plenty  the  rats  would  scurry  in  every  direction  as  one 
passed  up  and  down  the  rickety  steps.  The  people  seemed 
to  live  in  story  and  a  half  wooden  houses,  and  in  the  back 
yard  of  these  a  barrel  set  down  in  the  spongy  soil  seemed  to 
make  a  good  enough  well,  and,  if  covered  with  a  board,  to 
keep  out  deceased  rats  and  cats,  no  reasonable  person  would 
have  occasion  to  find  fault  with  the  quality  of  the  water ;  for 
he  might  go  far,  provided  he  confined  his  journeyings  to 
the  limits  of  the  city,  without  finding  any  better. 

Two  papers  in  Chicago  were  of  prime  importance,  the 
Tribune  and  the  Times.  The  Tribune  was  just  coining 
money,  and  had  a  handsome  new  building  not  less  than  three 
stories  high.  The  manager,  and  a  part  owner  of  the  paper, 
was  a  Mr.  Cowles,  a  handsome,  agreeable  man  with  a  crisp 
manner,  who  did  not  seem  to  have  any  undue  enthusiasm 
about  welcoming  or  recognizing  a  new  advertising  agent. 
"Who  does  the  agent  represent?"  asked  Mr.  Cowles.  I 
thought  it  a  conundrum,  and  not  being  able  to  guess  it  de- 
clined to  speak  for  others,  but  for  myself  would  venture  to 
say  that  I,  as  an  agent,  represented  myself.  That  seemed  to 
be  a  new  idea  to  Mr.  Cowles,  but,  on  reflection,  he  admitted 
that  such  might  also  be  the  case  with  some  of  the  others.  He 
spoke,  with  some  indications  of  a  liking  for  him,  of  "Jim 
Bates."  It  was  the  first  time  I  had  ever  heard  of  him,  and 
Mr.  Cowles  told  me  he  was  the  more  active  partner  of  the 
Pettengill  concern.  What  Mr.  Cowles  had  in  mind  when 
he  propounded  his  conundrum  was  that  the  agent  purported 
to  represent  the  newspaper,  that  the  newspaper  paid  him,  but 
that  in  practice  the  agent  represented  the  advertiser  and 
worked  for  his  interests  all  the  time.  The  proposition  was 
new  to  me.  I  had  not  carried  my  consideration  of  the  ques- 
tion so  far ;  but  in  after  years  I  noted  that  although  the 
agent's  commission  apparently  does  come  in  the  shape  of 
an  allowance  from  the  paper  when  the  bill  is  paid,  yet  the 
actual  money  comes  not  from  the  paper  but  from  the  adver- 
tiser. I  have  also  noticed  that  in  all  brokerage  it  is  the  buyer 
that  the  broker  must  seek,  that  without  the  buyer  he  can  do 
nothing  for  the  seller,  and  the  loyalty  is  admitted  to  be  due 
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to  the  man  who  pays  the  broker  money  rather  than  to  the 
man  to  whom  the  broker  pays  the  money.  It  is  the  man  with 
the  money  that  is  sought  after  by  the  agent  and  the  news- 
paper and,  for  that  matter,  by  almost  everybody  that  is  walk- 
ing up  and  down  the  earth.  Mr.  W.  H.  Cowles,  publisher 
of  that  excellent  daily,  the  Spokesman  Review  of  Spokane, 
in  the  State  of  Washington,  is  a  son  of  the  gentleman  here 
mentioned  as  the  business  manager  of  the  Chicago  Tribune. 

At  the  office  of  the  Detroit  Tribune,  the  evening  when  I 
called,  there  sat  at  a  desk  a  kindly-faced,  bearded  man,  evi- 
dently in  the  early  forties.  He  told  me  much  about  Michi- 
gan and  Detroit  and  the  newspaper  prospects,  and  I  came 
away  thinking  him  a  nice  man  but  one  not  at  all  likely  to  set 
the  world  on  fire ;  and  for  that  matter  he  never  has.  But 
this  was  Mr.  J.  E.  Scripps,  who  afterwards  established  the 
Detroit  Nezvs  and  also  the  numerous  papers  that  compose 
the  Scripps-McRae  League  of  to-day ;  and  perhaps  has  done 
as  much,  or  more,  toward  forwarding  the  interests  of  one 
cent  journalism  than  even  the  great  and  yellow  Mr.  Hearst 
of  San  Francisco,  New  York,  Boston,  Chicago  and  Los 
Angeles. 

At  Toledo  I  called  at  the  office  of  the  daily  Blade,  where 
I  saw  the  proprietor,  who  told  me  that  he  was  then  issuing 
1, 800  copies.  I  had  supposed  the  edition  was  larger  and  said 
so,  whereupon  he  admitted  quite  willingly  that  it  had  not 
been  nearly  so  large  until  very  recently ;  but  told  me  he  had 
lately  secured,  as  editor,  David  R.  Locke,  who  had  become 
rather  famous  as  the  writer  of  the  Nasby  Letters.  Since 
Mr.  Locke  came  the  circulation  had  increased. 

The  next  forenoon,  I  remember  it  was  a  sunny  morning, 
I  stood  on  the  street  with  Ralph  H.  Waggoner,  Jr.,  whose 
father  was  editor  of  the  Toledo  Commercial,  a  paper  that 
seemed  then  and  often  afterwards  to  be  almost  a  success,  but 
never  quite  arrived  at  it,  and  has  finally  died.  Mr.  Wag- 
goner directed  my  attention  to  a  man  on  the  other  side  of  the 
street  who,  he  said,  was  Mr.  Locke.  I  recall  just  how  he 
looked.  Probably  33  or  34  years  of  age,  stout  and  heavy  of 
build,  not  of  more  than  medium  height,  wearing  a  pair  of 
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black  pantaloons  that  were  not  creased  but  somewhat  kneed, 
a  pepper  and  salt  sack  coat,  very  short,  and  a  silk  hat  that 
appeared  to  give  evidence  of  considerable  use  in  sleeping  cars 
rather  than  of  ironing  or  brushing.  He  was  a  good-looking 
man,  on  the  whole,  and  seemed  to  be  enjoying  very  much  a 
conversation  he  was  carrying  on  with  his  companion  as  they 
walked  along  toward  the  office  of  the  Blade.  I  afterwards 
came  to  see  and  know  a  great  deal  of  Mr.  Locke.  He  cer- 
tainly became  a  conspicuous  figure  in  American  journalism. 
It  used  at  one  time  to  be  said  that  he  made  a  good  living  by 
selling  the  Blade  at  one  season  of  the  year,  when  someone 
turned  up  who  thought  he  could  run  it  better  than  Locke 
did,  and  buying  it  back  a  few  months  later,  when  the  pur- 
chaser found  that  he  could  not. 

At  Cleveland  the  best  paper  was  the  Herald,  although 
Mr.  Cowles  of  the  Leader  did  not  seem  to  think  so.  The 
Herald  was  controlled  by  A.  W.  Fairbanks,  a  practical 
printer.  George  A.  Benedict  was  editor-in-chief,  and  his 
son,  George  S.  Benedict,  had  charge  of  the  advertising  de- 
partment. The  last-named  was  a  specially  attractive  and 
capable  young  man,  who  had  business  ideas  concerning  the 
management  of  a  newspaper  that  were  decidedly  in  advance 
of  his  time.  On  the  occasion  of  a  visit  to  New  York  he  was 
so  unfortunate  as  to  be  on  a  sleeping  car  on  the  Hudson 
River  Railroad,  on  a  train  that  collided  with  an  oil  train 
somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  Poughkeepsie,  and  he 
and  many  other  passengers  perished  in  the  conflagration. 
After  young  Benedict's  death  the  Herald  ceased  to  hold  its 
pre-eminence,  which  was  eventually  assumed  by  the  Leader, 
presided  over  by  a  Mr.  Cowles,  and  was  afterwards  merged 
in  the  Leader.  The  Mr.  Cowles  of  Cleveland  was  a  brother 
of  that  Mr.  Cowles  who  has  been  mentioned  as  business 
manager  and  part  owner  of  the  Chicago  Tribune.  He  had 
a  peculiar  defect  of  speech,  conveying  to  a  hearer  the  im- 
pression that  he  had  no  palate.  There  was  no  real  defi- 
ciency in  his  organs  of  speech,  however,  but  the  trouble  arose 
from  the  ear,  which  was  deficient  in  a  peculiar  way,  inasmuch 
as,  though  he  could  hear  most  sounds  perfectly  well,  any 
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sound  of  S,  or  as  he  expressed  it,  any  hissing  sound,  was 
absolutely  lost  to  him,  and  he  told  me  once  that  he  had  never 
in  his  life  heard  a  bird  sing,  and  was  man  grown  before  he 
realized  that  there  really  was  any  such  thing  as  the  song  of 
birds,  of  which  so  much  was  said  in  literature,  but  had  sup- 
posed it  was  all  a  sort  of  poetic  license. 

Coming  east  from  Cleveland  I  found  myself  in  a  seat 
with  a  red-faced,  stout,  handsome,  elderly  man  whom  I  rec- 
ognized as  Henry  Wilson,  Senator  from  Massachusetts — col- 
league of  Charles  Sumner — afterwards  Vice-President  of  the 
United  States  during  one  term  of  Gen.  Grant's  Presidency. 
Mr.  Wilson  was  a  self-made  man,  often  spoken  of  as  the 
"Natick  Cobbler."  He  had  been  a  shoemaker,  and  his  home 
was  still  in  Natick,  Mass.,  and  at  that  time  I,  too,  had  a  house 
in  a  part  of  that  town  known  as  South  Natick. 

The  village  of  South  Natick  is  distinguished  for  being 
the  scene  of  the  labors  of  Eliot,  the  Apostle  to  the  Indians. 
Whether  any  one  of  his  red  parishioners  was  ever  able  to 
read  a  chapter,  verse,  word  or  letter  of  the  Bible  he  trans- 
lated into  their  alleged  language,  is  a  matter  of  doubt  in  my 
mind,  but  he  surely  did  make  an  impression  upon  these  chil- 
dren of  the  woods,  and  they  gathered  around  him ;  and  in- 
dications that  many  of  them,  dying,  received  from  him  the 
rites  of  Christian  burial,  were  plainly  shown,  in  1866,  by  nu- 
merous headstones  of  slate,  bearing  unpronounceable  names, 
all  more  or  less  disarranged  by  encroachments  of  the  high- 
way, as  well  as  of  a  dooryard  fence  and  sundry  flower  beds 
and  borders  such  as  are  inseparable  from  the  New  England 
garden.  It  cannot  be  that  the  intelligence  of  the  Old  Bay 
State  will  allow  such  a  relic,  such  a  memento  of  the  early 
day,  to  entirely  disappear  from  the  ken  of  man  by  sheer  neg- 
lect of  ordinary  care  and  precaution.  South  Natick  is  also 
the  very  same  quaint  old  village  referred  to  in  Mrs.  Stowe's 
story  of  "Old  Town  Folks."  It  was  here  that  lived  the  easy- 
going Sam  Lawson,  whose  lack  of  energy  must  clear  him 
from  any  suspicion  of  being  the  progenitor  of  that  Mr.  Law- 
son  who  at  the  present  time  seems  to  be  beyond  question 
Massachusetts'  most  active  and  ingenious  citizen. 
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I  fell  into  conversation  with  the  Senator,  and  being  a 
townsman  was  a  recommendation  for  me.  We  came  to  be  on 
very  friendly  terms,  and  when  night  approached  and  a  sleep- 
ing car  was  taken  on,  as  it  was  found  that  the  Senator  had 
failed  to  secure  sleeping  accommodations,  while  I  had  been 
so  extravagant  as  to  preempt  a  whole  section,  I  was  glad  to 
offer  to  divide,  and  he  equally  so  to  avail  himself  of  my  offer. 
I  was  not  much  used  to  sleeping  cars  at  that  time,  and  my 
little  experience  had  led  me  to  prefer  the  upper  berth.  The 
Senator  insisted  that  I  should  have  the  choice  of  quarters, 
and  desiring  to  be  civil  and  exhibit  due  respect  I  consid- 
erately took  the  lower  berth  and  allowed  the  heavy  and  much 
older  man  to  climb  into  the  upper  one  by  the  aid  of  the  porter 
and  a  step  ladder.  I  really  thought  the  Senator  treated  me 
next  morning  with  an  additional  regard. 

Trains  did  not  run  as  fast  then  as  they  do  now,  and  it 
was  late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day  before  we  reached 
New  York,  down  by  the  way  of  the  Hudson  River,  arriving 
at  some  point,  at  present  quite  unknown  to  me,  over  on  the 
west  side,  and  from  which  we  made  our  way,  each  carrying 
a  portmanteau,  to  the  New  York  Central  Railroad  station, 
then  situated  where  the  Madison  Square  Garden  now  is,  at 
the  corner  of  Fourth  avenue  and  27th  street.  We  were  too 
late.  The  train  was  pulling  out.  As  that  operation  was  per- 
formed by  horse  power  there  was  some  confusion  about 
where  each  car  was  to  go.  Someone  suggested  that  if  we 
should  hurry  up — I  think  it  was  hump  ourselves  that  he  said 
— we  might  still  make  the  train  at  the  34th  street  tunnel,  or 
thereabouts,  and  this  we  attempted  to  do ;  but  were  too  late 
at  34th  street,  and  when  we  arrived  at  the  upper  opening 
of  the  tunnel,  at  41st  street,  we  saw  the  train  gliding  grace- 
fully away,  quite  beyond  our  reach.  The  Senator  and  I 
parted  company  there,  but  not  until  he  had  explained  that, 
on  account  of  unexpected  delays,  he  found  himself  almost 
out  of  money  and,  as  I  was  a  townsman  of  his,  he  would 
venture  to  ask  for  the  loan  of  ten  dollars,  which  I  was  very 
glad  to  grant ;  and  my  partner  and  office  boys  were  much 
impressed  two  or  three  days  later  when  the  Senator  found 


Thirteenth    Paper 

his  way  up  our  two  flights  of  dark  stairs,  to  the  little  back 
office,  and  repaid  his  loan  with  civil  words  of  thanks.  Not 
being  a  politician  myself  and  the  Senator  not  being  an  adver- 
tiser it  was  never  my  fortune  to  improve  the  acquaintance 
thus  begun,  but  as  I  grew  older,  and  learned  to  know  more 
about  traveling,  I  have  always  regretted  that  I  did  not  let 
Mr.  Wilson  have  that  lower  berth. 
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The  business  of  securing  a  list  of  the  newspapers  in  ex- 
istence began  to  seem  a  pressing  one.  There  was  a  New 
England  Business  Directory  that  contained  a  moderately 
accurate  list.  A  still  better  catalogue  of  the  papers  issued  in 
New  Hampshire  and  Vermont  was  also  available,  but  beyond 
these,  so  far  as  we  were  concerned,  all  was  chaos.  The 
Niles  and  Pettengill  agencies  had  lists,  compiled  during  long 
dealings  had  by  themselves  and  their  predecessor,  Mr. 
Palmer ;  but  to  ask  a  sight  of  such  a  list  would  be  about 
as  brash  as  to  expect  to  be  favored  with  a  catalogue  of  their 
customers  and  the  scale  of  charges  made  for  services. 

One  of  the  best  lines  of  business  early  developed  was  the 
advertisements  of  publishers  for  local  agents  to  canvass  for 
so-called  subscription  books,  which  were  publications  of  pre- 
tentious appearance  that  were  withheld  from  the  trade,  and 
therefore  only  to  be  had  by  subscription  through  an  agent. 
These  books  were  printed  on  thick  paper,  showily  bound, 
padded  to  fill  out  a  requisite  number  of  pages,  were  generally 
sold  for  $3.00  or  $3.50;  and  upon  each  sale  the  agent  was 
allowed  a  profit  of  40  per  cent.  The  occupants  of  the  farm 
houses  of  the  country  seemed  to  hunger  for  these  showy 
volumes.  The  prices  of  produce  were  high,  paper  money 
was  plenty,  and  an  active  canvasser  of  good  address  often 
made  enough  money  in  a  season  to  furnish  a  capital  on  which 
he,  too,  could  become  a  publisher  and  eventually  make  a  for- 
tune all  his  own.  The  "History  of  Methodism,"  "Beyond 
the  Mississippi,"  the  "Field,  Dungeon  and  Escape,"  and 
Mark  Twain's  "Innocents  Abroad"  were  good  specimens  of 
the  literature  thus  disseminated.  Some  of  the  subscription 
books  reached  editions  of  a  quarter  of  a  million  copies  or 
more,  and  yielded  a  substantial  competence  for  their  enter- 
prising publishers.  The  only  time  the  writer  ever  had  a 
personal  conference  with  Mark  Twain  was  at  the  office  of 
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one  of  these  publishing  houses.  Mr.  Clemens  was  then  al- 
most unknown  to  fame,  possibly  best  known  by  his  tale  of 
the  "Jumping  Frog  of  Calaveras."  I  remember  him  as  a 
rather  youthful,  sandy  complexioned  person,  not  appearing 
to  be  particularly  impressed  with  his  surroundings  at  the 
moment,  but  very  much  in  earnest  in  a  resolve  to  ascertain 
whether  or  no,  in  the  City  of  Hartford,  such  a  much  needed 
staple  as  a  bottle  of  Bass's  ale  could  be  procured.  But  that 
was  later. 

It  so  chanced  that  a  book  publishing  firm  doing  business 
in  Hartford,  composed  of  two  young  men  who  had  them- 
selves been  successful  canvassers,  was  bringing  out  a  book 
that  it  was  thought  could  be  sold  advantageously  in  the 
Canadian  provinces  of  New  Brunswick,  Nova  Scotia  and 
Prince  Edward  Island.  This  firm,  Messrs.  Scranton  &  Burr, 
had  patronized  our  combination  of  New  England  papers  to 
the  extent  of  a  hundred  dollars.  We  had  been  paid,  and 
looked  upon  them  as  prospective  producers  of  future  profits 
for  our  enterprise ;  so  one  day,  when  an  application  came  for 
a  catalogue  of  papers  and  prices  for  a  month's  advertising 
in  the  papers  of  the  regions  named  above,  it  deserved  and  re- 
ceived immediate  attention,  although  neither  Dodd  nor  I 
had  ever  seen  a  paper  or  a  rate  card  from  that  region ;  and, 
so  far  as  we  knew  then  or  know  now,  no  catalogue  of  the 
papers  published  there  was  in  existence.  There  was  one 
gleam  of  hope,  however.  Our  solicitor,  Fox,  came  from 
Nova  Scotia.  He  was  a  printer  by  trade.  He  remembered 
the  names  of  several  home  papers,  but,  better  than  that,  he 
knew  that  for  some  unaccountable  reason  the  provinces  pro- 
duced an  oversupply  of  journeymen  printers,  and  there  was 
scarcely  a  printing  office  in  Boston  that  did  not  number 
among  its  employees  one  or  more  of  these  "blue  nose" 
craftsmen.  I  never  knew  why  a  man  from  Nova  Scotia  was 
called  a  "blue  nose,"  but  he  al,ways  was  so  called — in  Boston. 

Fox  started  out  with  pencil  and  pad.  Any  man  whom  he 
had  ever  seen  or  heard  of  was,  to  Fox,  an  intimate  friend. 
No-admittance  signs  did  not  deter  him.  He  visited  nearly 
every  printing  office  in  town,  learned  what  men  were  there 
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from  the  Eastern  provinces,  what  papers  they  could  recall, 
whether  issued  daily,  weekly  or  semi-weekly,  and  about  how 
large  was  the  population  of  the  place  where  published. 
When  the  names  were  written  down  they  made  quite  a  long 
list.  The  size  of  the  town  where  issued  might  give  some 
idea  of  the  relative  importance  of  the  paper ;  the  advertising 
rates  in  Canadian  provinces  were  likely  to  be  less  than  for 
papers  in  similar  localities  in  Maine  or  Vermont;  there 
might  be  some  risk  of  having  to  pay  to  some  of  the  papers 
a  greater  sum  than  the  price  estimated  for  the  service,  but 
we  needed  experience  and  this  was  an  opportunity  to  get  it. 

The  list  was  written  out,  a  price  set  down  against  the 
name  of  each  paper,  and  the  estimate  forwarded  within 
twenty-four  hours  after  the  application  had  been  received, 
and  it  amounted  to  a  considerable  sum  ;  something  over  $200, 
as  I  remember.  We  hardly  knew  whether  to  be  glad  or  sorry 
when,  by  return  mail,  the  order  came  to  go  ahead ;  and  go 
ahead  we  did,  and  much  correspondence  there  was.  Letters 
came  back  postmarked  "No  such  paper  published;"  letters 
came  from  the  Mirimichi  Lumberman,  successor  to  the 
Forester  of  that  place,  now  merged  in  the  first-named.  Some 
wanted  a  higher  price  for  their  service  and  some  desired  the 
money  in  advance,  or  a  better  understanding  of  the  probabili- 
ties of  getting  it  eventually,  before  proceeding  with  the  work. 
On  the  whole,  however,  the  papers  were  eager  enough,  the 
prices  offered,  based  on  the  war-inflated  figures  of  the  Amer- 
ican papers,  proved  tempting;  but,  better  than  all,  the  call 
for  agents  met  with  responses  and  the  people  seemed  to  be 
in  want  of  that  particular  book.  The  advertising  brought 
results,  and  the  publishers  made  money  out  of  the  enterprise. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  we  were  able  to  render  our  bill, 
with  a  revised  and  corrected  list  of  the  papers ;  and  the  re- 
vised list  varied  so  much  from  the  estimate  that  one  would 
hardly  be  certain  that  there  was  ever  any  connection  between 
the  two.  It  was  explained  by  Fox,  that  the  printers,  from 
whose  memories  the  original  list  had  been  compiled,  had  in 
most  cases  not  been  home  in  from  five  to  fifteen  years ;  in 
fact,  rarely  went  home,  or  expected  ever  to  go  again,  and 
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there  was  naturally  some  change  in  newspaper  offices  going 
on  all  the  time.  Horace  and  I  were  anxious  about  that  bill. 
We  made  it  out  with  care,  said  not  a  word  in  explanation, 
believing  that  there  would  be  quite  time  enough  for  that  be- 
fore it  would  be  paid.  It  so  happened,  as  I  have  said,  that 
the  advertising  had  produced  results.  The  sending  in  of  the 
bill  having  been  delayed,  it  chanced  to  come  at  a  time  when 
the  publishers  were  squaring  up  accounts  and  counting  the 
profits.  They  were  well  satisfied.  A  check  in  full  settle- 
ment came  by  return  mail,  with  no  questions  asked,  and  the 
incident  was  closed.  I  often  talked  over  the  case  afterward 
with  Messrs.  Scranton  &  Burr.  They  had  been  pleased  with 
the  service  rendered  and,  as  for  discrepancies  between  the 
estimate  and  the  bill,  no  thought  of  comparing  the  two  had 
entered  the  head  of  either. 

It  was  evident,  however,  that  our  young  advertising 
agency  must  in  some  way  acquire  a  list  of  newspapers.  We 
began  thereupon  to  prosecute  inquiries  on  that  head  in  every 
direction.  Whenever  a  paper  was  quoted  in  another  paper 
we  made  a  note  of  the  name  and  added  it  to  our  list.  If  an 
advertiser  had  a  list  of  papers  he  had  used,  and  submitted  it 
to  us  for  an  estimate,  that  also  served  to  enrich  our  collec- 
tion of  names.  Something  might  also  be  done  by  going  over 
the  exchange  lists  of  friendly  newspapers.  After  a  long 
time  we  compiled  little  leaflets  containing  the  names  of  all 
the  papers  that  we  knew  anything  about,  in  each  separate 
State,  and,  submitting  these  to  the  papers  mentioned,  asked 
each  to  erase  those  that  had  ceased  to  exist  and  add  any  that 
they  knew  that  had  failed  to  obtain  mention  ;  promising  as  a 
remuneration  for  the  service  that  a  free  copy  of  a  corrected 
list  should  be  sent  as  soon  as  a  revision  was  completed.  Of 
these  State  catalogues  a  good  many  copies  were  sold  to  in- 
quiring advertisers  at  25  cents  apiece  ;  and  each  contained 
an  announcement  of  the  superior  facilities,  possessed  by  our 
youngest  of  advertising  agencies,  to  aid  every  advertiser  in 
placing  his  newspaper  patronage  at  lower  rates  and  on  bet- 
ter conditions  than  anybody  else  had  ever  been  able  to  offer. 
The  younger,  the  less  experienced  the  agent,  the  greater  his 
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confidence  in  his  ability  to  do  better  service  than  can  be  had 
elsewhere.    That  was  true  then,  and  just  as  true  now. 

I  may  mention  one  circumstance  as  further  illustrating 
the  scarcity  of  information  about  the  names  of  newspapers : 
We  were  assured  by  a  partner  of  the  Chicago  agency  of 
Cook,  Coburn  &  Mack  that  they  had  believed  there  was  an 
opening  for  a  successful  agency  in  the  field  of  which  Cin- 
cinnati would  serve  as  a  central  point  of  operations,  and  had 
determined  to  avail  themselves  of  the  opportunity,  but  finally 
gave  up  the  idea  on  account  of  the  apparent  impossibility  of 
obtaining  a  catalogue  of  the  papers  issued  in  Ohio,  Ken- 
tucky, Indiana  and  Western  Pennsylvania.  They  after- 
wards did  gain  sufficient  knowledge  to  encourage  them  to 
carry  out  their  first  intention. 
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The  business  went  on  pretty  well.  The  first  year's  oper- 
ations vindicated  the  accuracy  of  the  calculations  that  had 
preceded  entering  upon  the  enterprise.  Mr.  Evans  regret- 
ted that  he  came  into  the  business  too  late,  for  no  longer 
could  an  advertising  agent  count  upon  the  clean  25  per  cent 
profit  that  had  been  possible  in  Palmer's  time.  Our  total 
operations  for  the  first  twelve  months  figured  up  a  gross 
sum  between  twenty-seven  and  twenty-eight  thousand  dol- 
lars, and  at  the  end  of  the  year  we  had  paid  our  office  ex- 
penses, salaries,  printing,'  rent,  postage  and  whatever  items 
were  incidental  to  the  business,  and  beyond  these  the  books 
showed  that  the  estimated  net  profit  of  ten  thousand  dollars 
had  not  only  been  realized,  but  was  actually  exceeded  by  two 
or  three  hundred  dollars. 

In  the  first  year  after  surrendering  the  salaried  position  I 
had  held  for  seven  years  my  half  of  the  earnings  of  the 
Agency  I  had  established  amounted  to  a  larger  sum  than  the 
total  of  the  seven  years'  salary  added  together ;  and  yet  I 
have  always  been  of  the  opinion  that  I  did  not  stay  too  long 
in  the  office  where  my  earnings  were  so  moderate,  for  there 
was  a  value  in  the  experience  I  gained,  in  the  knowledge  of 
men  and  methods  I  acquired,  in  the  acquaintances  I  made 
among  men  who  might  be  useful  to  me  in  after  life,  that  was 
worth  to  me  far  more  than  the  money  paid  me  for  wages, 
and  I  have  ever  regarded  it  as  a  mistake  when  a  young  man 
has  left  a  position  where  his  earnings  would  permit  him  to 
exist  to  take  another  in  an  office  where,  although  he  might 
have  an  increase  of  salary,  his  opportunities  for  acquiring 
business  knowledge  and  training  would  be  less.  No  man  is 
likely  to  be  a  conspicuous  success,  from  a  business  point  of 
view,  so  long  as  he  works  for  somebody  else  for  a  weekly 
stipend;  but  so  long  as  he  has  to  do  this  the  fewer  changes 
he  makes  the  better  it  will  be  for  him. 
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On  one  other  point  I  would  like  to  speak  to  young  men 
in  salaried  positions  who  will  read  these  words.  Do  not  for- 
get that  business  is  buying  to  advantage  and  selling  at  a 
profit.  You  must  be  worth  to  your  employer  more  than  he 
pays  you,  or  there  is  no  profit  to  him  upon  his  investment  in 
you.  If  you  are  worth  to  him  a  very  great  deal  more  than 
he  pays  you  he  will  know  it  and  others  will  see  it.  By  and 
by  some  one  will  try  to  take  you  away  by  offering  a  higher 
price.  In  that  case  it  is  likely  that  your  present  employer 
will  advance  the  figure,  but  it  is  often  much  better  to  stay 
where  they  know  you  and  your  worth  than  to  go  to  another 
place  where  you  may  fall  short  of  meeting  expectations.  No 
salary  is  likely  to  permit  of  very  great  savings ;  expenses  in- 
crease as  income  increases ;  but  the  value  of  knowledge 
gained  may  be  something  enormous,  and  available  at  a  mo- 
ment when  least  expected.  The  reputation  of  staying  long 
in  one  place  is  a  valuable  asset  for  a  clerk.  The  man  who 
has  been  in  ten  places  in  ten  years,  and  can  refer  confidently 
to  each  and  all  of  them,  is  not  on  the  high  road  to  success. 
If  you  are  a  business  man  and  want  an  assistant  you  will 
do  well  to  steer  clear  of  the  man  whose  experience  is  so 
varied  and  who  is  always  so  eager  to  find  a  better  place  that 
he  does  not  leave  himself  time  to  quite  fill  the  one  he  at  pres- 
ent occupies. 

A  good  proportion  of  our  business  came  from  New  York. 
As  the  list  of  New  England  papers  could  be  managed  so  well 
why  not  have  a  similar  list  in  the  great  State  of  New  York  ? 
I  consulted  advertisers  on  the  subject ;  some  thought  favor- 
ably of  the  proposed  expansion,  others  believed  it  would  be 
best  to  let  well  enough  alone.  I  made  a  trip  to  New  York 
City  to  look  over  the  ground  in  person.  Among  the  firms 
who  had  favored  us  with  an  occasional  order  were  the  pub- 
lishing houses  of  D.  Appleton  &  Co.  and  Fowler  &  Wells, 
the  first  a  great  firm  of  booksellers,  the  other  the  headquar- 
ters of  Phrenology,  the  Phrenological  Journal  and  the 
myriad  publications  issued  by  the  prolific  Professor  Fowler. 

At  the  office  of  the  Appletons  I  talked  with  Mr.  George 
S.  Appleton,  a  man  who  had  the  most  forbidding  counte- 
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nance  and  the  crassest,  curtest  manner  of  any  business  man 
I  had  ever  been  brought  in  contact  with.  He  said  he  had 
used  our  New  England  list  once  or  twice,  but  did  not  think 
much  of  it ;  very  likely  might  never  use  it  any  more ;  advised 
me  to  stop  where  we  stood ;  did  not  believe  a  New  York  list 
would  succeed  as  well,  and,  for  his  part,  saw  no  likelihood 
of  ever  having  any  use  for  it.  Mr.  Wells  was  a  pleasant- 
faced  man,  well  advanced  in  years.  He  thought  the  idea 
ingenious  and  good ;  advised  me  to  push  it  forward,  and 
assured  me  that  his  firm  would  surely  make  frequent  use  of 
the  facilities  it  would  enable  us  to  offer.  It  was  eventually 
decided  that  we  would  inaugurate  the  New  York  list,  so  we 
made  the  contracts,  issued  our  catalogue  and  proposals,  and 
among  the  first  orders  received  for  the  first  month  was  one 
from  D.  Appleton  &  Co.,  and  it  is  a  fact  that  from  that  day 
to  the  end  of  the  chapter  no  order  ever  came  from  Fowler  & 
Wells. 

It  is  my  observation  that  every  young  man  will  have,  in 
starting  out  upon  a  business  career,  about  the  experience  I 
have  indicated  in  the  case  of  the  two  firms  mentioned.  He 
will  obtain  less  assistance,  less  patronage,  than  he  has  al- 
lowed himself  to  expect  from  his  friends  and  those  whom  he 
has  reason  to  think  he  will  be  able  to  influence,  but  if  he 
pushes  forward  and  works  industriously  he  will  receive  un- 
expected aid  and  valuable  patronage  from  unexpected 
sources  and  from  entire  strangers.  In  after  years  I  once 
found  myself  compelled  to  take  a  seat  in  a  railway  carriage 
at  a  White  Mountain  resort  with  him  of  forbidding  counte- 
nance, the  George  S.  Appleton  referred  to  above.  We  fell 
into  conversation,  the  talk  was  of  business  matters,  methods, 
perplexities  and  successes.  For  twelve  full  hours  our  jour- 
ney proceeded,  as  we  sat  and  talked,  and  I  have  ever  since 
liked  to  think  of  the  day  and  the  man.  I  found  him  culti- 
vated, genial,  interesting,  and  helpful  to  such  a  degree  that 
I  thought,  that  night,  and  have  thought  ever  since,  that 
rarely,  if  ever,  had  chance  brought  me  in  contact  with  a  man 
in  every  way  so  charming,  and  it  seemed  to  me  in  every  way 
so  excellent.  It  was  a  lesson  to  me,  and  from  that  time  I  have 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

never  allowed  myself  to  believe  a  man  lacking  in  lovable 
qualities  merely  because  on  the  occasion  of  a  first  or  even  a 
second  meeting  he  had  seemed  to  me  to  be  so. 

Of  course,  there  were  difficulties  and  worries.  Whoever 
has  conducted  an  increasing  business,  on  a  small  capital,  has 
learned  that  such  a  condition  entails  a  certainty  of  being 
short  of  funds.  We  were  always  prompt  with  our  remit- 
tances, and  never  hesitated  to  borrow  of  A  to  pay  B,  even 
though  B  might  be  in  no  hurry  for  the  money ;  in  fact,  quite 
willing  to  wait.  This  practice  of  prompt  payment  soon  gave 
our  firm  the  reputation  of  being  better  off  than  we  were. 
Oftentimes  there  was  an  anxious  need  of  a  few  hundred 
dollars  when  there  was  no  place  in  sight  from  which  it  could 
be  obtained.  Then,  too,  there  would  be  days  when  no  busi- 
ness came  in,  and  we  knew  that  it  must  be  had,  or  the  out- 
come would  be  fatal  to  us. 

How  many,  many  times  have  I  called  on  a  hesitating  ad- 
vertiser, exhibited  his  proof,  given  him  a  day  or  a  week  to 
consider,  and  finally  been  disappointed.  I  particularly  re- 
member a  Boston  man  who  had  invented  a  method  of  tight- 
ening the  frame  of  a  buck  saw,  that  was,  he  thought,  a  vast 
improvement  over  the  old  plan  of  twisting  a  rope  with  a 
stick.  He  had  some  sale  for  his  device,  and  believed  it  would 
eventually  revolutionize  the  wood-sawing  business.  We 
talked  by  the  hour ;  I  might  almost  say  by  the  day.  I  went  to 
his  place  of  business,  and  he  came  to  mine.  .The  service  he 
had  in  mind  would  cost  $125.00.  There  came  a  day  when  his 
inch  and  a  quarter  of  copy  was  needed  to  fill  my  20  inches 
of  space  in  my  100  New  England  papers.  I  would  have  to 
pay  for  the  space  whether  I  used  it  or  not.  The  order  might 
be  said  to  be  one  that  would  be  all  velvet  if  it  came.  The 
ad.  was  in  type,  waiting  for  a  final  O.  K.  and  order  to  send 
it  out,  when  the  man  came  in,  out  of  breath  from  ascending 
those  two  flights  of  stairs  too  rapidly.  He  had  decided  not 
to  authorize  the  work,  because  he  was  in  fact  very  busy,  and 
he  believed  the  enormous  amount  of  publicity  we  were  to 
give  him  for  his  $125.00  would  bring  in  so  many  orders  that 
his  workshop  would  be  glutted  and  general  embarrassment 
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ensue.  I  was  grievously  disappointed,  and  as  a  final  argu- 
ment told  him  if  he  would  give  me  the  order  and  the  money 
then,  I  would  engage  to  give  him  back  every  cent  of  the  price 
if  he  should  be  able  to  show  that,  after  the  advertising  had 
been  done,  he  had  ever  had  a  single  order  from  it  or,  in  fact, 
heard  from  it  at  all  except  in  the  way  of  being  solicited  by 
other  agents  to  order  it  inserted  in  other  papers.  My  offer 
created  surprise  in  the  man's  mind,  but  he  did  not  give  me 
the  order,  and  it  is  not  my  recollection  that  he  ever  became 
well  known  as  a  successful  advertiser. 

One  day  we  had  a  veritable  bombshell  in  our  camp,  and  it 
came  from  the  hand  of  John  Moore,  our  new  solicitor  in 
New  York  City.  He  had  found  at  the  office  of  an  adver- 
tiser, of  whom  he  had  hoped  to  make  a  customer,  a  list  of 
Illinois  and  Wisconsin  weeklies  for  which  advertisements 
would  be  taken  at  not  more  than  50  cents  per  paper  per 
month,  while  our  price  was  a  dollar ;  and  more  remarkable 
still,  the  advertiser  might  insert  his  matter  for  a  single  week 
without  paying  more  than  12  cents  a  paper.  Evidently  here 
was  something  with  which,  paper  for  paper,  we  could  not 
compete.  Not  knowing  anything  about  these  Illinois  and 
Wisconsin  papers  we  were,  as  a  matter  of  course,  perfectly 
confident  that  our  papers  were  of  a  much  higher  grade,  and 
therefore,  in  the  matter  of  quality,  we  were  ahead.  Still  we 
could  not  do  the  work,  by  the  single  week,  in  even  the  poor- 
est of  the  papers  on  our  list  at  the  price  mentioned,  without 
having  to  pay  to  the  papers  more  money  than  we  should 
receive.  We  could  not  understand  it  at  all  and  the  matter 
gave  us  a  great  deal  of  trouble  for  some  days;  but  finally 
the  explanation  came  from  the  very  source  that  had  sent  the 
bomb.  In  the  office  of  another  advertiser  Moore  found  that 
an  order  had  been  given  for  the  mysterious  Western  com- 
bination, and  copies  of  the  papers  containing  the  advertise- 
ment had  been  received,  and,  in  fact,  were  there  on  the  table 
and  open  for  examination.  This  Moore  proceeded  to  make, 
and  his  practical  printer's  eye  immediately  discovered  that 
the  advertisement  was  on  the  inside  of  all  the  papers,  that 
the  papers  were  uniform  in  length  and  number  of  columns, 
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and  more  wonderful  still,  the  type  in  each  was  identical  with 
that  in  all  the  others,  and  the  reading  matter  the  same. 
That  there  was  a  "nigger  in  the  wood  pile"  was  evident,  but 
of  what  sort  and  for  what  purpose  he  was  put  there  was  still 
a  mystery.  We  all  understand  this  well  enough  to-day. 
That  was  the  beginning  of  what  is  known  among  newspaper 
men  and  advertisers  as  the  "patent  insides,"  a  scheme  first 
introduced  by  Mr.  A.  J.  Aikens  at  the  office  of  the  Milwaukee 
Evening  Wisconsin,  later  taken  up  and  most  intelligently 
pushed  into  notice  by  the  late  A.  N.  Kellogg,  of  Chicago. 
The  system  has  had  many  changes  and  enlargements  of  plan. 
It  did  not  come  much  into  competition  with  my  hundred 
paper  lists  for  several  years,  but  it  did  eventually,  after  a 
considerable  period,  have  an  important  share  among  the  in- 
fluences that  eventually  drove  our  system  out  of  business. 
At  the  present  day  (1905)  no  less  than  eight  thousand  pa- 
pers are  printed  on  the  now  so-called  co-operative  plan,  and 
the  enterprise  has,  I  am  confident,  created  at  least  two  mil- 
lionaires. Its  possibilities  are  still  great,  and  it  might  not 
be  unwise  for  Mr.  Rogers,  of  Standard  Oil,  to  look  into 
them,  when  his  present  engagement  with  the  copper  output 
and  Mr.  Lawson  of  Boston  shall  have  ceased  to  occupy  his 
attention. 
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There  was  at  this  time  in  Boston  a  learned  barber,  Wil- 
liam Bogle  by  name.  He  had  a  store  in  front  of  his  work- 
room, and  in  it  perfumery  and  cosmetics  were  sold.  The 
place  had  a  conspicuous  position  on  the  east  side  of  Wash- 
ington street,  perhaps  half  way  between  Milk  and  Summer 
streets,  and  here  Mr.  Bogle  also  dispensed  a  hair  dressing, 
known  as  Hyperion  Fluid.  The  barber  was,  as  I  have  said, 
a  scholarly  man.  The  fact  is  testified  to  by  records  that  show 
him  to  have  been  an  active  member,  and  at  one  time  presi- 
dent, of  a  Boston  literary  club,  known  as  the  Burns  Society. 
His  manner  was  dignity  personified.  He  was  courteous,  but 
very  susceptible  to  annoyances ;  and  under  favoring  condi- 
tions irascible.  Nothing  would  sooner  excite  his  scholarly 
criticism  than  the  mispronunciation  of  a  word ;  more  particu- 
larly if  that  word,  as  was  not  infrequently  the  case,  hap- 
pened to  be  his  own  name.  Horace  Dodd  used  to  tell  of  a 
wag  who  had  met  the  barber  at  the  literary  club,  and  learned 
something  of  his  peculiarities ;  who  one  day  made  his  way 
to  the  shop  where  a  conversation  took  place  about  as  follows : 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Bog-le." 

"Good  morning,  sir.    My  name  is  Bo-gle,  not  Bog-le." 
"I  beg  your  pardon.     I  called  to  get    a    bottle    of    your 
Hyper-iron  Fluid." 

The  package  was  wrapped  in  paper,  as  is  proper,  and  pre- 
sented to  the  customer  with  the  remark : 

"The  pronunciation  of  the  name  of  this  dressing  is  Hy- 
perion— not  Hyper-iron.    One  dollar,  please." 

"Oh !  Beg  pardon  again,"  said  the  man ;  and  paying  the 
price,  and  taking  his  purchase  in  hand,  he  bowed  himself  out 
with  the  parting  words  : 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Bog-le." 

Everybody  in  Boston  knew  the  self-opinionated,  self- 
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important,  little  hairdresser  and  wigmaker ;  short  of  stature, 
neat  in  dress,  his  hair  always  curled,  precise  of  speech ;  sug- 
gesting an  ancestry  perhaps  half  French,  a  quarter  Scotch, 
and  the  remainder  indefinable — without  better  information ; 
and  everybody  could,  therefore,  appreciate,  when  considered 
in  the  light  of  a  practical  joke,  how  successful  the  hectoring 
call  might  have  been. 

On  the  southwest  corner  of  Washington  and  Bromfield 
streets,  not  very  far  from  opposite  Mr.  Bogle's  emporium, 
that  was  distinguished  by  a  wax  bust  in  the  window  of  a  man 
wearing  a  lovely  wig ;  a  firm  of  fashionable  tailors  did  busi- 
ness, the  partners  being  a  Mr.  Tuttle  and  a  Mr.  Call;  and 
the  name  on  the  sign  board,  and  on  the  wide  silver  strips 
that  embellished  all  shop  windows  in  those  days,  read  CALL 
&  TUTTLE.  It  is  hard  to  tell  why  this  sign  should  attract 
so  much  attention,  but  it  is  doubtful  if  any  man  who  lived  in 
Boston,  or  even  visited  Boston  in  the  sixties  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, will  fail  to  assert,  if  asked  about  this  sign,  that  he  re- 
members it  very  well ;  and  there  seemed  to  be  something 
really  funny  in  the  true  story,  that  once,  when  in  Boston,  the 
humorist,  John  Phoenix,  entered  the  store,  asserted  that  he 
had  frequently  noticed  the  invitation,  didn't  know  just  what 
it  meant,  but  could  not  stand  out  any  longer,  and  now,  what- 
ever it  might  be,  had  acted  upon  it,  had  called,  and  would 
like  to  "Tuttle." 

As  we  approached  the  end  of  our  second  year,  it  ap- 
peared that  it  would  show  a  moderate  advance  upon  the  net 
earnings  of  the  first.  It  had  already  became  evident  that 
advertising  men  more  generally  abounded  in  New  York, 
than  in  Boston.  I  had  also  observed  that  a  New  York  man 
could  make  up  his  mind  more  quickly,  either  that  he  would 
or  would  not ;  and  as  a  consequence  business  could  there  be 
done  more  rapidly.  Mr.  Dodd  was  a  Bostonian,  and  could 
hardly  be  expected  to  thrive  beyond  sight  of  the  dome  of  the 
State  House ;  and  beside  that,  we  had  too  good  a  local  clien- 
tele to  be  neglected  or  thrown  away.  And  then  there  was 
the  Dial,  which  had  grown  to  be  a  property  worth  a  good 
deal  more  than  it  had  cost,  and  it  was  a  Boston  institution 
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pure  and  simple.  It  came  finally  to  be  understood  that  after 
the  closing  of  the  books  at  the  end  of  the  second  year  our 
firm  would  be  dissolved.  Mr.  Dodd  would  keep  the  Boston 
office,  and  do  business  as  an  advertising  agent  in  his  own 
name.  He  would  keep  the  Dial,  at  a  valuation.  Wesley  Bar- 
ber would  remain  with  him,  and  I  would  go  to  New  York, 
taking  with  me  the  firm  name,  and  the  books  of  account. 
The  bookkeeper,  Pierce,  and  the  assistant,  Frank  Newton, 
would  accompany  me.    Not  all  of  our  profits  had  been  real- 


HORACE  DODD. 


ized  in  cash.  The  books  showed  accounts  of  considerable 
value,  and  for  these  my  partner  was  willing  to  accept  my 
notes,  payable  at  dates  agreed  upon,  coming  due  at  conven- 
ient intervals,  running  through  the  next  six  months. 

After  this  had  been  arranged,  that  uncle  of  Mr.  Dodd's, 
who  had  put  up  for  him  the  original  capital  of  $1,000  he  had 
brought  into  the  business  two  years  before,  suggested  to 
him,  and  very  properly  I  think,  that  I  was  going  among 
strangers,  and  likely  to  find  conditions  different  from  those 
I  had  become  used  to ;  and  recommended  his  nephew  to  offer 
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substantial  inducements,  if  I  would,  and  could,  arrange  to 
discount  those  notes  and  get  them  out  of  the  way.  My  old 
father  had  about  this  time,  by  the  sale  of  a  piece  of  real 
estate,  become  possessed  of  ready  money  to  about  the 
amount  I  should  be  owing  to  Mr.  Dodd.  It  constituted  his 
entire  fortune,  although  not  more  than  $8,000  in  amount. 
He  reminded  me  of  that  fact,  and  that  he  was  neither  young, 
nor  in  good  health  ;  and  told  me,  if  I  thought  it  safe  to  do  so, 
to  take  the  money,  pay  off  the  obligation  to  Mr.  Dodd,  and 
account  to  him  for  the  loan  when  conditions  would  admit. 
Few  persons,  perhaps,  have  occasion  to  realize  the  immense 
satisfaction  I  had  in  paying  back  to  the  old  gentleman,  dur- 
ing the  first  year,  the  entire  sum  he  had  advanced ;  but  the 
payment  did  not  make  me  feel  any  less  proud  that  he  had 
been  willing  to  trust  me  to  the  extent  he  did ;  and  that  I  had 
had  the  confidence  to  accept  the  loan  on  the  conditions  which 
existed,  and  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  repay  it,  and  be 
free  of  the  risk  and  obligation,  and  all,  too,  in  a  shorter  time 
than  had  been  expected. 

John  Moore  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  some  men  who 
did  a  business  that  I  never  quite  understood,  in  an  office  in 
the  New  York  Times  Building,  at  No.  41  Park  Row,  for 
which  they  had  a  lease  with  a  year  to  run  from  May  1,  1867. 
The  office  had  been  hired  when  rents  were  lower,  and  the 
lease  was  worth  a  premium.  The  rent  paid  to  the  Times  was 
$1,200  a  year,  the  premium  demanded  was  $500,  which 
Moore  said  was  reasonable.  He  had  a  friend,  a  New  Hamp- 
shire lawyer,  settled  in  New  York,  Royal  S.  Crane,  by  name, 
who  passed  upon  the  legality  of  the  lease  transfer,  and  when 
I  settled  with  him  for  his  services,  he  had  said :  "Oh !  It's  a 
small  matter ;  give  me  $20.00."  In  Boston  I  would  have 
expected  to  pay  about  $3.00  for  the  service,  and  the  easy 
manner  at  which  $20.00  seemed  to  be  arrived  at  rather  took 
my  breath  away.  Moore  thought  it  all  right,  however,  and 
it  occurred  to  me  that  if  the  scale  of  charges  in  New  York 
was  likely  to  stand  in  about  that  ratio  to  that  I  was  used  to 
in  Boston  I  would  have  to  make  an  effort  to  get  on  to  the 
revised  system  tout  de  suite.    A  little  later  this  attorney  did 
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some  advertising  through  our  office  and  although  it,  too,  was 
a  small  matter,  we  did  the  best  we  could  to  even  up  that 
$20.00  fee. 

The  time  for  taking  possession  of  the  Park  Row  office 
was  fixed  for  April  1st.  On  the  evening  of  March  31st 
(1867),  therefore,  my  wife  and  I  took  the  evening  train  for 
Fall  River,  and  next  morning  arrived  at  the  foot  of  Murray 
street  on  a  gorgeous  steamboat  that  seemed  to  be  controlled 
by  James  Fisk  and  Jay  Gould,  and  had  the  portraits  of  the 
two  gentlemen,  handsomely  framed,  placed  by  the  gangway, 
where  they  attracted  considerable  attention,  and  some  one 
mentioned  what  had  been  said  of  them  by  the  famous  stut- 
tering Wall  Street  man,  Mr.  Travers,  that  "There  ought  to 
be  a  picture  of  C-h-rist  c-r-rucified  hanging  between  them." 

It  had  been  my  fortune  to  see  Jim  Fisk  when  he  had  the 
famous  peddler's  outfit,  with  which  he  used  to  travel  over 
northern  New  Hampshire  and  Vermont,  he  having  succeeded 
to  his  father,  who  had  built  up  a  profitable  business  in  that 
line.  It  was  no  ordinary  peddler's  outfit,  however.  There 
were  four  black  horses,  a  colored  driver  with  white  gloves, 
most  resplendent  brass  mountings  for  harness,  and  shining 
varnish  for  the  warehouse  on  wheels.  Fisk  came  to  Boston 
afterward,  and  for  a  time  had  a  connection  with  the  firm  of 
Jordan,  Marsh  &  Co.,  then  a  store  of  his  own,  then  he  came 
to  New  York,  and  was  prominent  in  the  stock  market  for  a 
time.  Finally  his  experiences  culminated  in  Black  Friday, 
and  in  the  end  getting  himself  shot  by  Edward  S.  Stokes ; 
who,  after  being  convicted  and  sentenced  to  death,  after- 
wards secured  a  new  trial,  was  acquitted,  and  had  an  active 
business  life  in  New  York  City  for  many  years  ;  the  principal 
incident  of  which,  to  the  outside  public,  seemed  to  be  the 
establishment  of  the  gorgeous  bar  room  at  the  Hoffman 
House. 

It  is  surprising  how  many  stories  became  current  that 
were  attributed  to  Fisk.  Some  woman  in  his  peddler  days 
defamed  his  father.  He  had  lied  to  her  about  a  yard  of  nine- 
penny  calico,  so  she  asserted,  but  Fisk  did  not  think  the  old 
man  would  tell  a  lie  for  twelve  and  a  half  cents,  although — 
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possibly — "he  might  tell  eight  for  a  dollar."  He  refused  to 
subscribe  for  the  erection  of  a  fence  about  the  cemetery  at 
Brattleboro,  which  was  the  home  of  the  Fisks,  on  the  ground 
that  none  was  needed,  because  no  one  that  was  out  of  it 
wanted  to  get  in,  and  none  of  those  who  were  in  could  get 
out.  It  was  he,  also,  who  gave  rise  to  the  phrase :  "Gone 
where  the  woodbine  twineth,"  as  applied  to  securities  that 
had  been  pledged ;  that  is  "spouted"  in  the  vernacular  of  the 
Street.  As  the  Virginia  Creeper,  miscalled  Woodbine,  com- 
monly grew  over  the  waterspout,  on  New  England  farm 
houses,  the  expression,  in  Fisk's  active  fancy,  seemed  appro- 
priate. I  recall  two  well  looking  ladies,  evidently  friends  of 
Fisk's,  who  resided  at  the  St.  James  Hotel,  and  were  spoken 
of,  behind  their  backs,  as  "Erie  common"  and  "Erie  pre- 
ferred," Fisk,  at  that  time,  being  in  control  of  the  Erie  rail-  - 
road. 

In  later  years  Mr.  J.  Henry  French,  the  dramatic  pub- 
lisher and  theatrical  manager,  grew  to  very  much  resemble 
Fisk  in  personal  appearance,  and  I  recall  one  stroke  of  genius 
on  Henry's  part  that  seemed  to  me  worthy  of  a  financier. 
He  controlled  the  libretto  of  a  certain  opera  troupe,  that 
would  be  on  sale  wherever  a  performance  was  given,  and 
sought  advertisements  for  the  blank  pages,  covers,  etc.,  as  is 
common  enough ;  but,  instead  of  assuming  to  print  a  speci- 
fied number  of  hundreds  or  thousands,  and  charging  a  round 
price  for  the  service,  he  said  nothing  about  the  size  of  the 
edition,  but  bargained  with  advertisers  for  a  fixed  price  for 
each  performance  where  the  libretto  was  used.  A  piano  man 
or  a  dealer  in  furs,  or  diamonds,  might  pay  $25  a  night  for 
one  hundred  nights,  or  a  total  of  $2,500  for  an  edition  which, 
if  plainly  stated  to  him,  would  have  seemed  over-priced  at 
$250  or  even  $125.  Henry  was  a  boy  then,  and  he  did  very 
well  with  his  libretto ;  in  fact,  though  a  man  of  marked  abil- 
ity, he  never  showed  more  knowledge  of  high  finance  than  in 
this  effort  of  his  youth. 

Arriving  at  the  foot  of  Murray  street,  on  the  morning  of 
April  1,  1867,  my  wife  and  I  walked  up  the  street  to  City 
Hall  Park  and  gazed  with  pride  at  the  new  sign,  already  in 
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place,  over  an  entrance  to  the  Times  Building,  then  called  the 
New,  although  it  has  since  been  torn  down  and  replaced  by 
the  elegant  structure  which  has  recently  had  new  stories 
added  until  it  approaches  something  near  to  the  original 
height  of  the  Tower  of  Babel,  although  still  falling  a  good 
deal  short  of  that  still  more  wonderful  structure,  the  still 
newer  Times  Building,  situated  at  Broadway  and  42nd 
street. 

I  recall  one  incident  of  the  final  parting  from  Boston  that 
caused  considerable  comment  at  the  time  among  those  inter- 
ested. The  firm  was  to  be  dissolved,  some  would  come 
away,  and  some  remain.  The  pleasant  associations  of  one  or 
two  years  were  to  end.  Mr.  Dodd,  who  had  a  keen  sense  of 
humor,  sought  a  confidential  interview  with  Pierce,  the 
bookkeeper,  stated  the  case  to  him,  suggested  the  advisabil- 
ity of  taking  some  steps  to  mark  the  occasion ;  possibly  by  a 
supper  at  Parker's,  or  something  of  that  sort.  Pierce  listened 
intently,  was  fully  in  accord  with  the  idea,  and  willing,  more 
than  willing,  to  do  his  share.  "How  much,  Pierce,"  asked 
Dodd,  "would  you  subscribe  toward  paying  the  expense  of 
the  entertainment?"  To  this  inquiry,  Pierce,  with  enthu- 
siastic generosity  and  interest,  forgetful,  perhaps,  at  the  mo- 
ment of  the  moderate  figure  that  represented  his  salary, 
responded,  "I'll  give  three  dollars."  Dodd  was  more  than 
gratified ;  he  was  delighted,  and  said  to  Pierce,  clapping  him 
heartily  on  the  shoulder,  "I  think  that  will  be  all  we  shall 
need  to  pay  for  the  whole  thing!"  The  celebration,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  never  did  take  place. 
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While  the  Agency  was  situated  in  Boston,  the  visitors  at 
the  office  were  mainly  New  England  men.  This  was  espe- 
cially the  case  so  far  as  the  statement  has  reference  to  visit- 
ors connected  with  the  advertising  department  of  news- 
papers. One  day,  however,  there  appeared  two  exceptions 
in  the  persons  of  Mr.  Jenness  J.  Richardson,  connected  with 
the  Democrat  issued  at  Davenport,  and  a  certain  Mr.  Barn- 
hart,  representing  the  Journal  at  Muscatine,  Iowa.  Both 
these  gentlemen  are  living  to-day  (1905),  prosperous  speci- 
mens of  the  best  examples  of  the  men  of  the  Middle  West, 
Mr.  Barnhart  being  a  member  of  the  type  founding  firm  of 
Barnhart  Brothers  &  Spindler  and  Mr.  Richardson  a  retired 
business  man,  a  leading  capitalist  of  that  Davenport  which, 
in  Napoleonic  phrase,  he  loved  so  well.  He  was  at  this  time 
a  rather  raw-boned  specimen  of  athletic  manhood,  who  im- 
pressed people  at  first  sight  as  being  from  the  rural  districts. 
In  time  I  came  to  believe  that  he  cultivated  the  manner  and 
succeeded  in  making  it  profitable.  No  advertiser,  big  or  lit- 
tle, failed  to  receive  a  visit  from  him.  A  rebuff  rolled  off 
him  like  water  from  a  duck's  back.  He  was  in  no  hurry,  he 
could  wait,  would  much  rather  wait  than  call  again.  If  the 
order  was  a  small  one  he  preferred  it  to  none.  If  the  man 
had  no  money  there  was  no  objection  to  taking  payment  in 
goods.  Half  cash  and  half  goods  would  do  very  well  in- 
deed. He  would  be  glad  to  make  a  hundred  dollars,  but  would 
not  turn  down  an  opportunity  to  make  only  a  single  cent. 
It  used  to  be  said  that  if  there  was  a  stove  in  the  office  that 
Richardson  could  stand  by  and  warm  his  mittened  hands, 
holding  them  up  one  on  each  side  of  the  stove  pipe,  no  one 
was  ever  able  under  such  conditions  to  refuse  him  the  order 
for  the  precise  space,  position,  price  and  terms  of  payment 
suggested  by  this  most  ingenious  canvasser  that  ever  came 
from  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi. 
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In  the  years  that  followed  it  became  a  liberal  education 
for  any  younger  advertising  man  to  be  allowed  to  accom- 
pany Mr.  Richardson  on  his  peregrinations  through  the 
East.  The  only  trouble  was  that  not  one  of  them  could  ever 
get  through  with  half  the  list  of  visits  that  Richardson 
seemed  to  manage  with  apparent  ease.  If  the  train  was  half 
an  hour  late  and  there  was  in  sight  from  the  railway  station 
the  announcement  of  a  liniment,  or  a  rat  poison,  or  anything 
whatever  that  was  or  could  be  advertised,  Jenness  never 
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wasted  that  half  hour,  and  the  chances  were  more  than  even 
that  before  the  train  arrived  he  would  be  back  in  the  station, 
with  an  order  in  his  pocket,  and  an  electrotype  of  the  adver- 
tisement to  be  used,  added  to  the  half  hundred  weight  more 
or  less  of  similar  hardware  already  packed  away  among  the 
shirts  and  collars  in  the  extra  comprehensive  grip  that  was 
as  much  his  constant  companion  as  the  umbrella  has  been  for 
the  last  ten  or  fifteen  years  to  that  modern  model  special 
agent,  Mr.  N.  M.  Sheffield,  of  New  York. 

There  was  one  well-known  advertiser,  who  placed  his 

123 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

contracts  mainly  through  the  Pettengill  Agency,  and  had  a 
reputation  for  being  so  much  of  a  bear  that  it  was  rare  that 
any  canvasser,  representing  a  paper,  ever  ventured  into  his 
presence  a  second  time.  I  am  speaking  of  the  late  Dr.  J.  H. 
Schenck,  who  once  had  his  name,  and  that  of  his  Mandrake 
Pills,  painted  on  about  everything  that  rose  above  the  sur- 
face of  the  ground  between  New  York  and  Philadelphia 
that  had  a  smooth  side  that  could  be  seen  from  the  railroad. 
It  was  the  doctor's  practice  to  journey  from  city  to  city, 
engage  handsome  rooms  at  a  good  hotel,  or  other  desirable 
quarters,  and  there  the  sick,  in  answer  to  his  advertisements, 
would  flock  in  numbers  for  a  free  consultation ;  from  which 
each  was  likely  to  learn  that  the  Doctor's  Pulmonic  Syrup 
and  Mandrake  Pills  were  practically  all  that  were  required  to 
bring  the  bloom  of  health  to  the  faded  cheek.  The  Doctor's 
face  was  about  as  well  known  then  as  that  of  Mr.  Douglas, 
the  shoe  man  and  recent  Democratic  Governor  of  Republican 
Massachusetts,  is  to-day ;  for  the  Doctor  also,  in  his  time, 
had  his  portrait  appearing  in  nearly  every  newspaper  pub- 
lished at  the  East.  It  was  to  the  office  of  this  famous  man 
that  our  friend  from  Davenport  made  his  way  on  one  of  his 
initial  searches  after  advertising  patronage.  The  Doctor 
was  busy  and  Richardson  had  to  wait  his  time— in  later  years 
he  was  generally  just  awkward  enough  to  blunder  in  ahead 
of  everybody  else  and  get  his  contract  signed  before  it 
dawned  on  him  that  he  was  in  anybody's  way.  There  was  a 
stove  and  a  stove  pipe  in  this  instance,  and  while  warming 
his  mittened  hands  he  had  an  opportunity  to  note  the  un- 
ceremonious and  energetic  manner  in  which  each  applicant 
for  an  advertising  order  was  dismissed.  When  his  turn 
came,  at  length,  it  was  not  an  advertisement  he  wanted  at  all. 
He  had  heard  of  Dr.  Schenck,  and  had  seen  his  picture.  He 
knew  that  nothing  he  could  put  in  his  paper  would  gratify 
or  be  likely  to  benefit  his  readers  so  much  as  to  afford  them 
an  opportunity  to  see  the  portrait  of  that  celebrated  man  ;  and 
his  object  in  calling  was  to  borrow,  if  he  could,  one  of  the 
electrotypes  ;  which  would  enable  him  to  present  that  famous 
countenance  to  the  people  of  Iowa,  reinforced,  if  the  Doctor 
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would  permit,  with  a  few  facts  concerning  his  birth,  lineage 
and  wonderful  cures.  He  was  not  dismissed.  The  picture 
was  produced,  the  needed  facts  given,  and  finally  he  was 
asked  what  his  terms  would  be  for  the  insertion  of  a  quarter 
column  advertisement,  and,  when  the  price  was  mentioned 
the  Doctor,  in  his  kindliest  voice,  said  to  his  manager,  close 
at  hand :  "Give  the  boy  a  contract."  Further  than  that,  he 
took  the  "boy"  home  with  him  that  afternoon  on  his  steam 
yacht,  and  rarely  after  that  did  Richardson  visit  Philadel- 
phia, while  Dr.  Schenck  lived,  without  having  either  to 
accept  or  decline  a  repetition  of  that  visit.  I  do  not  think 
the  Schenck  advertisements  were  ever  absent  from  his  pages, 
until  the  time  came  that  they  disappeared  altogether  from 
the  newspapers  of  the  country. 

On  another  occasion  our  friend  had  hired  a  livery  team 
to  enable  him  to  drive  a  few  miles  into  the  country  to  seek 
the  patronage  of  an  old  Quaker  who  also  had  a  most  valuable 
medicine.  When  he  arrived  the  Doctor  had  himself  gone  to 
the  city  and  would  be  likely  to  be  met  on  his  return.  It  was 
raining  fearfully,  the  roads  were  muddy,  a. protecting  oil- 
cloth-mud-and-rain-screen  came  nearly  up  to  the  eyes,  but 
did  not  prevent  the  detection  and  recognition  of  the  return- 
ing "physician"  who  was  then  and  there  accosted,  told  of  the 
advantages  to  be  had  by  advertising  in  the  Davenport  Demo- 
crat, and  finally  induced  to  give  an  order — verbal  authority 
in  this  case  being  accepted. 

Richardson's  coming  was  one  of  the  events  of  the  sea- 
son. Spring  and  Autumn  he  came,  always,  as  years  pro- 
gressed, followed  by  a  shoal  of  imitators  with  whom  he  was 
on  most  friendly  terms,  and  to  whom  he  gave  valuable  tips 
after  he  had  himself  booked  an  order,  and  now  and  then  after 
he  had  satisfied  himself  that  no  one  could  book  an  order. 
In  the  last  named  class  of  cases  he  liked  to  meet  the  can- 
vasser again  and  learn  the  particulars  of  the  interview,  but  I 
do  not  remember  ever  hearing  of  a  case  where  another  man 
succeeded  after  Richardson  had  failed. 

I  never  saw  him  angry,  or  even  appear  to  be  annoyed. 
There  was  a  humor  about  bim,  so  unpretentious  and  simple, 
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and  yet  so  subtle,  that,  while  it  would  generally  be  effective 
at  the  moment,  the  full  substance  of  it  would  not  perhaps  be 
fuily  realized  before  the  next  day.  If  arguments  were  ad- 
vanced that  had  a  bearing  contrary  to  his  purpose  they  were 
occasionally  punctured  by  a  question  that,  if  answered,  was 
certain  to  destroy  the  objection;  but  even  so,  no  comment 
on  the  result  would  follow.  If  the  argument  seemed  to  have 
so  much  of  foundation  as  not  to  be  assailed  in  such  case  it 
did  not  seem  to  have  been  heard  at  all,  and  the  next  word, 
from  the  man  from  Davenport,  would  be  precisely  what  it 
would  have  been  if  no  argument  had  been  urged.  His  man- 
ner, if  not  bashful,  was  at  least  not  lacking  in  a  flattering 
deference,  and  if  it  led  him  to  push  in  ahead  of  others  who 
were  really  before  him  it  always  seemed  as  though  his 
errand  was  so  short,  so  unimportant,  and  so  easily  disposed 
of  that  everybody  would  be  glad  to  have  it  attended  to  and 
out  of  the  way  so  that  a  clear  deck  for  others  to  operate  on 
might  remain. 

He  had  the  greatest  possible  patience  with  those  who 
were  curious  to  know  the  extent  of  the  Democrat's  circula- 
tion. "Everybody  takes  it.  We  make  the  best  paper  we 
know  how  to  make.  Our  press  is  one  of  the  largest  of  the 
So-and-So  pattern  and  we  print  all  we  can  get  onto  it."  I 
rarely  knew  him  to  be  much  more  definite  and,  so  far  as  the 
editor  of  Rowell's  Newspaper  Directory  was  concerned,  that 
desperate  inquisitor  never  found  it  advisable  to  waste  much 
time  in  attempting  to  glean  information.  There  was  a  suffi- 
cient willingness  to  talk,  but  considerable  difficulty  about 
keeping  to  the  subject. 

Possibly  no  less  conspicuous  as  a  canvasser  than  Rich- 
ardson ever  became,  and  antedating  him  in  the  time  of  his 
first  appearance,  was  Col.  W.  S.  Lingle,  of  Lafayette,  In- 
diana. It  was  amazing  how  ignorant  the  advertiser  of  that 
day  was  about  the  geography  of  what  was  called  the  West. 
Everything  west  of  Buffalo  was  "the  West"  and  the  man 
who  attempted  to  realize  that  the  center  of  the  United  States 
is  fifty  miles  west  of  Omaha  could  not  be  found.  To  hear 
Mr.  Lingle  talk  one  might  conclude  that  Indiana  was  prac- 
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tically  all  there  was  to  the  West,  and  Lafayette  was  the 
heart  of  Indiana,  and  his  paper,  the  Journal,  was  read  by 
everybody  and  influenced  the  thought  of  all.  Naturally 
Richardson  often  crossed  Mr.  Lingle's  tracks  and  at  times 
had  to  answer  whether,  in  his  opinion,  Lingle's  Lafayette 
Journal  did  or  did  not  practically  cover  and  reach  all  the  best 
people  of  the  West ;  and  when  he  realized  that  his  own  paper 
was  issued  five  hundred  miles  nearer  the  Pacific  than  Lingle's 
was,  and  that  no  one  living  within  a  hundred  miles  of  Daven- 
port had  ever  heard  of  the  Lafayette  Journal,  he  was  almost 
tempted  to  regret  that  his  controlling  policy  was  one  of  never 
speaking  ill  of  any  other  paper.  To  such  an  inquirer  Rich- 
ardson was  once  known  to  respond :  "Over  what  you  people 
at  the  East  know  as  the  West,  that  is  over  the  territory  be- 
tween Buffalo  and  Illinois,  I  presume  all  Mr.  Lingle  asserts 
may  be  substantially  true ;  but  beyond  the  Mississippi,  among 
the  Rocky  Mountains,  on  the  Pacific  Coast  and  in  the  Sand- 
wich Islands  my  paper  circulates  two  copies  to  his  one." 

There  were  two  Richardson  Brothers.  Jenness  was  the 
younger.  D.  N.,  the  older,  was  the  editor ;  Jenness,  the 
business  manager,  the  advertising  manager,  in  fact  pretty 
much  everything  but  editor.  The  relations  of  the  two  were 
as  lovely  as  those  of  the  Cheeryble  Brothers,  famous  in  the 
story  of  Nicholas  Nickleby.  D.  N.  made  no  claims  to  pre- 
eminence or  superior  knowledge,  but  Jenness  always  ap- 
peared to  think  him  a  fountain  of  wisdom.  He  always  went 
to  him  for  advice,  but  was  never  known  to  get  any.  Every- 
body but  Jenness  thought  the  younger  brother  was  the  whole 
thing,  and  D.  N.  seemed  to  be  somewhat  of  that  opinion, 
too,  but  Jenness  always  asserted  that  the  facts  were  quite  the 
other  way.  D.  N.  had  a  large  family  and  J.  J.  a  small  one, 
but  each  took  from  the  office  what  money  was  needed  and 
no  account  between  them  was  kept.  If  a  piece  of  property 
was  bought,  Jenness  selected  it  and  bargained  for  it,  and 
when  purchased  they  owned  it  together.  If  it  was  bank 
stock,  or  a  trust  company,  as  years  progressed,  Jenness  made 
the  terms  of  subscription,  but  it  was  D.  N.,  and  not  he,  that 
sat  on  the  board  of  directors.     They  both  became  men  of 
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prime  importance  as  time  went  by.  They  were  originally 
Vermont  boys,  who  had  learned  the  printer's  trade,  and  gone 
West  to  grow  up  with  the  country.  Being  prudent,  their 
earnings  were  allowed  to  accumulate  in  the  hands  of  their 
employer,  until  he  one  day  announced  that  he  was  bankrupt ; 
but  if  the  two  wanted  the  paper  in  payment  of  the  about  $800 
he  owed  them  for  wages,  they  might  have  it  and  be  quite 
welcome ;  and  that  was  the  way  they  chanced  to  become  pub- 
lishers. 

Jenness  was  not  a  particularly  well-dressed  man,  and  his 
clothes  were  not  always  brushed  with  so  much  scrupulous- 
ness as  might  be  possible ;  furthermore,  it  used  to  be  dusty 
riding  over  the  prairie.  On  one  occasion  he  had  a  character- 
istic experience.  He  had  a  yearly  pass  over  the  Chicago  & 
Rock  Island  Railroad,  and,  to  the  not  well-trained  eyes  of 
a  strange  conductor,  did  not  seem  to  be  the  sort  of  man 
likely  to  be  entitled  to  possess  so  important  a  thing  as  a 
yearly  pass.  Railroad  men  have  a  way  of  placing  at  a  dis- 
advantage those  who,  it  is  thought,  may  be  trying  to  impose 
upon  them,  and  this  one  asked  with  some  sternness,  "Is  your 
name  J.  J.  Richardson?"  To  which  the  passenger — really 
more  than  six  feet  tall,  clad  in  the  linen  duster  of  that  day, 
sitting  on  the  small  of  his  back  at  the  time,  as  was  rather  a 
custom  of  his,  with  his  feet  on  the  heavy  portmanteau  in 
front,  loaded  down  with  advertising  orders  and  electrotypes 
as  usual — after  a  considerable  hesitation,  asked  with  a  drawl 
which  he  used  at  times  when  he  saw  he  was  misunderstood : 
"If  I  show  you  my  photograph  do  you  think  you  can  recog- 
nize me?"     The  conversation  was  not  prolonged. 

I  have  said  that  the  Richardsons  came  from  Vermont. 
They  never  seemed  to  lose  their  interest  in  the  State  of  the 
Green  Mountains,  and  rarely  a  Summer  passed  without  a 
visit  to  the  scenes  that  the  memory  of  youthful  days  recalled. 
They  could  not  fail  to  note  the  difference  in  the  ways  of  the 
sedate  New  England  village,  that  decreased  every  decade  in- 
stead of  adding  to  its  population,  when  compared  with  towns 
of  Iowa  and  Illinois  that  doubled  the  number  of  residents  in 
a  twelve-month  sometimes.  "Did  you  notice  any  improve- 
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ments  going  on  when  you  were  at  Danville  this  year?"  I 
once  ventured  to  ask  of  Jenness,  and  he  replied  with  consid- 
erable promptness  that  this  year,  for  once,  he  had  noticed 
such ;  and,  being  led  to  specify,  reported  that  the  very  day 
he  arrived  his  attention  was  directed  to  the  conspicuous 
fact  that  since  his  last  year's  visit  Deacon  Blank  had  re- 
painted his  wagon. 

It  was  on  a  visit  to  Richardson  that  I  first  had  the  experi- 
ence of  crossing  the  Mississippi  on  a  dark  night  in  a  small 
boat.  It  was  at  the  Davenport  fair  grounds  where  I,  at  the 
age  of  thirty-three,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  saw  a  horse- 
trot;  and  it  was  there,  and  at  that  time,  that  I  became  ac- 
quainted with  the  only  A.  Frank  Richardson,  also  a  Vermont 
boy,  who  had  gone  to  Iowa  to  join  his  relatives.  Frank  was 
at  this  time  supposed  to  be  paying  attentions  to  a  young  miss 
of  the  city,  but  was  so  reticent  about  it  that  her  identity  was 
not  known.  He  had  applied  for  two  circus  tickets  for  the 
show  then  in  town,  and  his  uncle  liked  to  tell  how  gracefully 
Frank  responded  to  his  statement  that  this  particular  show 
demanded  to  have  in  advance  the  name  of  every  individual 
entitled  to  be  a  user  of  a  press  ticket,  and  that  Frank  there- 
upon wrote  down  his  own  name  and  that  of  the  favored  lady, 
after  which  the  uncle,  having  secured  the  valuable  paper  and 
inspected  it,  handed  over  the  tickets  to  the  blushing  appli- 
cant. I  think  I  never  saw  so  many  house  flies,  or  such  fat 
and  lazy  ones,  as  filled  the  dining  room  at  the  Burtis  House, 
the  principal  hotel  in  the  Davenport  of  1871,  but  there  were 
no  flies  on  the  Richardsons. 

There  was  an  experience,  connected  with  my  first  visit  to 
Davenport,  that  never  fails  to  come  to  mind  when  I  recall 
the  pleasant  occasion.  Employed  on  the  editorial  force  of  the 
Democrat  was  a  certain  Scotchman  who  claimed  to  have 
come  from  the  same  part  of  that  country  that  had  produced 
James  Gordon  Bennett,  the  founder  of  the  New  York 
Herald,  and  he  said  it  was  told  of  the  future  journalist  that, 
on  leaving  home  by  sailing  vessel,  as  was  a  common  method 
of  travel  then,  the  vessel  was  delayed  by  storms,  mystified 
by  fogs,  and  lost  her  reckoning.     The  compass  was  out  of 

129 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

order  and  the  captain  in  despair  ;  whereupon  the  young  emi- 
grant, taking  something  from  his  coat  collar  and  laying  it 
upon  the  chart,  asked  of  the  mariner,  "Do  you  know  what 
that  is?"  And  the  captain  said,  "It's  a  louse!"  said  to  be 
pronounced  loose.  "It  is,"  said  Bennett,  "and  it's  a  Scotch 
loose,  and  you  can  bet  your  life  it'll  go  Sooth."  The  points  of 
compass  being  thus  adjusted,  the  vessel  and  the  emigrant 
duly  came  to  port.  My  unfortunate  proclivity  of  forgetting 
names  led  me  to  be  oblivious  of  that  of  the  narrator  of  this 
bit  of  journalistic  history;  consequently,  in  attempting  to 
speak  of  him  afterwards  to  other  members  of  the  force,  I  was 
led  to  designate  him  as  "the  Scotch  louse."  Unfortunately, 
the  name  seemed  to  commend  itself  to  his  associates  and  to 
stick,  and,  although  I  esteemed  the  man  and  always  took  an 
interest  in  him,  we  never  seemed  to  become  close  friends,  and 
I  finally  lost  sight  of  him. 

Jenness  does  not  come  to  New  York  seeking  advertising 
patronage  any  more.  He  does  not  need  to,  for  he  has  been 
for  a  number  of  years  one  of  the  wealthiest  men  in  Iowa,  and 
D.  N.,  his  brother — good  man  that  he  was — is  no  longer 
spared  to  be  with  us  on  earth.  Some  years  before  he  died, 
however,  he  took  a  vacation  tour  around  the  world  and 
wrote  one  of  the  most  charming  books  of  travel  that  it  has 
been  the  good  fortune  of  the  writer  to  come  across.  Dozens 
of  times  I  have  taken  that  volume  in  hand  to  read  to  a 
friend  the  description  it  contains  of  that  dream  in  mar- 
ble, the  Taj  Mahal,  for  I  am  satisfied  that  no  other  per- 
son ever  dealt  with  the  subject  so  truthfully,  so  poetically, 
so  beautifully. 
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The  first  domicile  sought  in  New  York  was  at  the  St. 
Denis  Hotel,  then  as  now  situated  at  the  corner  of  Broad- 
way and  Eleventh  street.  I  recall  that  early  experience  with 
the  European  plan  hotel.  On  the  bill  of  fare  one  might 
read  :  Porterhouse  steak  $1.25.  In  the  beginning  it  was  not 
desirable  to  pay  too  strict  attention  to  economy,  and  "two 
porterhouse  steaks"  was  the  order  given  to  the  waiter, 
whose  look  of  wonder  was  transferred  to  our  own  counte- 
nances when  the  huge  platter  came  with  the  two  steaks,  each 
somewhat  approaching  the  size  of  a  buffalo  robe. 

It  is  always  interesting  to  find  people  with  inquiring 
minds,  whose  knowledge  is  less  than  one's  own,  and  to  such 
I  like  to  relate  that  not  much  more  than  half  a  century  ago, 
at  North  Cambridge,  Mass.,  not  far  beyond  the  Harvard 
College  region,  there  existed  a  celebrated  road  house,  whose 
landlord  was  named  Porter,  and  his  hostelry  called  Porter's. 
Here  numerous  good  things  might  be  enjoyed  by  the  lovers 
of  fast  horses,  who  were  the  principal  patrons  who  stopped 
to  be  refreshed  at  the  bar,  or  to  have  a  dinner  or  a  supper, 
whichever  they  might  choose  to  designate  it ;  and  it  was  here 
that  the  choice  cut  of  steak,  with  the  sirloin  on  one  side,  the 
tenderloin  on  the  other,  and  a  narrow  strip  of  bone  dividing 
the  two,  was  better  served  than  any  other  cut  ever  was  else- 
where, and  became  first  celebrated  there,  then  in  Boston,  and 
now  wherever  Americans  congregate,  and  everywhere  known 
as  the  porterhouse  steak.  Not  many  people,  aside  from  old 
Bostonians  who  once  had  horsey  tastes,  are  aware  of  the 
fact  here  stated.  More  are  acquainted  with  the  companion 
fact  that  at  Moon's  road  house,  on  the  lake  near  the  City  of 
the  Springs,  first  came  into  notice  the  delicious  crisp,  fried 
potato  slices  that  can  now  be  bought,  out  of  a  barrel,  at  gro- 
cery stores  throughout  the  Union,  and  known  everywhere  as 
Saratoga  chips. 
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The  St.  Denis,  with  its  European  plan,  was  too  expensive 
for  permanent  occupancy,  and  shortly  a  boarding-house  was 
discovered,  on  the  east  side  of  University  Place,  between 
Eighth  street  and  Ninth.  It  was  a  delightful  old  double 
house,  was  No.  17,  with  wide  halls  and  large  rooms,  and 
had  once  been  the  home  of  a  certain  Judge  Roosevelt,  a 
progenitor,  as  I  understood,  of  most  of  the  Roosevelts  of 
to-day.  Here  for  seven  years,  longer  than  it  had  ever  before 
been  my  fortune  to  dwell  under  one  roof,  I  found  a  comfort- 
able home ;  and  many  a  doubting  smile  have  I  noted  on  the 
faces  of  the  New  Hampshire  friends  of  my  youth  when  I 
told  them  about  the  peculiarities  of  the  great  city,  and  men- 
tioned that  during  all  those  seven  years,  I  not  only  never 
knew  who  lived  next  door,  nor  did  I,  during  all  that  time, 
ever  sec  any  person  enter  or  leave  that  house,  or  ever  notice 
a  face  at  the  window.  The  old  place  in  after  years  was  the 
home  of  the  Cafe  Martin,  which  became  so  well  known  and 
prosperous  that  when  Delmonico's  moved  further  up  the  ave- 
nue, The  Martin  took  its  place,  at  the  corner  of  Fifth  avenue 
and  25th  street,  and  is  now  one  of  the  institutions  of  New 
York. 

Among  the  boarders  at  No.  17  University  Place  were  the 
family  of  a  certain  Mr.  Eastman,  who  had  obtained  certain 
land  warrants,  issued,  I  think,  as  rewards  to  soldiers  who 
had  taken  part  in  the  war  of  extermination  against  the  Creek 
and  Seminole  Indians,  under  General  Jackson ;  and  covering 
vast  tracts  of  pine  forests  in  central  Georgia.  Before  he  and 
I  had  ceased  to  dwell  there  he  had  disposed  of  these  land 
titles  to  a  member  of  the  family  of  Mr.  William  E.  Dodge, 
the  well-known  New  York  merchant,  and  these  holdings 
now  have  a  place  on  the  map  of  Georgia  as  Dodge  County, 
with  the  township  of  Eastman  as  its  capital. 

Here  also  lived  for  several  years  that  excellent  woman, 
Miss  Lydia  F.  Wadleigh,  celebrated  for  her  long  and  effi- 
cient service  as  Principal  of  the  famous  Twelfth  street  school 
for  girls,  and  afterwards  as  Vice-principal  of  the  New  York 
Normal  College,  which  was  in  fact  a  development  of  the 
earlier  institution  named.     The    present    Wadleigh    High 
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School  in  West  114th  street  was  so  named  in  remembrance 
of  her.  Hundreds  of  the  best  informed  and  best  principled 
mothers  of  prominent  people  in  New  York  City  recall  with 
reverence,  and  almost  adoration,  the  teachings  and  influence 
of  this  noble  New  Hampshire  woman.  She  was,  perhaps, 
twenty  years  my  senior,  but  there  grew  up  a  warm  friend- 
ship between  us  which  lasted  till  her  death,  which  occurred 
may  be  as  much  as  twenty  years  ago.  She  was  a  close  con- 
nection of  the  celebrated  Pillsbury  family  of  Minneapolis, 
who  are  thought,  by  some,  to  manufacture  most  of  the  flour 
consumed  by  civilized  people  throughout  the  globe,  and  cer- 
tainly all  that  is  of  highest  grade  and  finest  quality.  She  had 
another  cousin,  of  her  own  name,  Bainbridge  Wadleigh,  who 
had  achieved  a  certain  fame  in  the  Granite  State,  while  a 
member  of  the  Legislature,  by  talking  something  like  twelve 
hours  against  time,  until  it  should  be  possible  for  a  certain 
belated  train  to  arrive  bringing  a  missing  legislator  whose 
vote  was  needed  to  secure  a  majority  of  one  for  a  Republican 
Governor ;  the  people  having  failed  to  elect,  and  thereby 
thrown  the  choice  into  the  Legislature.  I  happened  to  be  at 
Concord,  the  State  Capital,  on  an  occasion  when  there  was 
a  deadlock  in  the  Republican  caucus  over  the  nomination  of 
a  United  States  Senator.  Wadleigh  was  not  a  candidate,  but 
after  many  votes  with  no  prospect  of  a  choice  some  one  made 
a  speech  mentioning  Wadleigh's  services  of  the  year  before. 
He  was  popular  and  had  no  enemies.  The  next  ballot 
showed  a  few  votes  for  him,  and  then  the  caucus  was  stam- 
peded and  everybody  was  for  him.  It  was  near  midnight, 
but  I  thought  the  news  worth  telegraphing  to  my  friend. 
Her  cousin  was  elected  next  day  and  made  an  excellent  Sen- 
ator. Senator  Hoar  gives  him  a  fine  send-off  in  his  charm- 
ing autobiography,  but  his  cousin, -the  school  teacher,  though 
respecting  and  sincerely  attached  to  him,  could  never  see 
that  there  was  anything  in  such  a  commonplace  occurrence 
to  warrant  me  in  sending  the  message,  and  awakening  a 
house  at  midnight,  to  read  a  telegram — when  there  was  no- 
body dead  after  all. 

After  Kent  came  on  from  Boston  to  join    me,    he    also 
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boarded  at  the  same  house,  and,  as  we  were  people  of  steady 
habits,  and  the  lady  he  "respected"  lived  in  Harlem,  he  was 
locked  out  now  and  then  and  had  no  scruple  at  all  about  the 
amount  of  noise  he  made  on  the  door  before  he  aroused  some 
one  to  admit  him.  And  it  was  from  here  that  several  of  his 
friends  went  out  with  him  for  a  mild  celebration  on  the  even- 
ing before  his  marriage.  My  recollection  is  that  we  were 
entirely  decorous  about  the  festivities  we  engaged  in,  but  the 
only  detail  I  can  now  distinctly  recall  is  our  going  into  a 
place  called  Swift's  Oyster  Bay,  situated  at  the  corner  of 
Eighth  street  and  Broadway,  where  we  had  half  a  dozen  raw 
all  around,  and  Kent's  classmate  from  Norwich  University, 
the  present  Col.  Dudley  F.  Phelps,  so  long  and  favorably 
known  to  the  merchants  of  New  York  for  valuable  services 
at  the  Custom  House,  sought  out  Mr.  Swift,  a  large  man  of 
conservative  pattern,  and  asked  him  whether  he  would  feel 
above  shaking  hands  with  us — all  around.  He  kindly 
acquiesced,  and  the  celebration  was  then  at  an  end. 

Kent  and  I  used  to  walk  to  and  from  the  office,  morning 
and  evening.  From  eight  a.  m.  to  six  p.  m.  seemed  all  too 
short  for  the  work  we  found  to  do.  There  were  no  tram  cars 
then,  no  subway,  no  elevated  railway.  How  New  Yorkers 
ever  succeeded  in  getting  up  and  down  town  in  those  days 
I  cannot  now  conceive,  although  all  of  it  we  saw,  at  the  time, 
and  part  of  it  we  individually  were. 

Nelson  Chesman,  a  schoolmate  from  my  New  Hampshire 
town,  two  years  younger  than  I,  and  a  lifelong  friend ;  now 
and  for  many  years  known  as  a  successful  and  prosperous 
advertising  agent  of  St.  Louis,  Chicago  and  New  York, 
came  with  me  and  took  charge  of  the  List  System.  A  little 
later  he  became  the  first  editor  of  Rowell's  American  News- 
paper Directory.  Our  so-called  List  System  contracts  with 
the  papers  permitted  us  to  use  extra  space  above  a  full  col- 
umn at  a  proportionate  price  per  inch.  Occasionally  the 
copy  would  overrun  the  space  specified  in  the  order  by  a  line 
or  two,  and  if  the  extra  twelfth,  sixth  or  quarter  was  not 
specified  and  paid  for  there  was  certain  to  be  vigorous  kicks 
coming  from  a  hundred  or  two  of  the  nearly  a  thousand  pa- 
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pers  under  contract,  and  these  protests  had  to  be  answered. 
Sometimes  the  price  of  the  extra  space  would  amount  to  no 
more  than  a  cent  or  two,  and  the  small  fraction  called  for  an 
endless  amount  of  working  out  sums  in  fractions.  I  won- 
der if  it  was  Chesman  who  helped  us  out  by  discovering  that 
in  cases  of  such  fractional  over-measure  the  whole  difficulty 
could  be  solved  by  wetting  the  paper  upon  which  the  copy 
was  printed.  When  it  dried  the  extra  quarter  of  an  inch 
would  shrink  out  of  the  copy.  After  making  this  discovery 
we  adopted  the  plan ;  if  the  over-plus  was  a  quarter  of  an  inch 
or  less  we  shrunk  it  out.  If  over  a  quarter  we  paid  for  an 
extra  half  inch.  Sometimes  this  discovery  of  the  beneficial 
effect  of  moisture  was  worth  from  $50  to  $100  a  month  to 
the  office. 

The  advertising  agents  of  the  City  of  New  York  in  the 
spring  of  the  year  1867  were  S.  M.  Pettengill  &  Co. ;  Peaslee 
&  Co.,  a  concern  consisting,  as  it  appeared,  solely  of  one  man, 
Mr.  L.  F.  Shattuck ;  John  Hooper  &  Co.,  Mr.  Hooper  having 
some  claim  to  be  considered  the  oldest,  that  is  the  longest 
established  agent  then  doing  business  in  the  city ;  L.  P.  Fon- 
taine &  Co.,  with  a  reputation  for  being  slow  pay ;  Mather  & 
Abbott,  who  could  discount  Fontaine's  record  two  to  one ; 
W.  W.  Sharpe,  successor  to  the  old  firm  of  Joy,  Coe  &  Co., 
and  younger  and  not  the  least  active  Carlton  &  Smith,  whose 
trade  was  mainly  with  religious  papers.  Doubtless  there 
were  other  men  in  the  business,  some  of  them  doing  very 
well,  but  not  making  themselves  conspicuous.  One  such,  as 
I  now  recall,  was  Mr.  Lawrence  Burke,  whose  operations 
were  almost  entirely  with  the  city  papers.  He  was  always 
a  well-dressed  man,  always  a  dignified  gentleman  in  his  man- 
ner, always  attending  to  his  own  business,  and  letting  that  of 
others  alone.  The  last  time  I  talked  with  Lawrence  Burke 
was  in  the  Dennett  restaurant  in  Beekman  street,  about  three 
years  ago.  We  were  speaking  of  James  H.  Bates,  once  Mr. 
Pettengill's  partner,  later  of  the  firms  of  Bates  &  Locke  and 
Bates  &  Morse.  I  asked  Burke  which  was  older,  he  or  Bates, 
and  he  in  reply  said  "Why  I  am  old  enough  to  be  Bates's 
father."     I  thereupon  stated  that  I  happened  to  know  that 
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Mr.  Bates  was  at  that  time  in  his  seventy-sixth  year.  To  this 
Mr.  Burke  made  no  reply  and  the  conversation  seemed  to 
lose  interest.  A  little  later,  thinking  he  would  have  an  inter- 
esting story  to  tell,  I  requested  the  editor  of  Printers'  Ink 
to  look  up  Mr.  Burke,  have  him  interviewed,  and  obtain  and 
publish  his  picture.  An  attempt  was  made  to  do  this,  but  the 
man  could  not  be  found,  no  one  remembered  seeing  him 
lately,  his  name  did  not  appear  in  the  city  directory,  and  the 
impression  was  forced  upon  me  that  I  should  look  no  more 
upon  his  well-groomed  figure  and  handsome,  dignified  coun- 
tenance. In  this  I  was  mistaken,  for  last  Autumn  (Novem- 
ber, 1904)  while  spending  a  few  weeks  at  Saratoga,  I  was 
one  day  walking  on  Broadway,  with  my  wife,  when  I  saw 
Mr.  Burke  close  at  hand  and  about  to  pass.  Our  eyes  met 
with  a  half  recognition,  and  we  passed  on ;  since  which  I 
have  not  ceased  to  regret  that  I  did  not  make  the  slight  effort 
needed  to  learn  what  facts  and  conditions  had  induced  him  to 
absent  himself  from  New  York,  where  so  much  of  his  life 
had  been  spent. 
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In  1867  the  firm  of  S.  M.  Pettengill  &  Co.  was  the  best 
known  of  all  the  advertising  agents  then  doing  business. 
There  were  two  partners,  Mr.  Pettengill  and  Mr.  James  H. 
Bates.  Bates  had  a  one-third  interest  in  the  profits  and,  by 
their  co-partnership  papers,  it  was  stipulated  that  in  case  of 
a  dissolution  the  good  will  of  the  business,  the  firm  name, 
and  the  books,  would  belong  wholly  to  Mr.  Pettengill.  Mr. 
Bates,  if  he  were  living,  would  be  79  years  old  in  1905  and 
Mr.  Pettengill  three  years  older.  The  former  died  in  1902 
and  Pettengill  about  1893.  Their  agency  being  the  best 
known  of  any  then,  or  at  any  previous  time,  in  existence, 
advertisers  found  that  the  papers  would  accept  the  Petten- 
gill contracts  without  question  or  delay,  if  the  price  was 
right,  and  that  there  was  an  advantage  on  that  account  in 
dealing  through  them.  The  firm  had  numerous  customers 
who  came  to  them  year  after  year.  Among  these  were  Rob- 
ert Bonner,  Jeremiah  Curtis  &  Son,  owners  of  Mrs.  Win- 
slow's  Soothing  Syrup,  Dr.  J.  H.  Schenck,  who  had  his  name 
and  the  words  Mandrake  Pills  painted  almost  as  freely  as 
Hood's  Sarsaparilla  was  in  later  years.  Still  the  Pettengill 
business  did  not  in  1867  exceed  in  volume  the  sum  of  $400,- 
000  per  annum. 

Mr.  L.  F.  Shattuck  was  said  to  do  business  under  the 
name  of  Peaslee  &  Co.  because,  it  was  alleged,  he  had  left 
behind  him  in  Ohio  some  obligations  that  might  be  a  source 
of  trouble  for  him.  He  had  published  a  paper  in  the  Buck- 
eye State,  and  through  that  means  it  had  come  about  that  he 
had  at  one  time  been  of  service  to  an  Ohio  politician,  Salmon 
P.  Chase  by  name.  Previous  to  the  Civil  War  the  firm  of 
Peaslee  &  Co.  had  been  by  no  means  prominent,,  and  its  credit 
was  not  considered  very  firmly  established.  It  used  to  be 
said  that  there  really  was  a  Mr.  Peaslee  in  the  office,  but  his 
position  was  rather  that  of  a  clerk  than  a  principal. 
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Those  who  are  old  enough  may  remember  that  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  Civil  War,  in  1861,  the  government  was  un- 
prepared, and  found  itself  sadly  in  need  of  money.  Interest 
was  paid  at  a  rate  as  high  as  seven  and  three-tenths  per  cent 
per  annum.  Finally,  when  bonds  were  put  on  the  market  by 
the  hundred  millions,  an  enterprising  young  banker,  once 
from  Ohio,  but  then  of  Philadelphia — Jay  Cooke  &  Co.  was 
the  firm  name — came  prominently  to  the  front  as  a  govern- 
ment agent  for  placing  the  securities.  The  bonds  had  to  be 
advertised.  The  contract  promised  to  be  a  large  one.  Mr. 
Bates  of  the  Pettengill  Agency  had  his  eyes  on  it,  and  had 
actually  gone  so  far  as  to  prepare  copy,  and  even  send  out 
some  advertisements  for  insertion,  when  there  came  a  call 
upon  him  to  visit  Mr.  Cooke  in  Philadelphia ;  and  there  he 
was  told  that  Mr.  Chase,  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  had  sent 
for  Mr.  Cooke,  and  had  said  to  him  that  Mr.  Shattuck  was 
his  friend,  and  that  he,  Chase,  particularly  desired  that  such 
advertising  as  had  to  be  done  should  be  sent  out  through 
Mr.  Shattuck's  agency.  Probably  no  one  of  the  parties  had 
any  idea  of  what  the  thing  would  amount  to.  The  fiscal 
agent  had  no  disposition  to  quarrel  with  the  Secretary,  who 
was  his  superior.  He  did  what  he  could  for  Bates,  but  the 
business  from  that  time  forward  went  out  through  Mr.  Shat- 
tuck's office.  It  was  a  great  order.  Prices  did  not  cut  much 
of  a  figure  in  placing  it.  Mr.  Cooke  said  to  Mr.  Shattuck, 
"If  a  publisher  has  enterprise  enough  to  ask  for  the  adver- 
tisement give  it  to  him."  In  some  instances,  as  would  be  the 
case  now,  there  was  difficulty  about  the  allowance  to  Mr. 
Shattuck  of  the  usual  agent's  commission,  that  being  then, 
almost  universally,  a  quarter  of  the  gross  amount;  but  the 
Secretary  stood  by  his  protege,  and  if  the  paper  did  not 
choose  to  allow  the  commission,  Mr.  Shattuck  withheld  the 
order.  As  the  question  of  a  high  or  a  low  price  did  not  enter 
very  much  into  the  calculation,  so  long  as  the  figures  on  the 
rate  card  were  not  exceeded,  there  was  little  real  difficulty 
about  any  papers  eventually  securing  the  order,  Shattuck  get- 
ting his  commission,  and  the  public  being  favored  with  a 
sight  of  the  announcement.    Of  course,  a  liberal  advertise- 

138 


Nineteenth    Paper 

merit  order  made  an  editor  shy  about  criticising  any  methods 
of  the  Secretary,  the  President,  or  the  fiscal  agent ;  and  with- 
out doubt  the  advertising  order  served  as  a  subsidy  in  some 
cases  and  caused  editors  to  be  just  as  friendly  as  they  could 
possibly  see  it  in  their  way  to  be.  It  is  not  intended  to  be 
inferred  that  there  was  any  cheating  or  dishonesty  on  the 
part  of  any  one  concerned.  Nothing  of  the  sort  has  ever 
been  suggested.  It  was  a  big  order,  it  was  relied  upon  to 
produce  quick  results,  it  did  all  that  was  expected  of  it ; 
repeat  orders  came  quickly  and  often,  and  when  the  war  was 
ended  everybody  was  satisfied — more  than  satisfied  with  Mr. 
Chase,  Mr.  Cooke  and  Mr.  Shattuck ;  and  so  great  had 
grown  Mr.  Shattuck's  reputation,  that  a  little  later,  he  had  in 
hand  the  enormous  contract  for  placing  the  securities  of  the 
Union  Pacific  Railroad,  on  terms  that  seemed  not  only  to 
assure  him  a  full  commission  on  every  advertisement  he 
placed,  but  additional  pay  for  all  clerical  work  performed, 
and  a  liberal  commission  as  well  on  every  bond  that  was  sold. 
The  results  of  these  two  orders  were  so  pleasing  to  Mr.  Shat- 
tuck that  he  had  little  disposition  to  resume  the  humdrum 
work  of  preparing  competing  estimates  for  patent  medicine 
houses  and  "such  small  deer ;"  and  it  came  about  quite 
naturally  that  he,  in  possession  of  a  million  or  two  of  sav- 
ings, bought  a  place  at  Lenox,  lived  the  life  of  a  country 
gentleman,  sought  and  obtained  entrance  for  himself  and 
family  into  the  exclusive  society  of  New  York  that  main- 
tains connections  with  the  Berkshires  and  Newport. 

Mr.  Shattuck  was  the  first  of  the  New  York  agents  who 
did  me  the  honor  of  looking  me  up  and  calling  on  me  in  my 
new  office,  up  one  flight,  front,  at  No.  40  Park  Row,  shortly 
after  my  removal  from  Boston.  I  had  never  seen  him  be- 
fore. He  was  a  large,  fine-looking  man,  handsomely,  even 
elegantly,  dressed  after  the  Shakespearian  invocation : 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
But  not  express'd  in  fancy. 

He  had  evidently  availed  himself  of  a  leisure  moment,  after 
partaking  of  a  midday  luncheon  at  the  restaurant  of  Crook, 
Fox  &  Nash  — then  so  well  patronized  —  situated  on  the 
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first  floor  of  the  Times  Building,  directly  under  my  office. 
While  I  looked  at  the  card  he  handed  to  me,  my  eye  dropped, 
and  took  in  a  handsome  gold  watch  chain,  crossing  his  rather 
broad  waistcoat,  and  noted  there  a  small  deposit,  a  portion  of 
a  boiled  egg  that  had  evidently  played  a  part  in  the  midday 
refection.  It  is  one  of  the  absurdities  of  life  that  so  trifling 
a  matter  should  have  any  attention  at  all,  but  it  is  neverthe- 
less true  that  from  that  day  to  this  I  never  think  of  Mr. 
Shattuck  without  seeing  the  watch  chain  and  the  blemish  of 
the  egg  spot.  The  good  man  died  many  years  ago,  the  most 
successful  of  all  the  advertising  agents  that  had  had  an  ex- 
istence in  America ;  and  the  one,  who,  more  than  any  other, 
escaped  unkindly  criticism.  He  could  give  an  order  to  who- 
ever asked  for  it.  If  the  price  could  be  defended  by  the  rate 
card  he  was  authorized  to  pay  it ;  if  it  seemed  excessive  even 
to  the  newspaper  man  he  might  even  up  things  by  a  notice  of 
the  bonds  offered  for  sale  or  by  a  favorable  influence  ex- 
erted in  some  other  way. 

Mr.  Shattuck  did  some  business  as  a  banker  after  he  had 
ceased  to  be  an  advertising  agent,  but  it  is  my  impression 
that  he  did  not  add  to  his  wealth  in  that  way.  He  seemed 
finally  to  take  kindly  to  his  Lenox  home,  and  a  visit  to  the 
South  in  the  winter,  and  it  used  to  be  my  good  fortune  to 
meet  him,  two  or  three  times  a  year,  at  the  Union  League 
Club,  where  he  was  pretty  certain  to  drop  in  when  passing 
through  or  sojourning  in  the  city  for  a  few  days.  Mr.  Shat- 
tuck's  advertising  business,  what  there  was  left  of  it,  re- 
verted to  Mr.  E.  N.  Erickson,  a  capable  man  of  unexcep- 
tionable character  and  standing,  and  he  in  turn  having 
passed  away  is  succeeded  by  his  son  Julius,  who  now  con- 
ducts an  agency  at  21  Park  Row  under  his  father's  name. 

Of  John  Hooper  it  has  already  been  said  there  were 
grounds  for  considering  him  the  oldest  advertising  agent  in 
New  York.  He  had  begun  as  a  canvasser  for  the  Tribune; 
was  led  into  putting  advertisements  into  other  papers  to 
accommodate  a  customer ;  would  pay  the  bill,  take  a  receipt, 
carry  the  bill  to  his  principal,  collect  it  and  the  transaction 
would  be  closed — no  bookkeeping,  no  bother,  no  open  ac- 
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count — and  the  commission  on  the  order  was  a  help.  Some- 
times a  settlement  in  full  might  be  delayed  a  little,  but  his 
customers  were  good.  If  the  memorandum  bills  accumu- 
lated, it  was  still  possible  to  care  for  them  ;  and  other  agents 
used  to  say  of  Hooper,  rather  derisively,  that  he  carried  his 
office  in  his  hat.  He  was  slow  of  speech,  slow  of  motion ;  as 
honest  as  the'  day  was  long ;  and,  curiously,  too,  as  time  pro- 
gressed, it  was  noted  that  he  was  never  in  any  hurry  about 
being  paid,  provided  the  customer  was  good  and  the  busi- 


E.    D.    WAYRE, 

For  thirty-five  years  bookkeeper  for 

George  P.  Rowell. 

ness  still  being  advertised.  After  a  time  he  needed  an  office, 
and,  like  those  farmers  who  find  a  wife  cheaper  than  a  hired 
girl,  he  took  a  partner  instead  of  hiring  a  bookkeeper.  By 
and  by,  however,  he  outgrew  all  of  that,  and  needed  book- 
keeper, estimate  clerk,  checkers  and  office  boys.  His  partner 
was  Mr.  George  William  Wayre.  Mr.  Wayre  was  an  older 
brother  of  that  Mr.  E.  D.  Wayre  with  whom  those  who  have 
had  dealings  with  the  advertising  agency  of  Geo.  P.  Rowell 
&  Co.  may  remember,  as  always  since  the  year  1871,  to  be 
found  at  the  bookkeeper's  desk.     He  is  the  bookkeeper  for 
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the  Printers'  Ink  Publishing  Company  at  the  present  time 
(1905).  Mr.  Hooper's  residence,  until  near  the  end  of  his 
life,  was  in  Dutch  street,  which  it  might  puzzle  the  New 
Yorker  of  to-day  to  find,  although  it  is  still  plainly  in  evi- 
dence at  some  point  between  Nassau,  Beekman,  John  and 
Gold  streets. 

From  his  system  of  being  a  slow  collector,  where  the 
parties  were  considered  good,  Mr.  Hooper  was  sometimes  led 
into  assuming  rather  serious  risks ;  and  it  came  about  at  one 
period  that  the  firm  of  Colwell,  Shaw  &  Williard,  who  man- 


GEORGE   W.  WAYRE. 


ufactured  a  patented  tin-lined  lead  pipe,  had  become  so  much 
in  his  debt  that  he  was  finally,  for  his  own  protection,  led  to 
assume  a  proprietary  interest  in  their  enterprise,  and  eventu- 
ally the  lead  business  became  of  so  much  more  importance 
than  the  advertising  agency  that  he  was  induced  to  drop  the 
latter,  and  in  the  year  1870  I  was  approached  with  a  sugges- 
tion that  I  buy  the  good  will  of  the  concern,  take  over  such 
customers  as  could  be  delivered,  assume  the  office  occupied 
by  the  Hooper  company,  and  in  general  succeed  to  the  busi- 
ness of  the  oldest  advertising  agency  in  New  York.     The 
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price  asked  for  the  good  will  was  $io,ooo;  the  business  was 
clean,  the  office  the  best  in  the  Times  Building,  correspond- 
ing nearly  with  that  occupied  until  quite  recently  by  J.  Wal- 
ter Thompson's  agency,  for  the  last  score  of  years,  or  there- 
abouts. I  am  confident  I  got  the  purchase  price  back  within 
the  first  year,  but  Mr.  Hooper  continued  to  turn  over  small 
orders  to  us  to  the  end  of  his  life.  As  a  lead  merchant  he 
was  no  more  conspicuous  than  as  an  advertising  agent,  and 
only  those  who  knew  him  well  failed  to  be  amazed  to  find 
when  he  finally  passed  away  that  he  had  left  a  property  worth 
very  close  to  the  sum — enormous  under  the  circumstances — 
of  five  million  dollars. 


JOHN  HOOPER. 

The  partner,  Mr.  Wayre,  was  an  Englishman,  and  had 
ever  a  longing  to  return,  with  the  competence  he  had  earned., 
to  the  home  of  his  youth.  It  was  a  mistake.  He  missed  the 
occupation  that  had  become  so  familiar  to  him;  his  health 
was  not  as  good  as  it  had  been;  and  he  died  before  very 
long.  His  American-born  children,  with  their  mother,  did 
not  lose  much  time  in  getting  back  to  American  soil, 
whereby  they  doubtless  exhibited  better  sense  than  they  had 
inherited  from  the  father. 

L.  P.  Fontaine  &  Co.  and  Mather  &  Abbott  were  adver- 
tising agents  of  the  class  that  the  newspapers  used  to  take 
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very  kindly  to.  They  could  not  be  counted  on  to  pay  a  bill 
when  it  became  due,  but  they  often  did  pay,  in  whole  or  in 
part,  and  the  unexpected  experience  had  in  it  a  spice  of 
variety  very  pleasing  to  the  average  newspaper  man.  In 
answer  to  a  charge  that  an  order  had  been  accepted  from 
Mather  &  Abbott  at  a  price  that  would  not  have  been  satis- 
factory had  the  order  came  from  the  Rowell  Agency  it  used 
to  be  explained  sometimes  about  like  this :  "You  know  that 
concern  is  rather  poor  pay,  we  may  never  get  anything  for 
what  they  owe  us,  and  for  that  reason  we  are  willing  to 
make  the  charge  light  because,  if  we  never  collect  it,  the  loss 
will  not  be  of  so  much  consequence."  After  I  had  been 
some  time  in  New  York  Mr.  Fontaine  came  to  me  one  day 
for  advice.  His  statement  showed  assets — so  and  so,  and 
liabilities — so  and  so.  There  was  not  very  much  difference 
between  the  two  sums,  but  the  assets  overbalanced  the  other 
to  a  moderate  extent.  I  was  rather  surprised  at  this  out- 
come, under  the  circumstances,  and  said  to  Mr.  Fontaine, 
"You  are  solvent.  You  can  pay  all  you  owe."  "I  know 
that,"  was  his  response,  "but  it  will  take  all  I  have."  He 
failed  a  little  later,  and  disappeared,  but  as  the  papers  were 
not  paid  I  have  always  felt  that  he  had  something  left  over 
for  a  rainy  day. 

Of  W.  W.  Sharpe  no  one  seemed  to  know  much  beyond 
that  he  did  a  fair  business,  kept  his  agreements,  minded  his 
own  affairs  and  had  very  little  to  do  with  others.  I  think  I 
knew  about  as  much  about  him  in  1867  as  I  do  now  (in 
1905),  and  yet,  I  am  told,  he  has  all  this  time  done  business 
and  still  does  so  within  a  stone's  throw  of  my  office.  I  have 
no  recollection  of  ever  having  seen  him. 

John  Moore  said  that  in  his  walks  about  town,  in  pursuit 
of  advertising  orders,  he  crossed  the  tracks  of  Carlton  & 
Smith  more  frequently  than  he  did  those  of  any  other 
agency.  Carlton  was  a  step-son  of  that  Dr.  Carlton  who 
was  long  at  the  head  of  that  great  publishing  house  the 
Methodist  Book  Concern.  The  business  was  mainly  with 
the  religious  press,  and  largely  with  the  Methodist  division 
of  it.    Mr.  Smith  retired  from  the  firm  before  very  long,  and 
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Carlton  moved  his  office  into  the  Times  Building  near  me. 
We  became  fast  friends  and  that  friendship  terminated  only 
with  his  life.     He  died  in  the  summer  of  1902. 

Carlton  extended  his  lines  to  take  in  the  monthly  maga- 
zines, then  becoming  of  importance,  and  he  had  in  his  em- 
ploy a  young  man  named  Thompson,  given  name  J.  Wal- 
ter, to  whom  he  paid  a  salary  of  $15  a  week,  and  thought  it 
rather  munificent.  Carlton  was  a  bookworm.  He  knew  all 
about  books  and  publishers,  and  would  rather  spend  six 
hours  in  trying  to  resurrect,  for  a  friend,  some  scarce  vol- 
ume, worth  possibly  twenty  cents,  because  not  wanted  by 
many  people,  rather  than  devote  half  as  much  time  to  secur- 
ing an  advertising  order  which  might  just  as  likely  pro- 
duce a  profit  of  $100.  I  had  once  had  an  opportunity  to 
engage  this  same  clerk,  Thompson,  to  work  for  me,  but, 
after  a  talk  with  him,  concluded  he  would  be  too  easily  dis- 
couraged for  an  advertising  man.  Carlton  wanted  to  sell 
his  business,  and  one  day  his  assistant  professed  himself 
willing  and  able  to  pay  the  price.  Carlton  became  a  book- 
seller and  the  firm  of  J.  Walter  Thompson  Co.  started  out, 
and  became,  in  an  almost  incredibly  short  time,  a  greater 
house  than  Carlton  had  ever  dreamed  of,  and  one  that,  from 
that  day  to  this,  has  had  no  set-backs,  and  about  which  no 
one  hears  anything  but  good  words.  Mr.  Thompson,  since 
the  decease  of  the  late  Mr.  James  H.  Bates,  is,  without  any 
manner  of  doubt,  the  richest  advertising  agent  doing  busi- 
ness in  the  City  of  New  York. 
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I  think  it  was  in  the  month  of  June,  1867,  that  the  New 
York  State  Editorial  Association  held  its  annual  convention 
at  Penn  Yan.  A  Mr.  Cleveland,  editor  of  one  of  the  village 
papers,  was  President  of  the  Association  that  year.  He 
had  the  further  distinction  of  being  a  brother  of  the  wife  of 
that  celebrated  journalist,  Mr.  Horace  Greeley  of  the 
Tribune.  Mr.  Wirt  Sikes,  a  literary  man,  it  was  an- 
nounced, would  read  a  poem.  I  came  to  know  Mr.  Sikes 
somewhat  in  after  years,  but  upon  what  his  literary  fame 
rested  then  or  rests  now  I  am  not  able  to  specify.  The 
only  time  I  can  recall  having  read  about  him,  in  connection 
with  literature,  was,  I  think,  in  the  New  York  Tribune, 
wherein  certain  literary  characters  were  reviewed  in  grades 
and  classes,  beginning  with — I  don't  remember  whom, 
Thackeray  perhaps,  and  descending,  as  the  editor  expressed 
it,  "down  to  Wirt  Sikes."  He  was  also  the  husband  of 
Olive  Logan,  of  whom  I  really  ought  to  be  better  informed 
that  I  am,  for  I  frequently  met  her.  She  was  an  actress,  an 
authoress,  or  an  elocutionist ;  and  I  seem  to  never  be  able  to 
ascertain  which,  or  to  what  extent.  She  and  Mr.  Sikes 
were  alike  in  one  respect,  they  were  both  deaf ;  but  after  all 
they  hardly  had  so  much  to  do  with  this  newspaper  conven- 
tion, which  was  the  first  I  ever  attended,  to  warrant  such 
extended  reference  to  them,  although  it  was  there  that 
I  first  came  into  a  knowledge  of  their  existence.  Being 
new  to  New  York,  and,  to  a  regrettable  degree,  unac- 
quainted with  its  newspaper  men,  it  seemed  a  wise  thing 
to  do  to  go  to  Penn  Yan,  and  see  them  all  in  a  bunch. 
The  idea  that  it  was  a  convention  of  newspaper  men, 
held  for  discussing  their  own  affairs,  and  that  I  was 
not  a  newspaper  man,  and  had  not  been  invited  to  be 
present,  did  not  occur  to  me.  When  on  the  ground,  how- 
ever, it  was  noticeable  that  no  very  cordial  reception  was 
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extended ;  still,  as  my  principal  competitor,  Mr.  S.  M.  Pet- 
tengill,  was  there,  and  a  certain  other  agent  from  New 
York  City  as  well,  Peter  K.  Deyo  by  name,  not  to  mention 
a  press  manufacturer  or  two,  an  ink  salesman  and  two  or 
three  others  who  sought  dealings  with  the  newspapers,  I 
did  not  feel  specially  out  of  place. 

At  the  meetings,  however,  after  Mr.  Sikes's  poem  had 
had  attention,  and  the  business  of  the  convention  began,  I 
learned  that  publishers  had  troubles  of  their  own.  and  that 


S.    M.    PETTENGILL. 

among  these  advertising  agents  were  accorded  a  position 
among  the  principal,  if  not  the  chiefest  of  them  all.  It 
seemed,  from  statements  there  made,  that  the  agents  were 
unmitigated  bears  on  prices,  that  they  always  demanded  the 
lowest  prices,  and  the  greatest  amount  of  service,  and,  when 
a  column  had  once  been  sold  to  one  of  them  for  $15  or  $20 
a  year,  because  it  at  the  time  happened  to  be  so  much 
extra  space  on  the  newspaper  man's  hands,  and  compelled 
him  to  do  an  extra  amount  of  typesetting  to  fill  it,  it  was 
very  hard  to  make  that  agent  understand,  if  he  happened  to 
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want  a  second  column  a  month  or  a  year  later,  that  the  price 
must  be  $100,  and  that  no  lower  figure  could  be  considered. 
At  a  certain  point,  my  eminent  competitor,  Mr.  Pettengill, 
arose  and,  in  his  mild-mannered  way,  berated  the  publishers 
for  their  lack  of  business  methods,  and  took  special  excep- 
tion to  the  practice,  of  which  many  of  them  were  guilty,  of 
selling  to  Mr.  Rowell,  an  advertising  agent  then  present,  a 
column  of  space  at  a  yearly  rate,  and  allowing  him  to  peddle 
it  out  to  monthly  users  of  an  inch,  more  or  less,  at  less  than 
half  the  price  the  publisher  would  demand  of  the  adver- 
tiser, according  to  his  rate  card,  and  much  worse  than  that, 
at  less  than  half  the  price  the  same  publisher  would  demand 
from  him,  Pettengill,  if  he,  instead  of  Rowell,  should  hap- 
pen to  send  the  same  card  of  an  inch  or  thereabouts  to  ap- 
pear for  a  single  month.  One  or  two  men  with  whom  I  had 
contracts,  and  who  were  well  enough  satisfied  with  them, 
rose  to  say  to  Mr.  Pettengill  that  he,  too,  might  have  the 
same  privileges  if  he  would  make  a  similar  contract ;  but  to 
do  that  would  be  to  admit  that  there  was  some  merit  in  my 
so-called  List  System,  and  this  he  could  not  very  well  do, 
because  he  had  been  pooh-poohing  it  to  his  advertising 
patrons  ever  since  he  first  heard  of  it ;  and  it  was  a  fact,  of 
which  he  did  not  then  speak,  that  he,  too,  had  tried  the  same 
plan  in  his  earlier  years,  and  had  fallen  down  on  it,  mainly 
because  he  did  not  insist  that  every  advertiser  who  availed 
himself  of  it  should  use  his  combination  in  its  entirety,  and 
because  he  did  not  send  his  copy  and  changes,  with  the 
clock-like  precision  that  I  had  deemed  requisite,  and  which 
was,  in  fact,  the  salvation  of  my  scheme. 

Later  Mr.  Deyo  had  some  words  to  address  to  the  con- 
vention. He  supported  Mr.  Pettengill.  He  had  been  an 
agent  once,  but  left  his  office  at  the  call  of  his  country  to 
take  the  captaincy  of  a  military  company,  and  had  gone  to 
the  war ;  but  now  the  war  was  over,  he  needed  an  income 
from  business,  and  would  again  be  an  advertising  agent; 
and,  as  he  had  no  office,  nor  much  capita!,  and  his  old  cus- 
tomers had  formed  new  connections,  he  now  wanted  things 
made  just  as  easy  for  him  as  possible,  and  he  deprecated  the 
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idea  that  Pettengill's  established  credit,  or  Mr.  Rowell's 
new-fangled  scheme  of  buying  by  the  column  and  selling  by 
the  inch,  should  be  allowed  to  give  either  any  advantage 
that  should  keep  him  from  stepping  back  into  the  position 
he  said  he  had,  or  thought  he  had,  occupied  before  the 
South  Carolinians  had  so  impudently  fired  on  Fort  Sumter. 
I  do  not  remember  whether  I  had  opportunity  or  occasion 
to  say  anything.  What  the  others  said  had  been  good 
enough  for  me.  My  great  competitor  had  publicly  admit- 
ted that  he  had  to  charge  a  customer  twice  as  much  as  I  did 
for  the  same  service,  and  asserted  that  even  then  I  made  a 
larger  profit  on  the  transaction  than  he  did. 

I  wrote  out  a  statement  of  Mr.  Pettengill's  remarks,  as 
I  remembered  them,  and  having  space  to  spare  in  a  good 
many  of  the  papers  that  were  represented  at  the  convention, 
I  filled  that  space  with  a  condensation  of  what  Mr.  Petten- 
gill  had  said.  No  one  would  need  to  be  told  that,  as  I  was 
not  a  stenographer,  Mr.  Pettengill  was  not  likely  to  agree 
as  to  the  strict  accuracy  of  my  report,  and  it  came  about 
that  he  was  led  to  address  a  protest  on  the  subject  to  some 
of  the  papers  that  had  carried  my  announcement.  Where- 
upon the  vigorous  editor  of  the  Jamestown  Journal  es- 
poused his  cause  with  much  enthusiasm,  and  came  out  with 
what  the  said  editor,  who  had  been  present  at  and  was  about 
the  most  active  man  in  the  convention,  said  was  what  Mr. 
Pettengill  really  did  say.  Many  a  man  has  had  reason  to 
assert  that  he  could  deal  well  enough  with  his  enemies  if 
God  would  only  preserve  him  from  his  friends.  This 
Jamestown  man  proceeded  to  set  the  thing  right  in  his  pa- 
per, but  he  had  no  stenographer's  report  to  guide  him  any 
more  than  I  had.  I  do  not  think  his  report  was  quite  so 
accurate  as  my  own,  but  when  the  Journal's  account  came 
to  hand  that  part  of  Pettengill's  remarks  that  reproached  the 
papers  for  allowing  me  to  get  so  great  an  advantage  over 
him  was  stated  even  more  strongly  than  I  had  put  it.  This 
the  Journal  man  was  quite  willing  to  do,  because  his  own 
skirts  were  clear,  he  having  refused  to  consider  a  contract 
I  had  offered  to  make  with  him.    I  bought  and  distributed 
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1,000  copies  of  the  Jamestown  Journal,  and  also  issued  a 
new  circular,  and  had  a  new  advertisement,  and  they  were 
quite  effective.  I  had  never  seen  Mr.  Pettengill  before  we 
met  at  the  convention.  I  was  twenty-eight  years  old,  he 
forty-three.  He  was  essentially  an  amiable  man,  further- 
more, he  quickly  realized  that  his  words,  spoken  in  conven- 
tion, had  not  been  as  well  considered  as  they  might  have 
been ;  consequently,  when  we  met  outside,  he  did  not  deem 
it  advisable  to  magnify  my  importance  by  making  me  out 
too  much  of  a  competitor.  On  my  part  I  was  so  well  satis- 
fied with  all  that  had  occurred,  that  my  inclination  was  to 
laugh  at  Mr.  Pettengill,  rather  than  argue  with  him,  and 
after  the  first  day  of  the  convention,  but  before  my  circular 
and  advertisement  had  appeared,  we  became  rather  friendly 
than  otherwise. 

He  had  never  been  in  my  office,  but  something  occurred 
at  the  time  of  issuing  my  second  circular  that  made  it  seem 
advisable  to  submit  a  proof  to  him  before  sending  it  out ;  so 
with  that  proof  in  hand  I  went  personally  to  his  place  of 
business,  in  the  old  World  Building,  standing  where  the 
Potter  Building  now  is,  at  the  corner  of  Park  Row  and 
Beekman  street.  Mr.  Pettengill  was  not  in,  but  his  junior 
partner,  Mr.  Bates,  was,  and  to'  him  I  exhibited  the  proof. 
Bates  was  twelve  years  my  senior.  I  had  never  seen  him 
before.  He  looked  at  me  through  his  gold-bowed  specta- 
cles, glanced  at  the  proof,  made  some  deprecatory  remark 
not  at  all  calculated  to  please  me — no  one  could  make  such 
a  remark  more  effectively  than  Bates  could — and  I  came 
away.  It  will  be  seen  that  my  acquaintance  with  these  two 
men  began  in  a  business  squabble — I  sometimes  say  in  a 
row.  Curiously  it  so  happened  that  the  acquaintance  thus 
begun  continued,  improved,  ripened  into  friendship  and 
lasted  until  the  termination  of  the  life  of  each  of  them.  They 
were  not  at  all  alike.  Pettengill  came  from  Connecticut  and 
had  in  him  some  touch  of  the  Puritan.  Bates  was  a  native 
of  Vermont,  but  his  family  moved  to  Michigan  while  he 
was  a  child,  and  he  was  broadened  by  the  wider  life  of  the 
Middle  West.  Pettengill  was  a  leading  member  of  Plymouth 
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Church,  and  a  warm  friend  and  ardent  admirer  of  Mr. 
Beecher,  although  he  did  enjoy  stating,  when  speaking  of 
the  unfortunate  scandal  that  troubled  the  preacher's  later 
days,  that  he,  Pettengill,  was  in  accord  with  the  verdict  of 
the  Long  Island  farmer  who  commended  the  jury  that  had 
stood  three  for  conviction  and  nine  for  acquittal,  on  the 
ground  that,  in  his  opinion,  Mr.  Beecher  was  three-quarters 
innocent. 

Bates  also  lived  in  Brooklyn  most  of  his  life,  but  took 


JAMES    H.    BATES. 

more  stock  in  Theodore  Tilton  than  he  did  in  Mr.  Beecher. 
Each  had  a  keen  sense  of  humor,  but  Pettengill  rarely 
made  a  brilliant  success  when  he  attempted  a  joke,  or  a  pun, 
or  to  tell  a  funny  story ;  while  Bates  under  no  circumstances 
ever  failed  to  make  what  he  had  to  say  a  little  more  spark- 
ling, or  witty,  than  anybody  else  ever  could.  I  do  not  be- 
lieve they  were  ever  companionable.  Pettengill  had  the 
lion's  share  of  the  earnings  of  the  firm,  while  there  were 
those  who  believed  that  Bates  brought  most  grist  to  the 
mill.    There  came  a  period  when  there  was  serious  friction 
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between  the  two,  and  I  at  the  time  was  very  intimate  with 
both.  I  would  meet  Pettengill  at  luncheon,  and  spend  an 
evening  with  Bates,  at  his  rooms,  or  mine.  Both  acquired 
a  habit  of  telling  me  their  personal  grievances,  each,  I 
rather  think,  knowing  that  the  other  did  so.  By  and  by  they 
separated.  By  the  terms  of  the  agreement  under  which 
they  did  business  this  left  nothing  for  Bates  to  do  but  to 
step  out.  The  books  and  the  firm  name  belonged  to  Petten- 
gill, and  yet  Bates  was  entitled  to  have  an  accounting  and 
to  be  paid  a  proper  share  of  the  profits  that  had  accrued. 
Here  was  a  chance  for  a  disagreement,  and  it  did  not  fail 
to  arise.  No  settlement  being  arrived  at,  Bates  finally  put 
his  claim  into  the  hands  of  an  attorney,  and  proceedings  to 
compel  a  settlement  were  gotten  under  way. 

At  this  time  I  had  the  experience  of  being  called  on  to 
act  as  an  arbitrator.  It  was  Pettengill  who  asked  me  to 
attempt  it.  Batep,  when  I  spoke  to  him,  said  I  had  better  let 
it  alone,  but  I  did  not.  I  had  numerous  talks  with  each,  not 
attempting  to  go  into  the  merits  of  the  case,  but  hoping  to 
arrive  at  an  adjustment  based  on  the  views  they  respectively 
held.  Pettengill  admitted  that  something  was  due  to  Bates, 
but  could  not  say  how  much.  Bates  insisted  that  he  must 
be  paid,  but  I  did  not  at  first  learn  how  much  he  demanded. 
The  thing  hung  along  for  some  time.  Finally  I  induced 
Bates  to  name  a  definite  and  exact  sum  for  which  he  would 
give  a  receipt  in  full.  When  he  had  done  so  I,  with  more 
or  less  difficulty,  induced  Pettengill  to  tell  me  how  much 
money  he  would  pay  for  a  receipt  in  full,  and  a  discontinu- 
ance of  the  action.  When  he  finally  was  brought  to  fix  his 
mind  on  a  definite  sum  he  seemed  pretty  determined  that  he 
would  not,  in  any  event,  pay  any  more.  Bates,  on  his  part, 
had  been  equally  decided  that  the  figure  he  had  named 
should  not  be  reduced  a  single  penny. 

It  was  when  this  much  progress  had  been  made  that  two 
things  became  very  plain  to  me.  First,  that  each  pretty  well 
understood  the  merits  of  the  matter,  and  that  each  was  in 
essentials  a  fair  man.  The  most  unexpected  thing  about  it 
all,  however,  was  that  the  amount  Bates  demanded,  and 
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than  which  he  would  accept  no  less,  and  the  sum  that  Pet- 
tengill  would  pay,  and  never  a  cent  more,  was  the  same  sum 
precisely.  The  question  arises  then,  why  any  need  of  law 
suit  or  arbitration  ?  The  reason  was  to  be  looked  for  in  the 
fact  that  the  strained  relations  that  existed  between  them 
made  it  impossible  for  either  to  be  quite  frank  with  the 
other.  Consequently,  they  could  not  get  together.  I  by 
no  means  felt  on  solid  ground  when  I  had  gotten  thus  far. 
I  dared  not  play  an  open  hand.  "What  sort  of  a  receipt  do 
you  want  from  Bates,"  I  asked  of  Pettengill,  and  he  gave 
me  a  form,  which  when  shown  to  Bates  he  would  not  sign. 
He,  however,  made  out  a  form  of  his  own,  which  he  would 
sign,  and  that  was  taken  to  Pettengill  for  his  acquiescence 
and,  as  the  difference  was  not  material,  he  waived  his  ob- 
jection to  it.  It  made  no  mention  of  the  amount  to  be  paid. 
I  then  asked  Mr.  Pettengill  to  give  me  a  check  for  the 
amount  he  had  specified,  promising  either  to  bring  him  the 
receipt  or  return  him  his  check ;  but  he  said  he  had  not  so 
much  money  in  hand.  "Very  well,"  I  said,  "you  have  an 
account  across  the  street  at  the  Nassau  Bank,  and  have  dealt 
there  for  twenty  years  or  more.  Just  go  over,  while  I  wait ; 
tell  them  you  are  going  to  overdraw  your  account,  that  the 
check  may  not  be  used,  but  if  it  is  you  will  come  in  and 
arrange  with  them  to  make  it  good."  He  did  this,  came 
promptly  back,  and  gave  me  the  check.  Whereupon  I 
went  again  to  Bates,  then  doing  business  on  the  other  cor- 
ner of  Beekman  street  and  Park  Row,  not  a  hundred  feet 
away,  and  asked  him  to  sign  the  receipt,  made  in  the  form 
he  had  agreed  to,  promising  either  to  bring  the  money  or 
return  his  receipt,  and  have  done  with  the  matter.  This  he 
did,  but  I  did  not  give  him  the  check  until  I  had  gone 
again  to  Pettengill,  submitted  the  receipt  for  his  approval, 
and  received  the  same.  I  then  went  back  to  Bates  and  gave 
him  the  check,  which  he  received  rather  grimly,  for  he  was 
a  bit  impatient  about  the  whole  transaction. 

A  little  later  Mr.  Pettengill  sent  me  an  appreciative  let- 
ter and  a  framed  engraving,  both  of  which  I  have  to-day 
and  value  very  much.    A  few  months  later  Mr.  Bates  sent 
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me  the  handsomest  and  most  symmetrical  set  of  the  antlers 
of  the  Black-Tailed  Deer  that  I  have  ever  seen  anywhere, 
but  he  wrote  me  no  note  of  thanks,  and  it  was  not  till  some 
years  afterwards  that  he  said  to  me  one  day  that  he  really 
did  send  those  deer  horns  as  an  acknowledgment  of  my  ser- 
vices as  arbitrator.  In  after  years  the  two  old  partners  be- 
came wholly  reconciled,  and,  when  finally  Mr.  Pettengill 
retired  from  business,  it  was  to  Mr.  Bates  that  he  turned 
over  such  customers  as  he  could  influence  and  all  that  in- 
tangible thing  known  as  good  will,  that  is  often  of  very 
great  value.  Mr.  Bates  in  this  way  became  successor  to 
the  firm  in  which  he  had  been  a  partner  through  many  of 
the  best  years  of  his  life. 

I  have  gotten  a  long  way  from  the  convention  at  Penn 
Yan.  Its  outcome  was  so  satisfactory  that  when,  next  year, 
another  was  announced,  to  be  held  at  Watkins  on  Seneca 
Lake,  I  determined  to  go  once  more.  Here  the  advertising 
agents  were  dealt  with  more  mildly,  and  I  made  many  ac- 
quaintances among  the  publishers  and  some  friends,  who  re- 
mained such  for  years  and  years.  I  am  speaking  of  the 
year  1868.  Now  and  then  I  read  the  name  of  some  one  of 
those  whom  I  met  at  Watkins,  or  see  their  faces  or  portraits  ; 
and,  although  I  am  sorry  to  note  that  the  hair  is  whitened 
or  departed,  I  do  not  fail  to  recall  features  that  I  learned  to 
know,  and  indications  of  character  that  I  learned  to  recog- 
nize and  respect  more  than  a  generation  ago.  Among  them 
I  like  to  recall  Mr.  A.  C.  Kessinger  of  the  Rome  Sentinel 
and  Mr.  A.  O.  Bunnell  of  the  Dansville  Advertiser.  I 
could  go  on  and  specify  perhaps  a  dozen  others,  but  most 
have  passed  on  to  that  land  where  it  is  supposed  that  all 
things  will  be  known  and  where,  consequently,  there  will 
be  no  need  for  advertising  or  newspapers. 

There  was  one  circumstance  that  occurred  while  at  Wat- 
kins that  goes  to  show  how  carefully  every  one  should 
avoid. even  the  appearance  of  evil.  It  so  happened  that  for 
that  particular  year  I,  like  Rip  Van  Winkle,  had  sworn  off. 
I  neither  drank  nor  smoked,  but  one  evening  at  Watkins 
was  made  memorable  by  a  delightful  reception  given  by  the 
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citizens  to  the  publishers  attending  the  convention,  at  the 
house  of  Mr.  L.  M.  Gano,  the  President  of  the  Association 
and  publisher  of  the  Watkins  Express.  It  seemed  that  a 
firm  of  wine  growers,  having  vineyards  there,  had  sent 
down  an  unreasonably  generous  number  of  cases  of  an 
American  champagne  of  their  production.  The  foaming 
fluid  flowed  as  freely  as  apollinaris  was  said  to  do  at  Mr. 
Wanamaker's  receptions  when  he  was  in  Mr.  Harrison's 
Cabinet,  and  I  was  constantly  urged  to  join  this  one  and 
that  one  in  a  toast.  Becoming  tired  of  excuses  I  ventured 
to  remove  some  dried  grasses  from  a  sort  of  celery-glass- 
fashioned  vase  that  stood  on  the  mantel,  and  had  the  thing, 
which  held  nearly  a  quart,  filled  up  with  wine  to  the  very 
edge  of  its  scalloped  brim,  after  which  I  walked  about  and 
made  a  pretence  of  quaffing  with  every  one  who  hazarded  a 
suggestion  to  that  effect.  I  did  not  taste  a  drop  of  wine  that 
night,  but  not  for  twenty  years  did  I  cease  to  come  now  and 
then  across  someone  who  had  been  present  on  the  occasion 
at  Watkins,  and  to  be  congratulated  upon  my  apparently 
healthy  appearance,  and  to  listen  to  the  suggestion  that  the 
speaker  had  then  had  some  anxiety  about  me  on  account  of 
what  he  saw  of  my  habits  and  condition  as  exhibited  at  Mr. 
Gano's  reception. 
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Mention  has  been  made  of  the  difficulty  in  obtaining 
lists  of  the  newspapers  published.  In  pursuance  of  efforts 
to  awaken  interest  in  the  matter,  as  well  as  to  provide  a 
medium  of  communication  with  persons  likely  to  be  inter- 
ested, and  with  advertisers  generally ;  we  had,  while  in  Bos- 
ton, started  a  little  periodical  called  the  Advertiser's  Ga- 
zette. It  was  in  connection  with  that  publication  that  atten- 
tion began  to  be  directed  to  some  queer  rulings  and  usages  of 
the  Postoffice  Department.  The  arrangement  for  issuing 
the  Advertiser's  Gazette,  had  with  a  Boston  printer,  was  so 
satisfactory  that  it  did  not  seem  desirable  to  disturb  it ;  but 
as  the  office  of  publication  was  now  announced  to  be  New 
York  the  Postoffice  Department  could  not  allow  a  New  York 
publication  to  be  mailed  from  Boston.  The  same  question 
crops  up  nowadays  (1905)  on  occasion,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
American  Agriculturist,  purporting  to  be  published  in  New 
York,  but  really  printed  and  mailed  in  Springfield,  Mass., 
the  influence  of  Mr.  Herbert  Myrick,  the  apostle  of  beet 
sugar,  being  able  to  secure  a  privilege  that  might  be  refused 
to  a  concern  without  a  pull.  It  is  not  easy  to  see  what  con- 
nection there  can  be  between  beet  sugar  and  the  Postoffice 
Department,  but  no  one  man  can  expect  to  see  everything. 

In  our  case  the  Advertiser's  Gazette  had  to  be  sent  by 
express  from  Boston  to  New  York,  that  it  might  be  mailed 
from  the  city  where  it  purported  to  be  published.  The  Bos- 
ton printer  had  been  in  the  habit  of  sending  to  the  Boston 
Postoffice  for  such  mail  sacks  as  he  required  for  delivering 
the  papers  to  be  mailed,  and  when  he  began  to  express  the 
papers  to  New  York,  he  continued  the  same  practice,  and 
the  bags  would  thus  go  into  the  Postoffice  at  New  York 
instead  of  Boston.  In  transit  from  the  printer  to  the  Post- 
office  the  sacks  or  bags  were  in  charge  of  an  express  com- 
pany ;  while  by  the  previous  method  they  were  intrusted  to 
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a  truckman.  This  went  on  without  comment  for  a  time,  but 
finally  the  eye  of  a  Postoffice  inspector  lighted  upon  the 
U.  S.  gunny  sacks,  in  transit  as  express  matter,  and  we  had 
prompt  notice  that  such  use  of  the  bags  was  contrary  to 
regulations,  and,  if  persisted  in,  would  entail  certain  penal- 
ties. We  thereupon  contracted  for  a  sufficient  number  of 
bags  or  sacks,  to  be  made  at  our  own  expense,  and  arranged 
to  use  these  in  place  of  those  which  the  department  had 
previously  furnished.  This  worked  all  right  so  far  as  the 
express  company  was  concerned,  but  as  soon  as  these  bags, 
belonging  to  us,  and  stamped  with  our  name,  went  into  the 
New  York  Postoffice  they  promptly  received  the  great 
U.  S.  brand  and  went  into  the  general  stock,  and  we  were 
never  able  to  get  a  sight  of  one  of  them  again  or  to  obtain 
any  assurance  that  there  would  be  any  more  satisfactory 
outcome  should  we  procure  more  bags,  and  so  on  indefi- 
nitely. 

We  had  in  our  employ  at  this  time  an  office  boy  who 
was  subject  to  epileptic  fits.  He  was  a  little  gentleman, 
quiet,  industrious,  anxious  to  please ;  furthermore,  he  was 
the  son  of  a  widowed  mother,  who  had  once  been  well  to 
do,  but  was  now  in  such  reduced  circumstances  that  the 
boy's  small  earnings  were  so  much  of  an  object  to  her  that 
we  hesitated  about  parting  with  the  unfortunate  youth, 
although  his  occasional  attacks  upset  the  office  very  much, 
and  grated  so  hard  upon  my  own  nerves,  that  it  was  usually 
noted  that  when  one  hack  was  called  to  take  Herbert  to  his 
mother  another  was  brought  into  requisition  to  carry  me  to 
my  own  apartments,  where  it  required  the  rest  of  the  day 
to  free  my  mind  from  the  nervous  shock  which  the  horrid 
scuffle  and  fall  were  certain  to  produce.  The  loyal  and 
faithful  Herbert  took  the  incident  of  the  mail  bags  much 
to  heart.  He  considered  the  Postoffice  a  headquarters  of 
sin,  and  on  some  subjects  his  ideas  were  rather  sound. 
Every  day  it  was  his  duty  to  superintend  the  receipt  of  sev- 
eral of  these  great  sacks  from  the  New  York  Postoffice, 
containing  the  newspaper  mail  for  the  agency,  which  had 
become  very  large.     There  was  a  spare   room,   used  for 
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storage  purposes,  and  not  often  visited  by  any  but  the  boy 
or  the  janitor,  and  to  this  Herbert  carried  the  mail  bags 
that  were  received  from  day  to  day,  letting  them  accumu- 
late, until  we  should  get  even  for  our  own  bags  that  the 
Postoffice  had  appropriated  and  failed  to  account  for.  This 
had  been  going  on  for  an  indefinite  period  before  my  atten- 
tion was  brought  to  the  condition  of  affairs,  and  then  t 
think  the  accumulation  of  bags  was  not  a  pound  short  of  a 
couple  of  tons  in  weight.  It  was  a  question  what  to  do  with 
them,  but  there  was  no  difficulty  about  it.  A  truckman  took 
the  collection  to  the  Postoffice,  and  they  were  received  as 
though  such  consignments  were  an  everyday  affair.  Poor 
Herbert  left  us  shortly  after  this,  there  having  opened  for 
him  an  opportunity  to  go  to  sea  as  a  cabin  boy — a  course 
thought  likely  to  improve  his  health.  We  learned  after- 
wards that  during  one  of  his  attacks  he  fell  out  of  a  boat  and 
was  drowned.  Thus  does  God  temper  the  wind  to  the  shorn 
lamb. 

There  was  still  more  trouble  about  mailing  the  Adver- 
tiser's Gazette  as  there  was  likely  to  be  then  and  now  about 
mailing  anything  as  second-class  matter,  as  every  publisher 
in  the  land  knows  full  well.  It  had  seemed  to  us  advisable, 
for  some  purpose,  to  add  to  the  mailing  list  the  names  of 
all  the  druggists  in  the  United  States,  numbering  many 
thousands ;  not  one  of  whom,  perhaps,  had  ever  subscribed 
for  the  paper  or  thought  of  doing  so.  This  the  New  York 
postmaster  could  not  permit.  It  was  contrary  to  regula- 
tions. 

Now  it  had  so  happened  that  during  my  Boston  experi- 
ences I  had  been  brought  into  relations  with  an  eminent 
abolitionist  named  George  L.  Stearns;  and  Mr.  Stearns, 
shortly  after  the  close  of  the  war,  determined  to  devote  a 
portion  of  his  great  wealth  to  the  publication  of  a  newspa- 
per, to  be  widely  distributed  throughout  the  Southern 
States,  that  should  fill  the  reconstructed  South  chock  full 
of  the  sort  of  information  needed  by  it,  and  thereby  benefit 
that  region  and  all  mankind  as  well.  As  he  was  willing  and 
able  to  assume  all  the  expense,  he  took  no  pains  to  secure 
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subscribers,  contenting  himself  with  the  names  and  post- 
office  addresses  of  the  people  he  wished  to  favor  or  influ- 
ence. The  edition  printed  counted  fully  300,000  copies 
weekly,  and,  as  it  was  thought  to  have  a  value  as  an  adver- 
tising medium,  and  as  Mr.  Stearns  did  not  wish  to  be  both- 
ered with  that  sort  of  detail,  my  name  was  given  place  in  the 
paper  as  advertising  manager;  and,  curiously  enough,  as  it 
seemed,  there  did  not  appear  any  other  name  as  publisher 
or  manager;  consequently,  many  of  the  recipients  of  Mr. 
Stearns'  favor,  in  their  ignorance,  thought  me  the  whole 
thing,  and  many,  and  emphatic,  were  the  letters  I  received, 
and  numerous,  and  often  odorous,  were  the  copies  of  the 
paper  that  were  returned  to  me  in  connection  with  these 
letters.  There  was  evidence  that,  the  people  to  whom  the 
paper  was  sent  not  only  had  not  subscribed,  but,  further 
than  that,  did  not  want  the  paper.  The  name  of  the  publica- 
tion was  The  Right  of  Way.  It  was  not  continued,  I  think, 
more  than  a  year,  but  it  did  go  through  the  Postoffice  with- 
out being  stamped. 

I  told  the  New  York  postmaster  all  about  this,  but  it  did 
not  go  for  much.  He  held  up  my  Advertiser's  Gazette;  and 
I  took  occasion  to  commission  Mr.  Kent  to  visit  the  office  of 
the  Postmaster-General  in  Washington.  He  was  listened 
to.  His  facts  were  not  disputed.  Some  curiosity  was  ex- 
hibited as  to  how  he  happened  to  know  so  much,  but  he 
came  back  with  a  duplicate  in  his  pocket  of  a  letter  to  the 
New  York  postmaster  that  told  him  the  Advertiser's  Ga- 
zette must  be  mailed  to  the  druggists  as  we  had  desired. 
The  New  York  postmaster  said  it  was  all  wrong,  and  I 
guess  it  was ;  but  the  Advertiser's  Gazette  was  mailed  in 
spite  of  all  that. 

It  is  this  irregularity  and  uncertainty  about  postoffice 
usages  that  has  made  so  much  trouble  for  business  men 
and  publishers  for  now  these  many  years.  The  depart- 
ment makes  all  sorts  of  rules;  in  making  them  the  say  so 
of  a  $1,200  clerk  sometimes  has  more  weight  than  the  opin- 
ion of  the  less  well  informed  Postmaster-General.  Condi- 
tions vary,  politics  and  political  influence  enter  in  and  so 
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do  ill  -  nature,  pique,  ignorance  and  forgetfulness.  The 
ill-considered  rule  made  to-day  is  found  faulty  to-morrow, 
and  is  rescinded  next  day ;  or,  if  not  rescinded,  is  disre- 
garded or  overlooked  until  some  one  hunts  it  up  for  a  new 
application  a  little  later.  A  great  deal  would  be  accom- 
plished toward  doing  away  with  the  difficulties  that  arise 
if  every  decision  or  regulation  and,  more  than  all,  the  repeal 
of  each  decision  or  regulation  having  to  do  with  the  mailing 
of  printed  or  other  matter  might  be  given  out  as  news  or 
printed  for  distribution,  so  that  he  who  wishes  to  learn  what 
conditions  do  exist  would  have  some  facilities  afforded  him 
for  obtaining  the  information  he  requires.  No  one  would 
be  more  benefited,  and  scarcely  any  one  so  much  surprised, 
as  postoffice  officials  themselves  would  be,  could  they  see,  in 
cold  type,  a  collection  of  the  decisions  they  have  enacted, 
retracted,  re-enacted  and  forgotten  during  the  last  forty 
years.  As  things  are  managed  now,  and  have  been  man- 
aged, it  is  almost  impossible  for  a  publisher  to  learn  in 
advance  what  he  may  or  may  not  do,  and  almost  fatal  to 
ask  any  question,  because  it  is  so  much  easier  to  say  no  or 
to  evade  the  point  than  it  is  to-examine  the  case  and  decide 
upon  its  merits.  Then  the  decisions  are  so  funny.  The 
Century  Magazine  is  sold  to  subscribers  for  $4  a  year  and 
McClure's  for  $1  a  year.  If  the  Century  should  wish  to 
reduce  its  price  to  $1  a  year  there  would  be  no  objection, 
but  if  it  offered  to  give  people  a  temporary  privilege  of  buy- 
ing it  at  $2  a  year  the  Posteffice  Department  would  exclude 
it  from  the  mails  on  the  ground  that  it  was  being  sold  at  a 
nominal  price.  If  a  publisher  of  Augusta,  Georgia,  should 
undertake  to  do  what  has  been  permitted  to  publishers  in 
Augusta,  Maine,  he  would  find  himself  brought  to  a  stand- 
still in  short  order.  One  explanation  of  the  wonderful 
variety  of  postoffice  decisions  that  are  made  from  time  to 
time  may  be  found  in  the  fact  that  the  average  term  of  a 
Postmaster-General  is  less  than  eighteen  months.  Not- 
withstanding all  this  I  am  firmly  of  the  opinion  that  both 
the  world  at  large  and  "Our  Postoffice"  in  particular  actu- 
ally grow  better  as  they  grow  older, 
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It  was  in  the  year  1869  that  the  first  volume  of  Rowell's 
American  Newspaper  Directory  appeared.  It  was  modeled 
pretty  closely  after  Mitchell's  Directory  of  the  Newspapers 
of  Great  Britain,  but  with  two  important  differences. 
Mitchell's  was  sold  for  an  English  shilling,  while  ours  was 
priced  at  five  dollars.  Mitchell's  did  not  attempt  to  give 
any  information  about  the  circulation  of  the  papers  de- 
scribed, while  with  ours  the  rating  of  circulation  was  a 
feature  considered  of  prime  importance.  It  was  a  new 
thing,  however.  It  had  never  been  attempted  before.  I 
was  often  told  that  it  would  not  be  allowed  in  England, 
and  it  is  a  fact  that  it  has  not  yet  been  attempted  in  any 
country  but  America ;  and  an  effort  made  in  London,  about 
two  years  ago  to  bring  out  a  directory  on  the  plan  so  long 
in  use  by  us  was  promptly  squelched  by  the  Courts. 

So  far  as  the  success  of  our  Advertising  Agency  was 
concerned  the  publication  of  the  Directory  was  probably  a 
mistake.  The  book  placed  at  everybody's  disposal  as  com- 
plete a  list  of  papers  as  we  ourselves  possessed,  and  although 
it  was  copyrighted,  that  would  not  prevent  others  from  ex- 
tracting from  it  all  the  information  they  had  use  for,  there- 
by being  enabled  to  publish  a  competing  book  at  little  ex- 
pense, depending  upon  ours  for  all  information  needed  ex- 
cept in  cases  where,  for  private  purposes,  it  became  desir- 
able to  convey  other  and  different  information.  There  is 
not  sufficient  sale  for  such  a  book  to  defray  the  cost  of  its 
production,  and  the  publisher  of  one,  like  the  publisher  of 
a  newspaper,  must  rely  for  his  profit,  if  he  makes  one,  upon 
the  advertising  patronage  he  is  able  to  secure. 

Our  book  carried  a  great  deal  of  advertising,  taken  al- 
ways upon  the  condition  that  the  charge  for  it  should  stand 
on  the  books  of  the  advertising  agency  until  balanced  by 
advertisements  inserted  upon  our  order  "at  cash  rates  less 
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the  usual  agent's  commission."  There  is  and  was,  in  many 
cases,  a  great  difference  between  the  rate  a  publisher  might 
be  induced  to  accept  for  cash  and  that  printed  on  his  rate 
card ;  and  sometimes  a  publisher,  oblivious  of  the  fact  that 
there  stood  a  charge  against  him  for  an  advertisement  in 
the  Directory,  would  accept  and  commence  upon  carrying 
out  a  pretty  heavy  contract  at  perhaps  not  so  much  as  half 
his  schedule  rate,  and  would  be  too  disgusted  for  anything 
to  have  the  bill  for  the  Directory  advertising  resurrected  at 
a  time  when  he  had  counted  on  fingering  a  considerable 
sum  in  ready  money.  An  instance  is  recalled  of  a  visit  from 
a  business-like  looking  man  who  came  from  a  Maryland 
town,  was  the  owner  and  operator  there  of  a  stone  quarry, 
but  had  loaned  money  to  the  publisher  of  the  local  paper, 
and  finally  had  to  take  possession  of  it.  He  had  not  found 
the  books  in  good  order,  but  there  was  an  account  against 
the  Rowell  Agency  for  about  $150  and  the  foreman  had 
told  him  that  it  was  O.  K.  As  he  was  coming  to  New  York 
he  decided  to  collect  the  account  in  person.  It  looked  all 
right,  but  there  were  counter  charges.  The  paper  had 
bought  a  keg  of  ink  on  one  or  two  occasions,  there  was  a 
charge  of  $10  for  "Riley's  Indispensable,"  which  was  a 
recipe  for  a  dryer  to  be  added  to  inks  in  certain  conditions, 
there  was  the  agent's  commission  of  twenty-five  per  cent, 
which  to  the  quarryman  was  an  entirely  new  idea,  and 
finally  there  was  a  charge  of  $75  for  a  page  advertisement 
in  the  Directory.  Figuring  it  all  out  and,  he  being  new  to 
the  business,  taking  pains  to  exhibit  the  orders  and  the 
original  charges,  there  was  found  to  be  due  to  him  the  sum 
of  $1.18  for  which  a  check  was  given,  payable,  as  was  the 
practice,  "to  the  order  of  the  publisher  of"  the  paper.  He 
looked  everything  over,  asked  an  intelligent  question  here 
and  there,  found  no  fault,  but  as  he  deposited  the  check 
with  his  roll  and  replaced  the  strap  on  the  leathern  pocket- 
book  he  had  extracted  from  his  pantaloons,  he  remarked 
with  an  expression  that  seemed  to  indicate  he  was  learning 
much  about  the  publishing  business,  "It  wasn't  a  very  heavy 
transaction  after  all,  was  it?" 
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The  method  of  paying  for  advertisements  in  the  Direc- 
tory, as  indicated  above,  was  grossly  unfair.  A  charge 
against  the  New  York  Herald  for  $75  was  as  good  as  $75  in 
the  cash  drawer,  while  a  similar  charge  against  the  quarterly 
Chariot  of  Wisdom  and  Love,  published  at  Singer's  Grove 
or  Battle  Creek,  might  remain  on  the  books  for  years  be- 
fore any  one  should  be  found  to  give  even  as  much  as  a  five 
dollar  bill  for  a  hundred  dollar  advertisement  in  the  maga- 
zine which,  with  the  commission  deducted,  would  just  settle 
the  account.  The  comparative  worthlessness  of  these 
charges  was  demonstrated  about  a  dozen  years  ago  when 
several  juniors  of  the  establishment  became  the  managers 
of  the  Advertising  Agency,  and  it  was  thought  better  that 
these  charges,  payable  in  swap  advertising,  should  not  pass 
over  to  them.  It  was  decided  to  use  up  all  the  space  of  the 
sort  then  on  hand  by  introducing  to  public  favor  a  new  pro- 
prietary medicine  called  Ripans  Tabules.  The  total  amount 
of  advertising  required  to  balance  the  exchange  accounts 
then  on  the  books  amounted  to  something  in  excess  of 
$125,000.  An  effort  had  been  made  to  sell  the  space  to  some 
one  of  half  a  dozen  owners  of  proprietary  articles,  at 
twenty  cents  on  the  dollar,  but  it  was  not  successful.  At  the 
end  of  fifteen  months,  when  the  books  were  balanced  and 
the  advertising  all  done,  the  total  sales  of  Ripans  Tabules, 
at  wholesale  and  retail,  had  reached  the  very  moderate  fig- 
ure of  $976.48.  Comparatively  worthless,  from  a  money 
point  of  view,  as  a  large  majority  of  these  accounts  were, 
there  would  always  be  among  them  a  considerable  percent- 
age of  such  as  were  worth  dollar  for  dollar. 

The  charge  was  frequently  made  and  reiterated,  that 
whether  a  paper  advertised  in  the  Directory  or  did  not  ad- 
vertise in  it,  made  all  the  difference  in  the  world,  with  the 
question  whether  that  paper  would  be  accorded,  in  the  Di- 
rectory, a  high  circulation  rating  or  a  low  one.  Although 
there  was  never  a  shadow  of  foundation  for  these  charges, 
there  is  no  doubt  at  all  that  the  publication  of  them  did  lead 
a  great  many  newspapers  to  advertise  in  the  book  who 
would  not  have  done  so  otherwise.     The  edition  for  1891 
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contained  no  less  than  1,221  solid  pages  of  advertising  for 
which  the  charge  for  no  single  page  was  less  than  $75,  and 
went  even  as  high  as  double  that  sum  when  the  page  was 
subdivided  among  many.  It  was  mainly  from  these  ac- 
counts that  the  balance  arose  that  was  devoted  to  the  intro- 
duction of  Ripans  Tabules,  as  before  stated.  Concerning 
the  value  of  these  advertisements  a  Texas  editor  once  wrote 
that  he  "would  as  soon  think  of  advertising  on  the  under 
side  of  a  coffin  lid,"  and  he  was  about  right.  No  one  saw 
the  ad.  save  by  the  merest  chance,  unless  he  looked  it  up  in 
the  index;  and  it  is  not  thought  that  people  are  very  much 
given  to  examining  indexes  for  the  purpose  of  regaling 
themselves  with  the  sight  of  any  particular  advertisement. 
That  edition  of  1891  made  nearly  every  other  advertising 
agency  crazy,  and  most  of  them,  thereafter,  issued  direc- 
tories, mainly  for  the  purpose  of  accommodating  the  over- 
whelming willingness  on  the  part  of  newspaper  publishers 
to  place  announcements  anywhere,  provided  they  could  be 
paid  for  by  swapping  space. 

It  is  often  noted  that  the  heart  of  a  mother  goes  out 
most  strongly  toward  the  child  that  has  made  her  most 
trouble.  Perhaps  the  same  sort  of  feeling  explains  why  it 
is  that  the  writer  of  these  lines  has  always  taken  more 
interest  in  the  Directory  than  in  any  other  enterprise  with 
which  he  has  had  anything  to  do.  It  has  made  him  no 
friends,  for  being  conducted  in  absolute  good  faith  there 
was  nothing  that  could  be  offered  on  the  score  of  friend- 
ship that  would  not  have  to  be  accorded  just  as  freely  to  the 
bitterest  enemy.  This  has  often  been  a  point  that  a  news- 
paper man,  considering  himself  an  intimate  friend,  has 
found  it  difficult  to  understand.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
book  created  for  its  originator  so  many  enemies  that  for 
many  years  it  seemed  wise  for  him  to  steer  clear  of  news- 
paper offices  when  on  traveling  expeditions,  for  profit  or 
pleasure,  unless  some  representative  of  the  office  looked 
him  up  at  the  hotel  and  exhibited  signs  of  amity. 

When  a  publisher,  whom  I  do  not  know  personally, 
comes  into  my  office,  I  generally  turn  to  the  Directory.    If 
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his  circulation  rating  is  given  there  in  Arabic  figures  I 
know  the  man  is  friendly;  if,  on  the  other  hand,  the  rating 
is  by  letters,  and  particularly  if  it  has  the  so-called  "Z"  at- 
tachment, that  indicates  that  the  paper  finds  it  impolitic  or 
impossible  to  make  a  circulation  statement  that  will  hold 
water,  or  a  "Y"  that  means  that  the  publisher  finds  it  bet- 
ter to  make  no  statement  at  all,  or  the  double  question  mark, 
meaning  that  the  rating  is  unsatisfactory,  but  facts  to  war- 
rant a  better  rating  cannot  be  got  at,  or  the  plus  and  minus 
signs,  indicating  that  two  statements  of  circulation  received 
from  the  office,  covering  the  same  period,  give  different 
figures,  or  the  double  exclamation  marks  that  indicate  that 
there  is  something  about  the  paper  that  the  advertiser  ought 
to  know  before  he  spends  much  money  in  it,  or  the  double 
daggers  that  indicate  that  the  publisher  is  a  kicker  from 
whom  little  information  can  be  extracted,  or  the  white 
pyramids  that  indicate  that  the  paper  may  be  dead,  or  the 
black  spheres  that  indicate  that  the  paper  says  it  ought  to 
have  a  higher  rating,  but  is  shy  about  furnishing  facts  to 
warrant  the  accordance  of  such  a  claim,  or  the  so-called 
doubt  marks  that,  not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  indi- 
cate that  the  publisher  has  been  putting  out  circulation 
statements  that  were  false,  and  got  caught  at  it ;  then 
things  are  likely  to  be  different.  If  any  one  of  these  condi- 
tions show  up  there  is  cause  to  believe  that  the  visitor  has 
no  love  for  me  or  my  book.  Still  he  may  be  a  new  man,  or 
a  junior,  who,  like  the  lamented  Spenlow,  has  always  been 
overawed  by  the  wicked  Jorkins,  but  is  now  asserting  his 
independence,  and  determined  from  this  on  to  be  my  friend 
and  help  to  make  the  book  as  perfect  in  fact  as  the  adver- 
tisers of  the  country  so  persistently  seem  to  think  it  is  now. 
One  cause,  perhaps,  for  the  decline  of  charges  of  black- 
mail made  against  the  Directory  has  been  the  practice,  pur- 
sued for  the  past  ten  years,  of  continuing  and  repeating 
each  year's  rating,  year  after  year ;  a  practice  that  shows 
that  one  paper  always  tells  its  circulation  and  tells  it 
straight,  another  always  tells  it  but  never  tells  it  straight,, 
another  never  tells  at  all,  while  still  others  change  from  one 
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of  the  three  classes  to  another  and  back  again.  There  is 
probably  not  a  prominent  lawyer  in  the  United  States  who 
has  been  in  practice  thirty  years  without  being  consulted  on 
the  subject  of  a  suit  for  libel  against  the  Rowell  Directory. 
Yet  the  book  has  been  issued  for  thirty-six  years,  and  al- 
though hundreds  of  libel  suits  have  been  threatened,  and  are 
still  threatened,  one  or  more  almost  every  week,  yet  never 
has  one  made  so  much  progress  as  to  make  it  necessary  to 
go  to  Court  to  defend,  or  even  to  put  in  an  answer  to  a 
complaint. 

There  are  occasional  instances  of  a  marked  change  of 
attitude  on  the  part  of  a  newspaper  editor  toward  the  Di- 
rectory. Not  long  ago  I  was  surprised  as  well  as  pleased 
to  note  certain  manifestations  of  good  will  on  the  part  of 
a  publisher  whom  I  had  thought,  in  the  language  of  the  day, 
"had  it  in  for  me."  "I  thought  you  were  my  enemy,"  said 
I.  "So  I  was,"  was  his  answer.  "I  wanted  you  to  credit 
me  with  4,000  circulation  when  I  was  printing  only  3,800 
copies,  and  'got  hot  under  the  collar'  because  you  wouldn't 
do  it,  but  I  learned  to  see  the  matter  more  clearly  after  a 
while,  and  at  present  I  believe  that  the  method  you  pursued 
has  had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  making  my  fortune." 

Since  the  practice  of  inserting  advertisements  to  be  paid 
for  by  swaps  of  space  has  been  discontinued,  the  advertising 
patronage  accorded  to  our  Directory  has  been  very  much 
curtailed,  and  this  is  still  further  the  case  since  it  has  been 
deemed  expedient  to  refrain  from  soliciting  patronage  from 
any  but  papers  of  a  high  grade  of  advertising  value.  So 
straight-laced  has  the  publisher  been  about  never  selling 
anything  to  one  man  that  another  might  not  have,  that  he 
was  absurd  enough  at  one  time  to  refuse  a  check  for  $5,000 
from  the  sons  of  Robert  Bonner  for  inserting  forty-two  very 
innocent  words  about  the  New  York  Ledger,  which  they 
desired  to  have  follow  the  catalogue  description.  A  little 
later  he  was  inserting  just  such  "Publishers'  Announce- 
ments" on  terms  that  would  have  caused  the  notice  to  be 
acceptable  for  $7  that  was  declined  at  $5,000. 

Experience  has   demonstrated  that  a  large  sale   for  a 
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book  like  the  Directory  can  never  be  had.  It  was  offered 
experimentally  one  year  for  fifty  cents  a  volume,  the  price 
the  year  before  and  the  year  after  being  $5,  and  yet  the  sale 
of  the  50  cent  edition  was  no  larger  than  at  the  higher  price, 
while  after  the  subscription  price  was  advanced  a  few  years 
ago  to  $10  a  volume,  the  cash  sales  have  actually  been  a 
little  larger  than  ever  at  a  lower  subscription  price. 
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Which  were  the  principal  newspapers  in  those  days  ?  In 
New  York  City  (1868)  the  newsboy's  cry  was  Herald! 
Times!  Tribune!  Each  sold  for  four  cents  a  copy.  Mr. 
Dana  had  not  yet  assumed  editorial  charge  of  the  Sun.  In 
the  evening  there  were  the  Post,  William  Cullen  Bryant, 
editor,  and  the  Express,  Erastus  Brooks,  editor,  and  Ben 
Woods'  evening  News,  that  every  poor  man  read. .  The  edi- 
tion of  the  weekly  Tribune  was  very  large.  Sometimes 
every  subscriber  to  it  got  a  strawberry  plant  or  a  picture  of 
Horace  Greeley  as  a  premium,  and  advertisers  paid  $2  a 
line.  In  those  days  Harper's  Weekly  was  of  more  impor- 
tance to  an  advertiser  than  any  other  single  paper  and,  for 
a  position  on  the  last  page,  the  cost  was  $4  a  line.  Harper's 
Bazar  was  for  that  time  what  Vogue,  the  Delineator  and 
the  Ladies'  Home  Journal  consolidated  would  be  for  to-day. 
The  Clipper  was  the  theatrical  and  sporting  paper.  On 
Sundays  the  Herald  and  the  Mercury  had  the  field  pretty 
much  to  themselves ;  the  last  named  being  a  good  deal  of  a 
yellow  journal — not  exactly  a  home  paper  where  there  were 
daughters  in  the  family.  Not  every  one  knows  that  the 
World,  when  established,  was  intended  to  be  a  religious 
daily.  That  is  the  fact ;  but  it  could  not  be  made  to  go. 
Vanity  Fair,  Artemus  Ward's  attempt  at  a  comic  or  satiri- 
cal paper,  had  poked  fun  at  in  a  paragraph  that  I  recall. 
This  was  it:  "Cheap  Living:  Buy  the  New  York  World  and 
get  board  (bored)  for  only  one  cent."  Vanity  Fair  was 
dead  in  1868  and  had  no  successor.  Puck,  Judge  and  Life 
had  not  been  born.  The  Scientific  American  was,  perhaps, 
as  important  then  as  it  is  now.  It  was  originally  a  sort  of 
house  organ  for  the  patent  agency  of  Munn  &  Co.  Few 
papers  have  exerted  an  equal-  influence  for  good.  How 
thankful  we  ought  to  be  that  the  Postoffice  Department  did 
not  kill  it.    The  Iron  Age  was  without  doubt  the  best  exam- 
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pie  of  a  class  journal.  It  may  be  that  there  are  none  any 
better  in  1905.    It,  too,  was  a  house  organ  in  the  beginning. 

The  Albany  Journal  and  Utica  Herald  were  important 
dailies  of  the  interior  of  the  State.  The  first  named,  Thur- 
low  Weed's  paper,  had  a  great  weekly  circulation,  not  less, 
it  was  said,  than  thirty  or  forty  thousand.  The  other  was 
then  edited  by  a  political  friend  or  henchman  of  Roscoe 
Conkling,  and  his  name  is  now  familiar  to  everybody  who  has 
a  United  States  silver  certificate  in  his  pocket,  whereon  he 
may  read  "Ellis  H.  Roberts,  Treasurer  of  the  United 
States."  Mr.  Roberts  was  a  terror  to  advertising  agents, 
for  if  they  put  an  advertisement  in  his  paper  the  rate  would 
have  to  be  met  to  the  last  penny,  and  on  that  account  they 
also  all  had  a  great  deal  of  respect  for  him. 

In  Rochester,  beside  the  daily  Union  and  Advertiser, 
there  was  published  the  Rural  New  Yorker,  owned  and 
edited  by  Daniel  D.  Tompkins  Moore,  who  achieved  a  great 
success  in  his  time.  No  other  paper  of  its  class,  except  the 
American  Agriculturist,  was  so  widely  or  so  favorably 
known.  Mr.  Moore  was  one  day  surprised  by  an  offer  of 
$125,000  for  a  half  interest  in  his  paper,  from  Messrs.  Pet- 
tengill  &  Bates,  the  advertising  agents.  He  did  not  accept, 
but  it  set  him  to  thinking,  and  he  thereupon  moved  his  pub- 
lication office  to  New  York  City,  and  made  the  mistake  of 
his  life.  In  Rochester  he  had  been  prominent — Mayor  of 
the  city  and  much  beside.  I  remember  with  what  pride  he 
used  to  sometimes  exhibit  the  handsome  gold  badge  that 
had  been  presented  to  him  while  he  held  the  office  of  Mayor. 
In  New  York  he  was  well  received,  but  did  not  cut  any- 
where near  so  much  ice  as  he  had  in  the  Flour  City.  I 
recall  a  men's  reception  that  Mr.  Moore  gave  at  his  house 
in  Fifth  avenue  at  the  northeast  corner  of  Forty-first  street, 
on  which  occasion  there  was  speech  making,  and  a  digni- 
tary from  Rochester  got  into  rather  deep  water  by  attempt- 
ing a  pun  upon  the  name  of  Moore.  What  he  had  in  mind 
to  say  was  that  the  man  gained  by  New  York  City  had  been 
lost  to  Rochester,  but  what  he  did  finally  succeed  in  saying 
was,  first,  that  New  York  had  gained  more  than  Rochester 
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had  lost,  and  then  that  Rochester  had  lost  more  than  New 
York  had  gained.  Probably  the  second  form  about  ex- 
pressed the  facts.  Moore  had  been  a  great  man  in  Roches- 
ter. Here  there  were  many  as  great,  and  some  greater. 
His  income,  princely  for  Rochester,  was  nothing  particu- 
larly notable  in  New  York.  His  expenses  increased,  while 
his  capacity  for  work  and  his  consequent  earnings  did  not. 
Finally  he  failed  and  died  a  very  poor  man.  His  paper 
passed  into  other  and  less  skillful  hands,  and  not  very  long 
ago  the  writer  of  this  was  given  an  opportunity  to  own  it, 
out  and  out,  by  merely  assuming  an  obligation  to  a  paper 
dealer  that  amounted  to  barely  one-fifth  of  the  sum  that 
Pettengill  &  Co.  had  been  willing  to  pay  for  a  half  interest. 
If  it  was  bad  luck  for  Moore  that  he  had  not  accepted  that 
offer  it  was  equally  bad  luck  for  the  Pettengill  people,  for, 
after  it  had  been  declined,  they  proceeded  to  launch  upon 
the  sea  of  publicity  a  weekly  of  their  own,  called  Hearth 
and  Home,  and  which,  before  they  got  through  with  -it, 
had  eaten  into  their  resources  to  an  amount  little  if  any  short 
of  $300,000,  of  which  sum  Mr.  Bates,  who  owned  but  a 
third  of  the  advertising  agency,  stood  in  for  a  full  half,  he 
having  asserted  and  maintained  a  right  to  an  equal  interest 
in  the  newer  enterprise. 

Hearth  and  Home  was  finally  acquired  by  Orange  Judd, 
who  had  made  a  success  of  the  American  Agriculturist,  and 
after  ruining  him,  passed  along  to  the  Goodsell  Brothers 
who,  as  representatives  of  some  Canadian  capitalists,  were 
printing  in  New  York  an  illustrated  daily  called  the 
Graphic,  of  which  the  new  purchase  was  to  be  a  side  issue, 
in  the  way  of  a  weekly  edition.  Somehow  the  Canadians 
seemed  to  get  cold  feet  very  soon  after  acquiring  the  new 
property,  and  it,  with  its  daily  side-  partner,  eventually 
passed  out  of  existence.  Hearth  and  Home  was  a  good  pa- 
per. I  never  could  understand  why  it  did  not  succeed.  It 
was  conducted  on  a  liberal  plan  by  men  who  were  experts 
in  advertising,  and  by  others  who  were  successful  as  pub- 
lishers ;  but  it  proved  a  veritable  old  man  of  the  sea  to  every- 
one who  ever  attempted  to  carry  it  on  his  shoulders. 
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His  publishing  experience  was  a  sad  one  for  Bates,  but 
in  after  life,  when  he  had  recouped  his  losses  and  had  the 
consciousness  of  a  competence  put  aside  that  would  keep 
the  wolf  from  his  door  forever  and  ever,  and  even  longer, 
he  used  to  like  to  tell  of  his  experience  in  transferring  his 
burden  to  the  shoulders  of  the  unfortunate  Mr.  Judd,  who 
was  then  in  the  heyday  of  his  prosperity  with  his  American 
Agriculturist.  Mr.  Judd  was  not  at  his  office  the  day  Bates 
determined  to  do  business  with  him.  He  was  at  a  rural 
summer  resort  somewhere  in  Connecticut  and  to  that  place 
Bates  proceeded,  but  Mr.  Judd  was  not  at  the  hotel;  he 
had  gone  a-fishing  at  a  pond  a  mile  away,  and  to  that  pond 
proceeded  Mr.  Bates,  and  there,  in  a  boat,  near  a  bridge, 
anchored  in  water  six  feet  deep,  the  great  agriculturist  was 
engaged  in  catching  perch,  chubs  and  now  and  then  a  bull- 
head, and  passing  the  hour  with  much  contemplative  satis- 
faction. Bates  climbed  out  of  the  wagon  and  sat  down  on 
the  overhanging  planks  of  the  bridge,  within  twenty  feet  of 
the  Waltonian,  and  awaited  recognition,  which  was  not  de- 
layed. "What  are  you  here  for?"  asked  Judd.  "I  came 
here  to  sell  Hearth  and  Home  to  you,"  responded  Bates 
without  circumlocution.  There  was  a  short  pause  while 
the  boatman's  boy  removed  a  chub  from  the  hook  and  re- 
baited  it  with  a  portion  of  a  clam.  The  sportsman  inspected 
the  lure  with  approval,  spat  on  it,  as  is  the  custom  with 
fresh-water  fishermen  in  New  England,  and  dropping  it 
over  the  side  of  the  boat,  looked  again  at  the  man  on  the 
bridge  and,  removing  his  straw  hat,  using  it  for  a  fan,  he 
said,  "You  have  found  that  it  takes  something  more  than 
money  to  make  a  newspaper !"  And  then,  tapping  his  fore- 
head a  little  to  the  left  of  the  space  over  his  left  eye,  added 
sententiously,  "It  takes  brains!"  Bates  did  not  contest  the 
point.  Whatever  it  required  he  had  become  conscious  that 
he  possessed  it  not.  He  had  sought  that  bridge  with  the 
purpose  of  unloading  his  burden  on  Mr.  Judd,  and  when  he 
arose  from  the  planks  on  which  he  had  sat  he  had  suc- 
ceeded ;  had  freed  himself  from  a  nightmare,  and  the  fisher- 
man had  secured  something  that  eventually  proved  to  him 
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about  as  fatal  as  would  probably  have  been  the  result  could 
he  then  and  there  have  hooked  the  veritable  sea  serpent. 

In  Buffalo  there  was  no  better  paper  than  the  Commer- 
cial; in  Cleveland  the  Herald  was  first,  the  Leader  second 
and  Plain  Dealer  third,  it  having  failed  to  sustain  its  circu- 
lation after  the  impetus  gained  as  the  medium  through 
which  the  early  literary  efforts  of  Artemus  Ward  went  out 
to  the  world. 

In  Detroit  the  best  paper  was  the  Tribune,  in  Chicago, 
too,  it  was  the  Tribune  that  stood  first,  although  the  Times 
was  a  close  second,  and,  in  the  mere  matter  of  copies  sold, 
very  likely  stood  number  one.  Under  Wilbur  F.  Story,  the 
Chicago  Times  was  the  equal  of  any  yellow  journal  in  ex- 
istence to-day.  It  had  as  many  interesting  qualities  as  may 
be  found  in  the  New  York  Journal  and  Town  Topics  com- 
bined. I  recall  a  charming  woman  at  the  West,  the  mother 
of  a  growing  family,  who  never  failed  to  have  the  Chicago 
Times  at  hand,  but  at  whose  breakfast  table,  in  after  years, 
I  missed  the  Sunday  edition.  "I  thought  you  always  had 
the  Times,"  I  said.  "Yes,"  answered  she  with  a  shrug  of 
the  shoulders,  "I  thought  it  very  amusing  for  a  long  time, 
but  when  it  got  around  to  dishing  up  the  doings  of  my  own 
daughters  it  did  not  seem  so  funny  as  it  used  to,  and  I  don't 
take  it  any  more."  West  of  Buffalo  the  paper  was  every- 
where. Among  other  things,  it  was  noted  for  the  scare 
heads  of  its  new  columns ;  a  good  specimen  of  which  I 
recall,  introducing  an  account  of  the  hanging  of  a  man  who 
had  given  evidence  before  the  day  of  execution  that  he  had 
repented  his  evil  life  and  felt  assured  that,  like  the  dying 
thief,  he  would  find  rest  and  forgiveness.  "Jerked  to 
Jesus"  was  the  caption  of  the  story. 

In  St.  Paul  Mr.  Driscoll's  paper,  the  Pioneer  had  first 
place  and  also  control  of  the  Minneapolis  field.  Minneapo- 
lis did  not  count  for  much  just  then.  In  Milwaukee  the 
Evening  Wisconsin  and  Morning  Sentinel  were  then,  as 
now,  both  good  papers.  In  Omaha  the  Republican  was 
not  of  much  account,  but  there  was  nothing  better  there.  In 
St.  Louis,  as  has  been  said,  the  Republican  Democrat  and 

172 


Twenty-third    Paper 

the  Democratic  Republican  were  about  the  whole  thing; 
although  that  still  conspicuous  American  citizen,  Mr.  Stil- 
son  Hutchins,  owned  and  controlled  a  paper  called  the 
Times,  and  was  said  to  have  as  much  influence  with  the  po- 
lice department  as  Boss  Butler  has  ever  exercised  in  recent 
years.  Mr.  Hutchins  has  been  prominent  at  the  National 
capital  in  recent  years.  He  is  reported  to  have  asserted 
that  twice  in  his  life  he  had  made  a  fool  of  himself  in  con- 
nection with  a  newspaper ;  once  when  he  sold  the  Washing- 
ton Post  and  again  when  he  bought  the  Times  of  the  same 
city ;  the  last  named  is  now  the  property  of  Mr.  Frank  A. 
Munsey,  the  originator  of  the  ten  cent  magazine  and  bears 
so  much  evidence  of  prosperity  that  it  would  not  seem 
strange  if  Mr.  Hutchins  should  revise  his  statement  of  the 
second  case  of  foolishness  in  his  history  and  so  designate 
the  sale  instead  of  the  purchase  of  the  Times.  Mr.  Hutch- 
ins successfully  exploited  the  Mergenthaler  type-setting 
machine,  is  very  rich  and  to  some  extent  prominent  in 
Washington  society.  "I  see  your  wife's  back  from  Paris," 
said  a  gentleman  to  him  one  day.  "I  know  you  could  see  it 
a  hell  of  a  ways,"  he  replied,  "but  I  didn't  think  you  could 
see  it  that  far." 

In  Indianapolis  the  Journal  was  a  pretty  good  paper, 
and  the  Sentinel  then,  as  now,  claimed  more  than  it  could 
seem  to  back  up.  Whoever  had  much  to  do  in  those  days 
with  the  capital  of  Indiana  was  generally  thankful  when  he 
had  gotten  through  and  could  come  away.  How  well  I  re- 
member the  Bates  House  and  recall  a  characteristic  inci- 
dent that  illustrated  or  emphasized  some  of  my  own  experi- 
ences there.  A  favorite  son  of  Indiana,  so  the  story  ran, 
lay  ill  at  the  Bates  House.  Delirium  tremens  was  what's 
the  matter.  An  attached  friend  was  in  attendance — for  be- 
fore now  Billy  had  done  as  much  for  the  Colonel  and  would 
again.  When  the  Doctor  went  away  that  night  he  said  to 
the  watcher,  "I  think  Billy  is  going  to  do  well  now.  Do 
you  sleep  on  the  lounge  there  ?"  "Yes."  "Well,  if  he  wakes 
and  complains  of  seeing  things,  give  him  one  of  these  pow- 
ders."    Next  morning  when  the  Doctor  came  the  Colonel 
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made  his  report.  "Billy  did  first-rate  until  about  five 
o'clock  this  morning,  when  I  was  wakened  by  hearing  him 
exclaim  in  an  excited  voice  'I  see  bugs  on  the  wall !'  I  got 
up  to  give  him  the  powder,  but  before  doing  so  took  a  look 
at  the  place  where  his  eyes  seemed  to  be  fastened,  and 
bi-god,  I  saw  'em,  too !  and  I  took  the  first  powder  myself." 

In  Virginia  the  Richmond  Dispatch  was  the  paper,  in 
South  Carolina  the  Charleston  Courier,  in  Georgia  the  Sa- 
vannah News,  in  Alabama  the  Mobile  Register,  in  Louisi- 
ana the  New  Orleans  Picayune  and  the  Times.  In  Texas 
the  Galveston  News  was  the  whole  thing,  as  it  and  its  twin, 
the  Dallas  News,  have  pretty  nearly  succeeded  in  being  ever 
since.     In  Tennessee  it  was  the  Memphis  Avalanche. 

It  has  come  about  that  old-fashioned  personal  journal- 
ism has  lingered  longer  in  Kentucky  than  anywhere  else. 
What  Mr.  Greeley  was  to  the  Tribune,  Mr.  Bennett  to  the 
Herald,  Thurlow  Weed  to  the  Albany  Journal,  Samuel 
Bowles  to  the  Springfield  Republican,  Murat  Halstead  to  the 
Cincinnati  Commercial  or  Charles  A.  Dana  to  the  New 
York  Sun,  that  was  George  D.  Prentice  to  the  old  Louis- 
ville Journal,  and  that  Henry  Watterson  has  been  and  still 
is  to  the  Louisville  Courier-Journal..  Henry  to-day  is  the 
last  living  specimen,  the  last  leaf  on  the  tree,  the  last  drop 
in  the  well,  the  very,  very  last  rose  of  summer.  When  he  is 
called  hence  no  other  representative  of  the  old-time  per- 
sonal journalism  will  survive. 

It  was  in  a  little  paper  published  by  my  firm,  called  the 
Newspaper  Reporter — which,  by  the  way,  was  so  exact  a 
prototype  of  Printers'  Ink  that  if  they  were  seen  together 
now  no  one  could,  at  a  first  glance,  very  readily  tell  them 
apart— that  the  young  man  acting  as  editor,  asked  my  per- 
mission one  day  to  write  up  and  publish  his  opinion  of  the, 
to  his  mind,  most  promising  young  journalist  then  in  Amer- 
ica. He  wished  to  prepare  a  historical  sketch  occupying 
several  pages.  Having  permission  to  go  ahead  he  there- 
upon caused  to  be  printed  a  first-rate  account  of  Henry 
Watterson,  the  best  and  most  complete  that  had  then  ap- 
peared.   The  little  paper  had  a  good  many  interested  read- 
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ers,  and  it  came  about  that  the  article  was  largely  copied, 
and  we  had  occasion  to  know  that  the  young  blue  grass, 
editor  appreciated  and  was  pleased  with  it.  Many  years 
after  I  was  one  day  introduced  to  Henry  Watterson  on  the 
street  in  Louisville,  at  about  three  o'clock  of  the  afternoon. 
When  I  left  him  it  fell  little  short  of  being  three  in  the 
morning,  and  if  Mr.  Watterson  had  been  one-half  as  full  of 
appreciation  of  the  original  as  I  was  of  other  things  when 
we  parted  I  should  say  that  when  Lord  Bacon  asserted  that 
reading  made  a  full  man  he  was  quite  right  as  to  the  effect 
of  that  article  in  the  Newspaper  Reporter  upon  the  rising 
journalist  of  the  West.  I  cannot  refrain  from  mentioning 
here  that  the  young  editor  of  the  Newspaper  Reporter,  just 
referred  to,  is  now  the  New  York  sanitary  engineer,  Mr. 
Charles  F.  Wingate,  who,  when  he  is  unable  to  personally 
banish  bad  sanitary  conditions,  never  fails  to  enlist  public 
interest  by  writing  letters  to  the  newspapers  on  the  subject. 
Mr.  Watterson,  like  his  predecessor,  Mr.  Prentice,  has  been 
very  much  before  the  American  public  and,  without  doubt, 
is  a  man  of  marked  individuality  and  brilliant  ability. 

Col.  Dick  Bright,  of  Indianapolis,  while  in  Washington 
at  one  time,  looking  after  an  appointment  as  Sergeant-at- 
Arms  of  the  United  States  Senate — which,  by  the  way,  he 
secured — gave  me  an  estimate  of  the  comparative  merit  of 
different  members  of  the  Watterson  family  that  impressed 
me  as  having  some  probable  foundation.  "Henry  and  his 
father  are  both  in  Washington,"  said  the  Colonel,  "for  the 
old  gentleman  wants  an  appointment  in  the  gift  of  the 
House  of  Representatives,  and  Henry  means  to  help  him 
get  it.  Henry  and  his  father,"  continued  the  Colonel,  "con- 
stitute a  mutual  admiration  society  of  two.  The  old  man 
thinks  Henry  is  the  greatest  man  that  the  Almighty  ever 
created,  and  Henry  thinks  the  old  man  is  the  best."  Then 
after  a  moment's  pause  the  Colonel  added  for  himself,  "And 
I  think  Henry  is  nearer  right  than  the  old  man  is." 

After  Mr.  Prentice  of  the  Louisville  Journal  had  died 
Mr.  W.  N.  Haldeman,  who  had  long  controlled  the 
Courier,  the  competing  paper,  succeeded  in  consolidating 
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the  two,  it  being,  I  think,  the  first  instance  of  what  is  gen- 
erally designated  as  the  hyphenated  journal ;  and  the  Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal  became,  and  has  remained  the  most 
important  and  most  influential  newspaper  of  Kentucky,  or, 
for  that  matter,  of  the  Southern  States.  The  Galveston 
and  Dallas  News  combination,  however,  has  made  a  great 
deal  more  money.  Colonel  Belo,  when  he  died  a  few  years 
ago,  left  an  estate  of  more  than  three  million  dollars. 

In  Cincinnati  the  leading  papers  were  the  Commercial, 
Murat  Halstead,  editor;  the  Gazette,  controlled  by  the  good 
Deacon  Richard  Smith,  who  had  an  alleged  wicked  partner 
with  whom  Mr.  Dana  of  the  New  York  Sun  long  had  fun, 
persistently  speaking  of  him  as  the  piratical  Kidd  or  Kydd. 
There  was  also  the  Enquirer,  published  by  the  father  of 
the  present  John  McLean,  the  Dollar  Weekly,  having  a 
wide  circulation  and  published  in  connection  with  the  daily 
Times.  Mr.  Halstead  of  the  Commercial  used  to  assert 
that  every  Ohio  Democrat  took  the  Enquirer  and  every  Re- 
publican the  Gazette,  because  they  all  knew  what  each 
would  say ;  but  that  all  Democrats  and  all  Republicans  took 
the  Commercial,  because  they  did  not  know  what  in  hell  it 
would  say. 

In  California  there  were  three  papers  of  prime  im- 
portance. The  Sacramento  Union  stood  first,  because  be- 
fore the  days  of  railroads  it  was  twelve  hours  nearer  the 
mines  than  San  Francisco  was.  Next  in  importance  came 
the  Morning  Call  of  San  Francisco,  with  the  Evening  Bul- 
letin a  close  second.  The  Chronicle  had  not  then  been  born, 
and  the  Examiner  had  not  been  thought  of.  Some  people 
thought  the  Alta  California  an  important  paper,  but  it  was 
not — not  very. 

In  Portland,  Oregon,  the  Oregonian,  the  great  paper  of 
that  region  to-day,  had  already  pre-empted  the  ground, 
under  the  management  of  Mr.  Pittock,  its  founder;  as 
modest,  as  persistent,  as  meek  in  appearance,  and  as  firm  in 
insistence,  as  any  man  in  the  newspaper  world.  In  connec- 
tion with  this  Mr.  Pittock  I  would  say  a  word  of  a  younger 
brother  of  his  who  was  born,  flourished  and  died  in  Pitts- 
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burg,  Perm.,  where  he  had  failed  as  a  newsdealer  before 
he  was  thirteen  years  old,  had  made  a  success  of  the  Sunday 
Leader  before  he  was  eighteen,  and  finally  established  the 
daily  Leader,  in  which  enterprise,  though  it  was  successful, 
he  was  overweighted  and  died  before  he  had  much  more 
than  reached  manhood's  years.  Under  conditions  and  cir- 
cumstances wholly  favorable,  I  think,  Johnny  Pittock  had 
in  him  the  making  of  a  great  newspaper  man.  The  most 
influential  paper  of  Pittsburg  at  that  time,,  as  it  is  to-day, 
was  the  Dispatch,  then  presided  over  by  an  able  man  who 
had  the  misfortune  to  be  conspicuous  by  the  necessity  or 
advisability  of  wearing  a  wooden  nose.  Not  everybody 
liked  Dan  O'Neill,  but  no  one  thought  it  wise  to  take  liber- 
ties with  him.  One  day  a  review  had  been  planned  of  a 
visiting  regiment  to  arrive  from  Philadelphia.  The  Mayor 
would  deliver  a  speech  of  welcome.  It  had  been  written 
out,  set  in  type  at  the  office  of  the  Dispatch,  and  only 
awaited  delivery,  when  a  telegram,  at  the  last  moment,  an- 
nounced that,  for  good  and  sufficient  reasons  that  are  not 
now  recalled,  the  regiment  would  not  arrive.  O'Neill  and 
the  Mayor  talked  the  matter  over  at  the  city  hall  and  the 
newspaper  man  spoke  warmly  of  the  excellence  of  His 
Honor's  address  and  how  the  people  would  enjoy  it.  "But 
I  make  no  address,"  said  the  Mayor.  "The  people  will  read 
it  just  the  same,"  said  the  newspaper  man,  "it  is  all  in  type 
and  we'll  print  it  all  right."  "O'Neill,"  said  the  Mayor,  "I 
wouldn't  have  that  speech  printed  for  a  thousand  dollars." 
"Now  you  are  talking  business,"  answered  Dan. 

Pittsburg  is  in  many  respects  a  remarkable  town.  It 
was  in  this  neighborhood  that  a  boy  telegraph  operator 
named  Andrew  Carnegie  learned  how,  and  put  his  learning 
into  operation,  by  acquiring  a  greater  fortune  than  any 
other  human  being  has  ever  tried  to  give  away.  I  am  told 
that  within  a  circle  of  fifty  miles  from  the  Pittsburg  city 
hall  there  are  more  people  to-day  (1905)  than  exist  in  any 
other  circumference  of  one  hundred  miles  diameter  on  the 
continent,  and,  if  existing  plans  of  annexation  are  carried 
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out,  the  city  will  soon  rank  third  in  population,  standing  be- 
low Chicago  but  above  Philadelphia. 

From  a  Pittsburg  newsboy  I  once  learned  a  lesson  worth 
being  taught  by  that  Chicago  savant,  who  instructs  in  busi- 
ness building — by  mail.  It  was  on  a  sort  of  cross  country 
road,  running  north  toward  Buffalo,  and  it  did  seem  as 
though  the  hour  of  arrival  would  never,  never  come.  "I've 
made  a  study  of  it,"  said  the  boy.  "If  you've  got  any  high- 
priced  things  to  sell  you  must  take  them  around  first;  if 
you  don't  you  won't  sell  'em.  I've  tried  it  over  and  over, 
and  I  know  what  I'm  talking  about.  After  you  have  sold 
a  passenger  a  copy  of  Leslie's  Weekly,  a  pint  of  peanuts — 
and  one  apple — you  might  just  as  well  keep  away  from  that 
man." 

It  must  not  be  neglected  to  state  that  Mr.  John  W.  For- 
ney used  at  this  time  to  speak  approvingly  of  "My  two  pa- 
pers— both  daily,"  referring  to  the  Washington  Chronicle 
and  the  Press  of  Philadelphia.  There  was  also  in  Philadel- 
phia the  Inquirer,  spelled  with  an  I.  Mr.  Tony  Drexel  had 
bought  the  Ledger  for  his  friend,  George  W.  Childs,  who 
changed  it  from  a  losing  business  into  one  paying  a  profit 
of  a  thousand  dollars  a  day,  so  people  said,  by  simply  chang- 
ing the  price  at  which  it  was  sold,  that  is  increasing  it  from 
one  cent  to  two  cents.  The  Ledger  was  the  one  paper  of 
Philadelphia  while  Mr.  Childs  lived,  and  is  still,  perhaps, 
the  most  effective  want  ad  medium  of  the  City  of  Brotherly 
Love. 

The  Baltimore  Sun  was,  comparatively,  a  much  more 
prominent  paper  in  1868  than  it  is  in  1905.  It  and  the  Phil- 
adelphia Ledger  and  the  New  York  Herald,  composed  the 
trio  of  prominent  journals  that  would  allow  no  commission 
to  advertising  agents.  The  Sun  was  the  last  one  of  the 
three  to  change  front  on  the  position  taken  on  this  point. 
It  now  has  a  New  York  special  agent. 

In  Boston  the  Journal  and  Herald  were  most  conspicu- 
ous papers,  and  I  would  not  forget  to  mention  the  Spring- 
field, Mass.,  Republican,  the  Worcester  Spy,  the  Providence 
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R.  I.,  Journal,  the  Hartford  Courant  and  the  Brooklyn 
Eagle. 

The  religious  papers  were  then  of  vastly  greater  account 
than  they  are  to-day,  and  prominent  among  them  were,  in 
New  York,  the  Observer,  the  Evangelist,  the  Examiner, 
the  Christian  Advocate,  and  more  assertive  than  any,  and 
carrying  more  advertising,  at  a  higher  price,  than  all  com- 
bined, was  Mr.  Henry  C.  Bowen's  Independent.  In  Boston 
there  were  Zion's  Herald,  the  Watchman  and  Reflector, 
and  the  Congregalionaltst.  Mr.  Hamilton  W.  Mabie's  re- 
cent assertion  that  a  Boston  religious  weekly,  in  its  effort 
to  keep  up  with  the  times,  changed  its  name  from  the  Fire- 
side Companion  to  the  Christian  Register  is  an  impious  mis- 
statement. It  was  the  Register  in  1821 — before  there  was 
such  a  thing  as  a  hot  air  furnace  in  Boston.  Of  the  maga- 
zines Harper's  was  the  only  one  of  very  much  account. 
That  sort  of  publication  was  not  then  considered  to  be  at  all 
worth  the  consideration  of  advertisers.  Harper's  not  only 
did  not  seek  advertisements,  but  actually  refused  to  take 
them.  I  ought  not  to  forget,  however,  in  connection  with 
magazines,  that  Philadelphia  was  exceptional,  for  there 
were  issued  three  of  large  circulation  that  had  been  known 
since  the  youth  of  the  oldest  inhabitant.  They  were 
Arthur's  Home  Magazine,  Peterson's  Magazine  and 
Godey's  Ladies'  Book.  All  of  them  are  now  dead,  but 
Godey's,  like  King  Charles  II,  was  an  "unconscionable 
long  time  dying." 

Speaking  of  magazines  reminds  me  finally  of  a  Boston 
periodical,  long  published  by  Moses  A.  Dow.  It  was  a 
weekly  having  a  sort  of  an  arabesque  decorated  heading 
that  I  am  confident  thousands  of  people  remember,  and  was 
named  the  Waverley  Magazine.  It  sold  on  newsstands  for 
10  cents  a  copy,  charged  a  dollar  a  line  for  advertisements, 
was  said  to  never  pay  anything  for  contributions,  and  to  be 
filled  with  the  effusions  of  romantic  misses  and  young  men, 
ambitious  of  literary  fame,  from  the  various  schools  and 
seminaries  of  the  country.  Mr.  Dow  was  a  very  plain,  quiet 
man.    He  got  out  his  periodical  as  cheaply  as  he  could,  al- 
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though  always  on  paper  of  a  good  quality.  He  had  been  a 
compositor  in  a  printing  office  until  he  conceived  the  idea  of 
the  Waverley,  and  attracted  little  attention,  until  late  in  life 
he  built  a  great  hotel  in  Charlestown,  where  he  lived,  cost- 
ing several  hundred  thousand  dollars,  and  it  thereupon  tran- 
spired that  he  was  and  had  long  been  the  heaviest  taxpayer 
in  the  City  of  Bunker  Hill.  The  Waverley  Magazine  is  still 
published,  but  its  old  heading  has  been  modernized,  and  it 
is  no  longer  a  fortune  builder. 

Mr.  George  W.  Childs,  of  Philadelphia,  before  he  ac- 
quired the  Ledger,  had  owned  a  somewhat  famous  paper 
called  the  Home  Weekly.  Advertisements  in  it  cost  50 
cents  a  line,  paid  for  in  advance — no  commission  to  agents. 
The  paper  was  sold  to  a  man  named  Nunes,  whom  I  after- 
wards met  as  United  States  Consul  at  Matanzas,  Cuba,  and 
when  it  ceased  publication  one  day,  although  still  getting  50 
cents  a  line  for  advertising,  it  transpired  that  the  entire 
edition  printed  fell  short  of  2,500  copies. 
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The  memories  of  the  early  experiences  with  the  adver- 
tising agency  cluster  and  concentrate  around  the  year  1868. 
In  that  year  the  writer  had  attained  to  the  mature  age  of 
thirty,  and  after  it  had  come  to  an  end  he  was  so  little  in- 
formed upon  the  ways  of  the  world  as  to  believe  that  be- 
cause the  government  had  passed  a  law  authorizing  the 
collection  of  a  tax  on  incomes,  it  was  on  that  account  in- 
cumbent on  him  to  respond  to  the  requirements  set  forth 
and  actually  to  put  in  his  report,  and  be  prepared  to  pay  that 
tax.  Figuring  it  out  was  easy  enough.  Admitting  that 
the  capital  in  the  business,  which  apparently  increased  day 
by  day,  was  as  great  on  the  last  as  on  the  first  day  of  the 
year,  it  was  evident  that  whatever  money  had  been  with- 
drawn from  office  earnings  within  the  twelve  months  was 
income.  It  appeared  to  figure  up  a  respectable  sum,  some- 
what exceeding  $54,000,  and  upon  that  sum  the  govern- 
ment would  exact  something  more  than  $2,500  as  an  income 
tax.  It  was  as  bad  business  policy  to  hand  in  a  report,  as 
it  generally  proves  to  be  for  an  incoming  passenger  on  an 
ocean  steamship  to  fill  out  the  declaration  of  what  goods 
are  in  his  trunks  upon  which  duties  ought  to  be  paid.  It 
would  have  been  cheaper  to  allow  the  officials  to  make  their 
own  estimates  and  arrive  at  their  own  conclusions. 

I  hardly  believe  that  my  neighbors,  including  my  land- 
lord, Mr.  George  Jones  of  the  New  York  Times,  would 
have  thought  it  likely  that  I  was  doing  much  more  than 
earning  office  expenses.  Mr.  Jones  often  told  me,  in  after 
years,  that  he  kept  a  pretty  close  watch  on  the  rent  account 
for  some  time,  for  he  did  not  believe,  in  the  face  of  the  com- 
petition I  would  have  to  meet,  I  would  succeed  in  gaining  a 
permanent  foothold;  but  as  the  rent  was  payable  monthly 
and  always  seemed  to  be  handed  in  one  day  before  it  was 
due,  without  any  call  from  a  collector,  he,  after  a  time,  be- 
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gan  to  acquire  confidence,  and  became  quite  willing  to  allow- 
our  firm,  then  consisting  of  Mr.  Charles  N.  Kent  and  my- 
self, to  take  on  office  after  office,  as  other  tenants  went  out, 
and  we  required  more  room.  While  we  remained  in  the 
Times  Building  we  gradually  increased  our  floor  space  un- 
til, at  the  time  we  moved  in  1877,  we  were  paying  a  rent 
of  $11,500  a  year,  and  had  actually  given  Mr.  Jones,  in  this 
way,  considerably  more  than  twice  as  much  money  as  the 
purchase  of  No.  10  Spruce  street  involved,  with  its  17,500 
feet  of  floor  space,  in  fee  simple. 

It  was  not  until  well  into  the  third  or  fourth  year  that  I 
ever  had  time  to  appreciate  the  risks  I  had  actually  run  in 
coming  to  New  York,  with  so  small  a  capital  and  with 
scarcely  any  acquaintance.  I  bought  a  safe  of  Herring  & 
Co.  The  firm  was  willing  to  sell  one  to  be  paid  for  in  ad- 
vertising, as  it  might  be  wanted,  in  papers  of  their  own  se- 
lection, but  as  the  price  was  $1,300  the  manager  seemed  to 
be  only  taking  a  proper  precaution  when  he  asked  for  such 
references  as  would  make  it  seem  probable  that  he  would 
get  his  advertising  when  he  called  for  it.  That  matter  of 
references  was  an  embarrassing  one.  We  had  done  some 
business  for  dozens  of  New  York  advertisers,  but  that  in- 
volved trusting  them,  not  being  trusted  by  them.  We  had 
accounts  with  several  of  the  New  York  papers,  but  they 
were  small  and  collected  monthly ;  and  each  publisher  felt 
about  as  Mr.  Jones  did,  and  would  be  quite  in  sympathy 
with  the  same  man.  Every  one  was  more  in  need  of  infor- 
mation than  prepared  to  give  it  out  in  my  behalf.  I  had  had 
an  account  at  the  Broadway  Bank  before  coming  from  Bos- 
ton, but  had  at  that  time  been  led  to  think  that  the  only 
function  of  a  bank  official  was  to  appear  to  be  somewhat  in 
doubt  and  say  nothing  very  much  to  the  point.  It  is  my 
recollection  that  the  safe  man,  Mr.  Farrell,  who  is  still  liv- 
ing and  a  director  in  the  Lincoln  Bank,  had  decided  to  let 
me  have  the  safe,  when  it  occurred  to  me  to  tell  him  if  he 
would  knock  off  $300  from  the  price  I  would  give  him  a 
check  for  the  remaining  $1,000  that  very  minute.  He  ac- 
cepted the  proposal  with  so  much  alacrity  that  I  was  led  to 
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think  then,  and  have  never  ceased  to  think  since,  that  had 
I  suggested  an  $800  reduction,  and  offered  a  check  for  $500, 
I  would  still  have  become  possessed  of  that  great  iron  cabi- 
net that  continues  to  this  hour  (1905)  to  inclose  and  protect 
the  books  of  the  Advertising  Agency,  and  for  which,  in 
case  of  closing  out  the  business,  it  is  not,  in  my  opinion, 
probable  that  the  receiver  would  ever  realize  so  much  as 
$125.  Transactions  in  safes  were  so  peculiar  thirty  or  forty 
years  ago  that  the  sign  danger,  always  exhibited  on  the 
street  when  a  safe  is  in  sight,  has  ever  seemed  to  me  to  be 
singularly  appropriate.  This  is  in  no  sense  a  criticism  of 
Mr.  Farrell  or  Herring  &  Co.,  for  my  treatment  by  them 
was  very  considerate,  and  they  allowed  me  to  have  my  own 
way  in  the  whole  transaction.     , 

By  and  by  the  newspapers  printed  a  list  of  the  people 
who  paid  an  income  tax,  and  the  amount  thereof,  and  in  my 
case,  for  a  wonder,  my  name  was  spelled  correctly,  the  in- 
itials were  my  own,  and  the  figures  absolutely  accurate. 
Few  people,  who  have  not  had  a  similar  experience,  can 
realize  how  that  publication  enhanced  my  personal  impor- 
tance at  that  boarding  house  in  University  Place.  The 
managers  were  two  maiden  sisters,  the  Misses  Stryker,  or 
I  think  I  may  say  that  the  elder,  Miss  Katherine  Stryker, 
was  the  manager  and  the  younger  her  companion,  depend- 
ent and  pride.  Miss  Helen  must  have  been  a  beautiful  girl, 
in  her  youth,  and  there  was  always  about  her  an  air  of  mys- 
tery and  melancholy  that  won  upon  the  sympathies  of  those 
who  looked  upon  her  on  the  rare  occasions  when  she  al- 
lowed herself  to  be  seen.  I  and  my  small  family  became  the 
star  boarders ;  had  a  private  table  in  one  corner  of  the  din- 
ing room,  quite  separate  and  apart  from  the  long  one  at 
which  all  the  other  boarders  sat ;  and,  although  the  cost  was 
increased,  I  was  never  quite  certain  that  I  liked  the  new 
arrangement,  for  there  is  a  great  deal  of  fun  and  friendli- 
ness to  be  found  in  the  associations  of  a  boarding  house, 
and  the  peculiarities  of  the  inmates  and  their  conversation 
—their  pride,  their  hopes,  their  ambitions — have  in  them 
much  of  human  interest. 
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One  good  lady  had  a  distinct  formula,  always  used  in 
ordering  her  breakfast.  "Delia,"  she  would  say  to  the 
waitress,  "I — want  a — very — small — piece — of — beefsteak, 
v-e-r-y  rare,  and  v — e — r — y  tender,  tell  Miss  Stryker." 
And  another  boarder,  who  sat  opposite,  commenting  on 
this  daily  formula,  used  in  after  years  to  relate  that  Delia 
would  go  out,  and  after  being  gone  half  an  hour,  return 
"with  a  piece  of  gristle  about  as  big  as  my  two  hands." 

There  was  a  gentleman  of  Southern  birth  and  breeding; 
a  lawyer,  an  educated  man.  He  it  was  who  first  directed 
my  attention  to  the  delightful  humor  of  two  books,  not  now 
very  often  seen :  "Georgia  Scenes"  and  "Flush  Times  in 
Alabama."  This  good  man  had  evidently  not  been  used 
to  boarding  houses,  for  he  always  passed  a  dish  before 
helping  himself,  and  as  no  dish  ever  came  back,  or  if  it  did, 
came  back  empty,  he  gradually  grew  serious  and  thin.  We 
all  eat  too  much,  however,  and  I  am  not  certain  that  the 
man  did  not  live  longer  than  he  would  if  his  manners  had 
been  less  considerate.  In  after  years  this  same  good  man, 
who  lingered  on  after  I  had  gone  away,  came  to  me  to  say 
that  the  old  house  had  been  given  up,  that  the  two  old  sis- 
ters were  as  poor  as  they  were  deserving — and  that  meant 
very  poor  indeed — that  they  seemed  to  have  no  friends  to 
lend  a  helping  hand,  and  that  he,  personally,  had  charged 
himself  with  the  duty  of  finding  out  a  respectable,  comfort- 
able old  ladies'  home,  where  they  might  be  permanently 
cared  for,  if  only  a  certain  specified  moderate  sum  might 
be  raised  to  cover  a  stipulated  admission  fee.  It  was  one 
of  the  sweetest  pleasures  afforded  by  a  moderate  prosperity 
that  I  was  able  to  respond  to  his  suggestion  in  a  manner 
that  made  it  unnecessary  for  him  to  present  the  case  in 
other  quarters ;  and,  although  I  do  not  now  recall  the  name 
of  the  institution,  and  never  visited  it,  I  did  feel  compli- 
mented to  receive  its  annual  reports  so  long  as  the  good 
ladies  lived,  and  to  note  that  my  own  name  was  given  a 
place  among  the  very  respectable  list  of  gentlemen  that  con- 
stituted the  board  of  managers. 

There  was  living  at  this  boarding  house  a  beautiful  wo- 
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man,  in  appearance  much  what  Mrs.  Patrick  Campbell  is 
to-day.  Her  husband,  a  gentleman  of  old-fashioned,  grace- 
ful manners,  was  a  descendant,  and  bore  the  name  of  a 
famous  Virginia  family.  In  the  privacy  of  their  room,  with 
the  intimacy  that  grows  with  every-day  acquaintance,  occa- 
sion was  once  taken  to  speak  of  the  luxuriant  beauty  of  the 
lady's  hair,  whereupon  she  produced  what  I  think  was  the 
longest  umbrella  box  it  was  ever  my  fortune  to  see,  and, 
opening  it,  exhibited  material  out  of  which  a  considerable 
switch  might  be  manufactured,  and  explained,  that  for 
years,,  at  her  toilet,  it  had  been  her  practice  to  straighten 
out  and  preserve  every  hair  that  parted  company  with  its 
neighbors.  These  good  people  disappeared  from  my  view 
for  many  years  ;  but  once,  while  in  Washington,  having  occa- 
sion to  visit  the  State  Department  to  obtain  a  passport  for 
use  on  a  proposed  visit  to  foreign  countries,  I  was  sur- 
prised, and  pleased,  to  find  the  gentleman  who  would  attend 
to  my  requirements,  was  no  other  than  my  old  friend  of 
University  Place.  Having  obtained  the  address,  I  proposed 
to  pay  my  respects  to  his  good  lady.  Not  being  particularly 
familiar  with  Washington  localities  I  remember  going  out 
of  a  side  door  of  the  hotel  where  I  was  stopping  and  engag- 
ing a  coupe,  ordering  the  driver,  for  some  reason  I  hardly 
know  what,  to  come  around  to  the  front  entrance  for  me  a 
little  later.  There  was  a  peculiar  expression  on  the  face  of 
the  man  when  I  gave  him  the  address  to  which  he  was  to 
take  me;  but  I  took  my  seat  and  he  departed,  stopping  a 
minute  later  before  a  house  that  stood  within  twenty  feet 
of  the  place  where  his  cab  had  been  standing  at  the  time  I 
engaged  him.  I  then  understood  the  smile  I  had  previously 
observed.  While  in  conversation  with  the  lady  inquiry  was 
made  as  to  the  ultimate  fate  of  that  wonderful  umbrella 
box  of  former  years  and  she  thereupon,  while  asserting  that 
her  hair  had  lost  something  of  its  luxuriance,  directed  my 
attention  to  a  very  beautiful  coil,  which  she  assured  me  was 
the  satisfactory  result  of  her  years  of  painstaking  saving. 

There  is  one  other  memory,  connected  with  the  life  in 
the  University  Place  house,  that  often  comes  to  mind.   Con- 
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finement  to  a  desk  had  made  it  advisable  for  me  to  seek 
some  out  of  door  entertainment ;  and  an  old  friend  from 
my  New  Hampshire  home  sold  me  a  small,  young,  rather 
ugly,  strawberry  roan  mare,  that  developed  not  only  a  most 
charming  disposition,  but  an  unexpected  capacity  for  speed ; 
and  many  a  delightful  surprise  she  gave  me  on  Harlem 
Lane,  and  out  beyond  McComb's  Dam  Bridge,  on  the  road 
to  the  Jerome  Park  of  those  days.  Few  horses  were  en- 
countered that,  in  a  short  brush,  she  would  not  get  ahead 
of ;  but  I  remember  distinctly  an  old  clergyman,  as  I 
thought,  who  rode  in  a  top  buggy,  driving  a  single  horse, 
whom,  under  no  circumstances,  could  I  ever  get  by.  On 
one  occasion  I  made  up  my  mind  to  find  out,  if  possible, 
who  the  old  gentleman  was,  so,  taking  pains  to  keep  him 
within  sight,  I  followed  towards  the  city,  over  the  bridge, 
past  the  road  houses,  and  through  the  park.  In  the  park 
he  appeared  to  receive  respectful  attention  from  every  po- 
liceman, although  I  thought  he  was  driving  a  little  faster 
than  the  law  permitted.  Shortly  I  heard  a  policeman  ad- 
dress him  as  Commodore,  and  then  it  flashed  upon  me  that 
his  face  was  familiar  enough  through  lithographs  and  other 
pictures,  and  that  this  was  no  other  than  Commodore  Van- 
derbilt.  In  thinking  of  the  matter  to-day  it  would  seem  that 
this  must  have  been  very,  very  long  ago,  for  in  the  morning 
paper  I  read  of  this  and  that  Mr.  Vanderbilt,  who  over- 
speeds  his  automobile,  or  does  some  other  things  of  almost 
equal  importance  in  social  circles,  or  is  a  cause  of  anxiety 
to  Mr.  Jerome,  and  I  take  occasion  to  reflect  that  the  per- 
son mentioned  is  not  a  son,  nor  a  grandson,  but  a  great- 
grandson  of  the  old  gentleman  with  the  benevolent  face 
who  always  drove  such  an  excellent  horse. 

My  strawberry  roan,  Maggie,  fell  a  victim  to  that  curse 
of  willing  horseflesh,  navicular  disease,  making  her  lame  in 
her  forefeet,  and  she  had  to  be  sent  back  to  her  old  home 
among  the  Granite  hills.  I  was  led  to  make  a  present  of  her 
to  my  father,  on  a  suggestion  from  him  that  I  might  do 
worse,  but  the  old  gentleman,  with  customary  New  Eng- 
land thrift,  immediately  sold  her  out  of  the  family,  and 
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when  I  heard  of  that  I  expected  to  see  her  no  more.  Fully 
twenty  years  afterwards,  however,  a  letter  came  to  me,  say- 
ing that  old  Maggie  was  still  alive,  and  existing  under  the 
ownership  of  an  unpromising  man,  who  was  not  kind  to 
her,  nor  to  anything  else  connected  with  him,  and  that  the 
mare  could  be  bought  for  five  or  ten  dollars,  a  sum  that  my 


GEO.  P.  ROWELL,  JAMES    H.  BATES   AND   THE   STRAWBERRY 
ROAN    MARE    IN    1872. 

friend  believed  I  would  be  willing  to  contribute  for  the  pur- 
pose ;  and  he  said  that  he,  on  his  part,  would  take  her  to  his 
own  stable,  see  that  she  had  at  least  one  night  of  comfort- 
able shelter  with  plenty  to  eat,  and  promised  that  the  next 
morning  she  should  be  shot  and  put  out  of  danger  of  fur- 
ther ill-treatment.     The  next  morning,  however,  my  friend 
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reported  that  the  old  darling  looked  so  bright  and  cheerful, 
and  seemed  so  lively  that  he  concluded  to  keep  her  until 
I  should  see  her  and  decide  upon  what  should  be  done.  This 
led  to  her  being  sent  to  a  farm  I  owned,  not  far  away,  and 
there  for  a  year  or  more  she  did  considerable  service.  Dur- 
ing that  time  I  had  a  visit  from  the  literary  artist,  Mr.  Clif- 
ton Johnson,  who  was  then  preparing  his  book,  "Sketches 
of  New  England  Life,"  and  in  it  he  placed  a  picture  of  a 
scene  in  a  New  England  sugar  orchard,  in  which  there  ap- 
peared a  representation  of  old  Maggie  in  harness,  with  a 
mate  of  twice  her  size,  engaged  in  the  work  of  hauling  sap 
from  the  trees  to  the  evaporator  in  the  sugar  house.  I 
value  the  picture  very  much.  The  picture  shown  here  was 
taken  at  Lancaster,  N.  H.,  in  1872,  a  year  after  the  mare 
had  returned  to  her  native  hills,  and  at  a  time  when  Mr. 
Bates  was  spending  a  little  time  in  the  White  Mountains 
on  a  vacation  trip.  Maggie  was  finally  transferred,  in  trust, 
to  the  father  of  my  farm  superintendent,  who  liked  to  have 
a  horse  at  his  command,  but  had  not  too  much  money  to  in- 
vest in  the  purchase  of  one,  and  there  she  did  more  good 
service,  for  another  year  or  two,  although  I  heard  from  the 
superintendent  that  the  old  gentleman  was  a  little  afraid  of 
her,  she  was  so  spirited.  She  finally  died  and  her  joys  and 
troubles  are  now  at  an  end. 


TWENTY-FIFTH  PAPER 

The  List  System — the  idea  of  contracting  for  a  column 
of  space  to  be  sold  out  by  the  inch,  or  by  the  line,  at  a  fixed 
price,  based  upon  the  alliterative  proposal  that  had  taken  so 
well  at  first — an  inch  of  space  inserted  a  month  in  one  hun- 
dred papers  for  $100 — had  begun  in  New  England  and  been 
extended  to  New  York  State.  Then  there  was  what  was 
called  a  Western  State  combination  covering  Ohio,  Indi- 
ana and  Illinois ;  a  Middle  State  List,  having  papers  in 
New  Jersey,  Pennsylvania,  Delaware  and  Maryland ;  a 
Northwestern  combination,  taking  in  Michigan,  Wisconsin, 
Minnesota,  Iowa,  Missouri  and  Kansas ;  a  Southern  List, 
taking  in  all  the  States  south  of  Mason  and  Dixon's  Line ; 
and,  finally,  there  was  a  Pacific  Coast  List,  started  and  con- 
ducted in  our  name,  but  managed  in  San  Francisco  by  Mr. 
J.  F.  Place,  a  New  Hampshire  newspaper  man  who  had 
noted  the  progress  of  the  work  in  New  England  and 
thought  there  might  be  millions  in  it.  The  man  in  charge 
of  the  List  System  after  the  removal  to  New  York  was  my 
old  schoolmate  and  friend  from  childhood  days,  Nelson 
Chesman,  well  known  of  later  years,  and  at  the  present  time, 
as  conducting  a  successful  advertising  agency  of  his  own. 

There  soon  began  to  be  a  great  deal  of  trouble  about 
keeping  each  List  down  to  the  limit  of  one  hundred ;  then, 
too,  there  were  some  of  the  localities,  notably  California, 
where  a  hundred  was  a  larger  List  than  could  be  obtained. 
Some  papers  would  always  be  remiss  about  performance, 
consequently  to  make  sure  of  having  the  full  complement  to 
exhibit  to  an  advertiser,  as  vouchers,  it  was  always  neces- 
sary to  contract  with  a  few  extra  papers,  while,  if  the  num- 
ber of  papers  was  not  specified  with  so  much  definiteness, 
the  patron  would  not  be  so  exacting  as  to  the  last  one  or 
two  required  to  complete  the  tale.  So  it  came  about  that 
while   the   geographical   subdivisions   were   maintained   the 
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uniformity  of  the  number  of  papers  on  each  List  and  the 
like  uniformity  of  price  was  not  kept  up,  and  by  and  by 
some  Lists  had  twice  as  many  papers  as  another  one  did 
and  cost  two  or  three  times  as  much. 

No  good  thing  goes  on  very  long  without  having  imita- 
tors. There  was  a  certain  man  named  Page,  who,  buying 
beechwood  by  the  log,  transformed  it  into  wooden  poster 
type,  salable  at  such  an  advance  over  the  cordwood  price 
as  to  make  it  seem  as  though  every  dollar  that  came  to  his 
hand  was  ninety-nine  and  three-eighths  per  cent  profit.  He 
had  an  active  agent  in  New  York  in  that  Mr.  J.  G.  Cooley, 
who,  at  a  later  day,  established  a  successful  paper  in  Nor- 
wich, Connecticut,  existing  to-day  as  the  weekly  of  the 
Norwich  Evening  Record,  and  still  known  as  Cooley's 
Weekly.  Mr.  Cooley,  too,  still  lives  (1905),  though  long 
an  invalid  and  shut  in. 

Mr.  Cooley  was  also  a  sort  of  a  representative  of  a  cer- 
tain firm  of  typefounders,  who  were  always  in  a  chronic 
state  of  being  short  of  money,  and  he,  with  their  aid,  or 
they  with  his,  took  advantage  of  a  combination  or  boycott 
existing  among  the  typefounders  of  the  country  whereby 
nobody  who  was  not  a  typefounder  was  allowed  to  sell  type. 
Mr.  Cooley  discovered  that  every  popular  face  of  body  type 
could  be  duplicated  by  an  electrotyping  process — that  I,  be- 
ing no  mechanic,  do  not  at  all  understand — and  the  product, 
notwithstanding  the  charge  that  it  lacked  something  of  the 
perfection  of  the  original,  found  a  ready  sale. 

I  recall  a  circular  issued  by  Mr.  Cooley,  in  which  he 
dealt  with  some  assertions  emanating  from  Bruce,  Conner, 
Farmer,  Little  &  Co.  and  other  typefounders,  to  the  effect 
that  his  practice  was  but  little  short  of  thievery.  No  attempt 
on  his  part  was  made  to  deny  the  charge,  but  he  quoted  an 
alleged  conversation  between  two  colored  chicken  thieves. 
"Sambo,  is  this  right?"  inquired  the  one  highest  up  on  the 
roost.  "That  am  a  great  moral  question,"  answered  Sambo 
after  a  moment's  reflection — "Please  to>  pass  down  that 
other  pullet." 

In  the  pursuit  of  his  legitimate  business,  as  above,  our 

190 


Twenty-fifth    Paper 

old  friend  Cooley  soon  found  he  could  sell  more  type  to  the 
newspapers  than  he  could  induce  the  publishers  thereof  to 
pay  him  for.  By  and  by  the  idea  opened  before  his  vision 
that  he  could  buy  space  on  the  same  plan  that  the  Rowell 
concern  had  brought  into  public  notice,  and,  if  he  paid  in 
wood  type,  could  cut  the  Rowell  price  in  half  and  still  have 
a  profit.  He  thereupon  started  in  to  make  contracts,  taking 
any  paper  that  was  to  be  had,  and  at  this  time  he  also  took 
as  partner  that  Mr.  Dauchy,  so  well  and  favorably  known 
as  the  head  for  more  than  thirty  years  of  the  very  respecta- 
ble advertising  agency  of  Dauchy  &  Co.,  and  the  two  be- 
came advertising  agents  by  self-appointment — as  is  always 
the  method — paying  all  bills  in  wood  type  and  conducting 
their  operations  under  the  name  of  Cooley  &  Dauchy. 

The  new  concern  took  no  particular  pains  to  choose  pa- 
pers. All  were  fish  that  came  to  their  type  net,  and  soon  we 
had  a  rather  lively  competition  on  our  hands.  When  we 
said  that  our  papers  were  better,  Cooley  said,  "Well,  ours 
are  more  in  number."  If  we  claimed  that  we  secured  a  spe- 
cial position,  as  we  did  in  most  cases,  Cooley  responded 
that  he  bought  the  best  space  there  was  in  the  paper,  which, 
as  it  meant  positively  nothing,  seemed  to  be  entirely  satis- 
factory to  everybody.  If  we  said  our  list  was  worth  more 
than  his,  he  responded  that  perhaps  it  might  not  be,  but  it 
ought  to  be,  for  we  asked  a  higher  price  than  he  did,  which 
was  true.  He  was  also  much  aided  by  a  trade  association 
with  a  young  firm  of  advertising  agents  just  getting  into 
business  in  Philadelphia,  who  were  destined,  eventually,  to 
carry  the  business  further  and  do  it  better  than  anybody  else 
had  done  in  this  country  or  the  world.  I  am  speaking  of 
N.  W.  Ayer  &  Son  of  Philadelphia. 

After  a  time  the  Cooley  &  Dauchy  opposition,  in  connec- 
tion with  the  growth  of  the  Lists  of  papers  printed  on  the 
co-operative  plan,  made  it  impossible  for  us  to  always  fill 
our  columns  on  profitable  terms  in  all  of  the  more  than  a 
thousand  dailies  and  weeklies  with  which  we  had  contracts. 
In  consequence  of  this  difficulty  the  wording  of  the  con- 
tracts was  gradually  changed,  to  provide  for  a  column  rate 
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without  agreeing  to  fill  a  column ;  and  gradually  the  busi- 
ness secured  on  the  plan  became  so  limited  that  at  last  a 
time  came  when  the  day  to  send  out  copy  was  at  hand  and 
there  was  not  so  much  as  a  single  inch  of  matter  ready  to 
be  sent ;  but  even  then  the  price  per  inch  continued  to  pre- 
vail with  a  majority  of  the  papers,  and  did  prevail  for  years 
and  years,  and  does  still  prevail  in  many  cases  where  the 
publisher  has  ever  forgotten  how  such  a  rate  originated. 
But  Cooley  &  Dauchy,  and  afterwards  Dauchy  &  Co.,  could 
beat  us  even  at  that,  for  we  paid  the  price  in  cash  and  they 
paid  in  wood  type  at  from  two  to  four  hundred  per  cent 
profit,  although  to  some  dailies  and  papers  of  more  than 
ordinary  importance  they  would,  on  occasion,  sell  Lindsay's 
electrotyped  fonts,  all  of  which  was  legitimate  and  proper 
enough,  being  in  precise  accordance  with  the  agreements 
the  papers  had  entered  into  with  them  ;  and,  after  all,  these 
arrangements  were  no  more  unbusinesslike  than  the  agree- 
ments they  had  with  us,  that  enabled  us  to  accept  an  adver- 
tisement for  a  dollar  for  insertion  in  this  paper  and  that, 
and  get  it  inserted  for  37  cents  on  our  yearly  column  con- 
tract, while  other  advertising  agents,  who  neither  had  a 
yearly  contract  nor  were  agents  for  wood  type,  would  be 
called  upon  to  pay  sometimes  as  much  as  $2.50  gross,  for 
precisely  the  same  service. 

As  has  been  said  before,  advertising  space  may,  from 
some  points  of  observation  and  under  some  conditions,  be 
worth  to  the  paper  absolutely  less  than  nothing.  Observa- 
tion shows,  however,  that  those  publishers  only  are  perma- 
nently successful  who  consider  their  space  as  worth  all  they 
ask  for  it,  and  uniformly  refuse  to  let  it  go  unless  they  get 
the  price  named  on  the  rate  card.  Just  what  price  to  de- 
mand when  making  up  a  rate  card  is  a  puzzle  to  every  man 
who  struggles  with  the  question  for  the  first  time.  Mr. 
M.  H.  Mallory,  publisher  and  owner  of  that  excellent  organ 
of  the  Episcopal  denomination,  the  New  York  Churchman, 
was  once  heard  to  assert  that  advertising  space  in  a  news- 
paper is  somewhat  like  a  lady's  favors,  which  are  valued 
very  much  as  she  values  them  herself.    When  I  have  quoted 
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him  on  the  point,  however,  it  has  been  urged  that  he  is  a 
single  man,  and  never  having  bought  any  favors,  and  so  far 
as  known  never  having  had  any,  he  is  not  competent  to  act 
as  appraiser.  Still,  for  all  that,  there  is  a  shadow  of  truth 
and  justice  in  what  Mr.  Mallory  has  asserted. 
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One  day  there  came  an  application  for  information  con- 
cerning the  cost  of  inserting  a  small  advertisement  in  all  the 
best  papers  throughout  the  country.  It  was  from  Augusta, 
Maine.  The  name  of  the  applicant  was  not  in  the  rate 
books  of  the  mercantile  agencies  and  was  not  known  to  us. 
It  was  the  sort  of  inquiry  that  comes  into  every  advertising 
agency  with  much  frequency,  and  usually  means  about  as 
much  as  if  a  boy  should  ask,  at  the  country  store,  how  they 
sold  raisins,  and  on  being  told  the  price,  and  asked  if  he 
wanted  some,  should  answer,  "No,  only  I  thought  I'd  like 
to  know  what  they  would  cost  if  I  did."  To  prepare  our- 
selves to  answer  such  an  inquiry,  as  fully  as  it  would  be 
done  if  it  came  from  a  customer  known  to  be  in  earnest  and 
intending  to  do  business,  would  take  the  time  of  a  compe- 
tent man  a  good  many  hours,  and  the  service  would  cost  the 
office  as  much  as  forty  or  fifty  dollars.  The  answer  to  such 
an  inquiry  has  been  carefully  worked  out  in  many  an  ad- 
vertising agency,  and  after  due  delay,  a  follow-up  system 
has  revealed  a  man  no  more  interested  than  the  boy  who 
would  investigate  the  raisin  market,  and  the  inquirer  from 
the  agency  might  be  told  that  it  was  an  oversight  that  no 
acknowledgment  had  been  sent  of  the  receipt  of  the  infor- 
mation ;  but,  as  matter  of  fact,  the  letter  had  not  been  read 
yet ;  and  the  inquiry  was  really  only  made  to  decide  a  bet — 
or  something  of  that  sort. 

The  particular  application  before  us  seemed  to  be  in  the 
handwriting  of  a  very  old  man.  It  was  easy  to  tell,  how- 
ever, what  the  advertisement  would  cost  in  the  between  one 
and  two  thousand  papers  in  which  we  controlled  space  of 
the  so-called  "List  System."  This  was  done,  the  price 
named  being  $1,800.  By  return  mail  came  the  reply,  "That 
may  be  all  very  well  as  far  as  it  goes,  but  I  want  what  I 
said  I  wanted  when  I  wrote  my  first  letter."    So  far  as  could 
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be  judged  by  the  advertisement  proposed  to  be  used  the 
business  was  not  one  to  warrant  any  considerable  outlay, 
and  so  far  as  we  could  learn,  at  short  notice,  the  applicant 
was  ah  unknown  man  whose  responsibility  was  not  estab- 
lished, if  indeed  he  had  any.  Still  something  had  to  be 
done,  so  a  letter  was  dispatched  saying  that  the  matter  was 
of  sufficient  importance  to  warrant  a  personal  interview ; 
and  if  the  inquirer  could  not  come  to  our  office  for  that  pur- 
pose, he  would,  in  any  event,  wish  to  use  the  papers  upon 
which  prices  had  already  been  quoted ;  and  if  a  check  for 
$1,800  should  be  forwarded  as  an  evidence  of  good  faith, 
and  that  business  and  not  curiosity  was  in  mind,  we  would 
on  receipt  of  the  check  dispatch  a  competent  man  to  deal 
with  the  inquirer  at  his  own  place  of  business.  By  return 
mail  came  the  check  on  a  Boston  bank,  with  few  or  no 
words  accompanying  it;  and  the  necessity  for  going  to 
Augusta  was  apparent. 

It  was  in  mid-winter,  a  great  storm  was  in  progress,  but 
it  seemed  too  bad  to  waste  more  time  after  so  many  delays, 
and  with  my  warmest  overcoat,  a  fur  cap  and  a  great  pair 
of  boots — of  which  I  was  very  proud — I  started  out  that 
evening,  stopped  over  in  Boston  to  learn  if  the  check  was 
sure  enough  good,  and,  finding  that  it  was,  proceeded  to 
Portland,  and  to  Augusta,  at  which  point  I  arrived  in  time 
for  breakfast  at  the  hotel,  after  which  I  waded  through  the 
deep  snow,  to  find  my  impatient  client.  He  had  a  room  up 
one  flight  of  stairs,  in  a  barn-like  loft — the  chambers  of 
what  appeared  to  be  a  block  of  stores.  The  room  was  warm 
and  comfortable  enough  from  the  influence  of  a  great  stove 
that  stood  in  the  center.  In  various  positions,  conveniently 
arranged  for  light  and  warmth,  half  a  dozen  girls  were  busy 
at  tables,  apparently  assorting  letters,  addressing  envelopes, 
or  making  up  packages  of  the  postal  currency  then  in  gen- 
eral use.  All  were  busy.  An  alcove  in  one  corner  of  the 
room  was  boarded  off  like  a  coal  bin  and  appeared  to  be 
filled  with  waste  paper,  consisting  of  opened  letters  and  torn 
envelopes.  In  the  darkest  corner  of  the  room  there  sat  at  a 
desk  a  youth  of  considerable  more  than  ordinary  height  and 
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breadth  of  figure,  but  apparently  not  more  than  eighteen 
years  of  age ;  and  he  was  very  busy,  and  his  manner  was 
rather  stern  and  somewhat  impatient.  We  soon  got  down 
to  business,  however,  and  he  told  me  something  of  his  life 
and  his  plans.  He  was  a  Maine  boy — his  family  were  poor. 
His  first  recollections  of  Augusta  had  to  do  with  the  time, 
during  the  Civil  War,  when  soldiers  were  in  camp  there, 
and  he,  as  a  small  boy  from  the  region  beyond,  had  found 
among  these  a  market  for  all  the  berries  he  could  pick,  or 
could  control  from  the  gleanings  of  less  business-like  com- 
panions. 

Growing  older,  he  had  become  interested  in  advertise- 
ments that  he  saw  in  the  newspapers,  wherein  it  was  made 
to  appear  that  certain  people  had  things  to  sell  and  wanted 
agents  to  aid  them.  He  had  become  agent  for  more  than 
one,  and  found  that  there  actually  were  possibilities  of  earn- 
ing money ;  but  before  long  he  arrived  at  the  conclusion 
that  more  money  than  was  made  by  the  agents  was  un- 
doubtedly made  out  of  the  agents  by  the  principals ;  the 
men  who  inserted  the  advertisements.  So,  after  a  time,  he 
had  experimented  with  one  scheme  and  another,  inserted 
advertisements  on  his  own  account,  had  dealt  with  agents  to 
some  extent,  and  got  enough  out  of  it  all  to  pay  his  adver- 
tising bills  and  make  a  living  beside.  The  last  did  not  cost 
much.  What  he  was  aiming  at  was  not  so  much  to  get 
money  to  spend  as  to  build  up  a  business,  and  the  scheme 
interested  him  as  it  developed.  Lately  he  had  hit  upon 
something  that  promised  to  go.  He  had  a  recipe  for 
making  a  washing  compound.  Every  farmer's  wife,  every 
poor  man's  wife,  did  her  own  washing.  This  compound 
made  washing  easier.  The  ingredients  could  be  had  at  any 
drug  store,  and  were  inexpensive.  Whoever  bought  the 
recipe  and  tried  it  pronounced  it  a  good  thing.  The  recipe 
could  be  expressed  in  forty  words.  It  was  about  the  equiv- 
alent of  a  six  line  nonpareil  paragraph  in  a  newspaper. 
Printed  on  small  slips  of  the  size  of  a  postal  card  the  re- 
cipes could  be  prepared  for  a  dollar  a  thousand  or  even  less. 
If  they  could  be  sold  for  a  dollar  each  the  profit  would  be 
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tremendous,  and  even  if  sold  in  large  lots  at  ten  cents 
each,  a  hundred,  costing  no  more  than  a  dime,  might  pro- 
duce a  ten  dollar  bill.  Of  course,  the  secret  of  the  recipe 
was  his  stock  in  trade.  The  buyer  of  a  copy  could  commit 
its  words  to  memory  in  five  minutes,  and  would  forever 
after  be  a  perennial  fountain  from  which  unlimited  numbers 
of  the  recipe  could  be  taken,  or  he  could  invoke  the  services 
of  a  printer ;  but  our  friend  knew  how  to  get  around  all 
that.  Whoever  bought  a  recipe,  or  became  an  agent,  re- 
ceived with  the  invoice  a  printed  statement  which  plainly 
said  in  effect,  "You  solemnly  promise  and  agree  not  to  di- 
vulge or  make  known  the  formula  and  to  exact  the  same 
promise  from  every  one  to  whom  you  sell  the  valuable 
secret." 

All  this  goes  to  show  that  there  is  an  unsuspected 
amount  of  honesty  and  good  faith  in  the  world.  The  adver- 
tisement this  young  man  would  insert  called  for  agents  to 
sell  the  recipe  for  making  the  washing  compound.  The 
price  at  which  it  was  to  be  sold  was  one  dollar,  but  the 
buyer,  after  testing  its  excellence,  might  become  an  agent 
for  the  sale  of  the  recipe  to  others  and  might  buy  in  quanti- 
ties, at  graduated  rates,  and  appoint  and  deal  with  sub- 
agents  on  his  or  her  own  account.  Five  recipes  could  be 
had  for  $2,  ten  for  $3,  twenty-five  for  $5,  a  hundred  for  $10, 
a  thousand  for  $25.  An  effort  would  be  made  to  give  every 
agent  such  exclusive  territory  as  the  amount  of  his  purchase 
would  warrant,  and  if  by  any  error  it  so  chanced  that  terri- 
tory assigned  to  one  conflicted  with  the  rights  of  an  agent 
previously  appointed,  then  an  equitable  adjustment  of  the 
matter  would  be  made  by  assigning  to  the  agent  who  com- 
plained such  additional  territory  as  he  might  specify,  al- 
ways provided  the  amount  of  his  purchases  showed  him  to 
be  an  active  and  efficient  canvasser. 

The  scheme  had  been  tried  locally  sufficient  to  show  that 
there  was  something  in  it,  and  now  it  was  to  be  applied  to 
the  whole  country,  and  there  was  no  time  to  spare.  "But 
the  man  who  buys  can  print  his  own  recipes  when  he  wants 
a  new  supply,"  f  said.    "No,"  was  the  answer ;  "he  agrees 
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not  to  do  so."  "You  say  in  a  printed  slip  that  he  so  agrees, 
but  do  you  wait  for  him  to  acquiesce  in  that,  and  if  so  how 
is  the  contract  worded  and  what  is  the  penalty?"  "There  is 
no  contract  and  no  penalty.  Most  people  are  honest  and 
intend  to  act  in  good  faith.  It  is  surprising  how  little  trou- 
ble there  is  on  that  score.  There  are  instances  of  bad  faith, 
of  course,  and  one  man  got  the  recipe  published  in  a  local 
newspaper,  but  it  did  not  seem  to  do  any  particular  harm." 
"Do  you  file  the  letters  you  receive?"  "You  see  the  file 
over  there  in  that  bin."  "But  you  could  never  find  any 
particular  letter  there."  "No,  we  don't  try  to.  If  a  corre- 
spondent has  any  grievance  we  take  his  word  for  it  and  do 
the  best  we  can  to  make  him  satisfied.  If  he  says  he  did 
not  get  his  last  lot  of  recipes  we  send  him  some  more.  If 
he  claims  that  somebody  else  is  working  his  territory  we 
ask  him  to  specify  a  new  territory  that  we  may  assign  to 
him  to  make  good.  We  do  keep  a  record  of  the  names  and 
of  the  date  and  amount  of  transactions  had  with  each." 

I  did  not  think  the  scheme  would  work,  but  the  young 
man  without  being  at  all  uncivil  made  it  plain  to  me  that  I 
did  not  have  to  have  an  opinion  on  the  subject.  That  came 
within  his  province.  What  he  wanted  me  to  do  was  to  put 
out  the  advertising — and  do  it  quick. 

I  went  back  to  the  hotel,  had  a  fire  built  in  the  stove  in 
my  chilly  room,  took  my  copy  of  Rowell's  American  News- 
paper Directory,  edition  of  1869,  and  with  a  pencil,  put 
clown  an  estimated  price  for  the  required  service,  going 
through  the  book  from  Maine  to  Texas,  taking  the  weekly 
papers  of  largest  issue.  Then  I  secured  a  sufficient  quantity 
of  foolscap  and  copied  off  the  names  and  the  prices,  this  to 
be  left  with  the  advertiser,  the  book  to  be  taken  back  to 
New  York  for  use  in  sending  out  the  copy  and  as  a  record 
of  the  list  agreed  upon.  When  all  was  done  it  was  night, 
but  the  youthful  advertiser  worked  evenings  as  well  as 
mornings.  He  asked  a  few  intelligent  questions,  queried  a 
price  here  and  there,  noted  the  total,  and  in  half  an  hour 
agreed  to  the  whole ;  and  again  expressed  regret  that  so 
much  time  had  been  wasted  in  getting  started.     I  already 
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had  $1,800  of  his  money.  I  must  receive  $3,200  more,  pre- 
liminary to  sending  out  the  orders,  and  it  must  be  agreed 
that  one  week  from  that  day  $500  more  should  be  sent  to 
me,  and  $500  every  recurring  Thursday  for  twelve  weeks; 
at  which  time  the  advertising  would  be  practically  com- 
pleted, the  amount  of  the  order  being  $11,000,  with  a  possi- 
ble balance  or  advance  to  be  adjusted  when  a  final  settle- 
ment was  arrived  at.  There  were  no  objection  to  the  terms, 
but  the  bank  was  not  open  at  night.  I  would  wait  over  till 
morning,  being  pretty  tired  anyway.  In  the  morning  he 
left  me  at  his  desk  while  he  went  to  the  bank.  He  returned 
in  less  than  ten  minutes,  with  a  cashier's  check  on  Boston 
for  $3,200,  and  I  came  away  with  the  conviction  that  if  the 
$500  weekly  remittances  did  not  come  I  could  stop  the  ad- 
vertising without  incurring  any  actual  loss,  and  a  deep  feel- 
ing that,  however  unwilling,  I  had  been  made  the  instru- 
ment of  bringing  to  an  inglorious  end  the  Agents  Wanted 
campaign  of  this  one  time  dealer  in  berries  about  the  mili- 
tary camps  at  Augusta.  I  was  confident  that  the  transac- 
tion would  ruin  him,  and,  as  an  advertiser,  I  should  never 
hear  from  him  any  more. 

We  sent  out  the  orders  and  the  advertising  began.  The 
weekly  remittances  never  failed  to  be  in  our  office  at  least 
twenty-four  hours  before  the  day  named  in  the  agreement, 
and  always  came  by  express,  the  package  always  being  one 
of  those  old-fashioned  boxes  that  had  contained  that  choice 
example  of  confectionery  that  the  youth  of  New  England 
in  my  time  always  spoke  of  as  loz-en-gers.  The  remittances 
were  sure  to  be  in  the  postal  currency  that  was  at  that  time 
in  vogue,  varying  in  amount  from  five  to  fifty  cents ;  and  a 
torn,  defaced,  dirty  lot  of  stuff  it  was,  that  we  were  puzzled 
to  know  what  to  do  with,  until  some  one  suggested  that  the 
bank  would  take  it  on  deposit  and  verify  the  accuracy  of  the 
count.  I  was  very  glad  at  that  time  that  I  was  not  the  re- 
ceiving teller  at  the  Broadway  Bank. 

Well,  the  transaction  came  to  an  end ;  was  closed  up,  and 
1  was  glad  that  my  youthful  friend  at  Augusta  had  appar- 
ently come  out  of  it  better  than  I  had  expected  he  would ; 
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but  I  certainly  did  not  count  on  his  repeating  the  experi- 
ment. One  day  in  the  September  following,  however,  he 
came  into  the  office,  looking  cheerful  and  well  dressed,  and 
wanted  to  know  at  what  price  I  would  contract  to  insert  an 
18  line  advertisement  for  three  months  in  every  paper  in 
America.  I  had  a  habit,  at  that  time,  of  giving  a  price  off- 
hand whenever  a  very  complicated  estimate  was  asked  for, 
especially  if  it  was  not  very  likely  to  mean  real  business.  I 
answered,  promptly,  six  dollars  a  paper,  and  he,  almost  as 
promptly,  that  I  might  go  ahead.  We  estimated  that  the 
total  number  of  papers  printed  then  counted  five  thousand, 
thus,  at  $6  each,  the  bill  would  amount  to  $30,000.  He  was 
to  give  me  $10,000  down  and  $1,000  a  week  for  twenty 
weeks.  He  gave  me  a  draft  for  the  advance  payment  and 
received  his  receipt  therefor ;  then  he  asked  me  what  dis- 
count I  would  allow  if  he  would  pay  the  other  $20,000  then 
and  there.  I  said  five  per  cent.  He  responded  that  that  was 
good  enough  and  proceeded  to  give  me  a  new  draft  for 
$19,000  more,  in  full  settlement.  I  found  later  that  for  sev- 
eral weeks  he  had  been  making  investigations  through 
newspaper  men  and  the  other  agencies,  and  knew  so  well 
what  he  had  in  hand  that  he  would  just  as  cheerfully  have 
paid  me  quite  a  number  of  thousands  of  dollars  more  than 
I  had  demanded  of  him.   - 

I  never  knew  whether  I  made  or  lost  money  on  that  con- 
tract. I  do  know,  however,  that  it  cost  more  than  $10,000 
to  settle  with  the  papers  of  New  York  City  alone.  There 
was  a  little  comfort  in  the  circumstance  that,  in  the  nearly 
two  thousand  papers  then  printed  on  the  co-operative  plan, 
the  cost  to  me  would  not  be  much  more  than  fifty  cents  a 
paper.  It  was  the  only  contract  that  I  ever  knew  George 
Jones  of  the  New  York  Times  to  accept  at  a  cut  from  his 
rate  card.  I  went  to  him,  saying,  "Mr.  Jones,  here  is  an 
advertising  order  with  a  check  for  $500.  It  is  for  your 
daily,  Sunday  and  weekly  issues.  The  price  I  get  for  the 
service  is  only  $18  and  I  want  you  to  tell  Theodore,  the 
advertising  clerk,  to  accept  the  order  without  going  into  the 
figures."     Mr.  Jones  looked  at  it  a  moment,  said,   "Mr. 
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Rowell,  you  know  I  don't  like  that  sort  of  thing"— hesi- 
tated, shrugged  his  shoulders,  said,  "Well!"  handed  the 
order  to  Theodore,  who  stood  by,  and  I  came  away. 

This  man,  of  whom  I  have  said  so  much,  was  Mr.  E.  C. 
Allen,  and  he  it  was  who  founded  the  great  system  of  what 
is  called  Mail-Order  Journals,  that  has  done  more  than  any 
other  class  of  publications,  or  any  other  thing  that  passes 
under  his  supervision,  to  make  the  Third  Assistant  Post- 
master-General at  Washington  unhappy. 

The  law  does  not  allow  a  publication  to  be  sold  at  a 
nominal  price,  but  Augusta  issues  a  monthly  that  circulates 
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a  million  and  a  quarter  copies  regularly  and  is  sold  at  25 
cents  a  year.  It  does  not  admit  as  second-class  matter  any 
paper  that  has  been  established  primarily  for  advertising 
purposes.  Yet  Augusta  issues  dozens  that  were  established 
for  that  purpose  and  no  other.  It  does  not  permit  sample 
copies  to  be  mailed  repeatedly  to  the  same  list  of  names,  but 
the  Augusta  publishers  do  that  constantly.  It  so  happens 
that  the  Congressmen  from  Maine,  in  both  Senate  and 
House,  are,  and  have  long  been,  men  of  more  than  average 
ability  and  influence.  Augusta  is  the  capital  of  the  State. 
The  prosperity  of  its  publishing  interest  is  something  the 
people  are  proud  of.     Mr.  Allen  told  me  more  than  once 
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that  the  managers  of  the  party  had  suggested  that  he  be  the 
next  Governor,  but  he  said  he  was  too  busy.  Among  his 
successors  one  has  been  Mayor  of  Augusta  over  and  over 
again,  another  has  been  Governor  and  was  highly  esteemed 
as  such.  I  have  recently  read  the  following  paragraph  in 
a  Maine  paper :  "Governor  Hill  is  erecting  at  Augusta  the 
finest  private  residence  in  the  State.  The  best  architects, 
builders  and  decorators  are  being  employed  in  its  construc- 
tion and  when  it  is  completed  it  will  certainly  attract  the 
attention  of  lovers  of  fine  architecture  throughout  the 
country.  At  the  present  time  the  Governor  and  his  family 
occupy  the  residence  of  the  late  James  G.  Blaine."  Gov- 
ernor Hill  is  son-in-law  of  that  Mr.  Vickery,  who  was  one 
of  Mr.  Allen's  earliest  imitators  and  the  two  comprise  the 
firm  of  Vickery  &  Hill,  of  Augusta,  Maine,  who  stand  in 
the  very  front  as  publishers  of  mail-order  journals. 

In  Mr.  Blaine's  time  a  nephew  of  his  had  a  good  place 
in  the  Allen  business,  and,  on  the  whole,  the  postoffice  has 
generally  found  it  advisable  to  deal  gently  with  infringe- 
ments of  what  they  call  the  law  whenever  they  happen  to 
originate  in  Augusta.  And  they  do  this  the  more  willingly 
because  no  two  postoffice  officials  have  ever  yet  been  found 
who  could  agree  just  what  is  and  what  is  not  permitted 
under  the  law  concerning  the  carriage  of  second-class  mail 
matter. 

Incidentally,  Mr.  Allen  may  be  said  to  have  been  the 
original  cause  of  the  ten  cent  magazine,  for  Mr.  Frank  A. 
Munsey  was  a  Maine  boy  and  in  his  youth  acquired  ideas 
from  his  familiar  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Allen  and  his 
methods. 

In  addition  to  his  publishing  and  a  great  mail-order 
business  in  many  lines,  Mr.  Allen  issued  and  sold  unknown 
quantities  of  lithographed  pictures,  chromos  and  steel  en- 
gravings. I  rarely  go  into  houses  in  a  remote  district, 
whether  in  Florida  or  Alaska,  without  seeing  the  small  en- 
graving of  the  boatman  and  his  living  freight ;  the  boy  and 
girl,  children  in  the  bow,  looking  forward,  with  merry  faces  ; 
the  youth  and  maid  on  the  next  seat,  looking  at  each  other ; 
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then  the  young  man  and  his  wife,  sober  with  thought  and 
care;  and,  last  of  all  the  old  couple,  looking  backward  to 
the  shore  they  have  left  and  will  never  see  again.  Mr. 
Allen  told  me  at  one  time,  before  the  sale  was  at  its  height, 
that  he  had  already  disposed  of  one  million  seven  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  copies  of  this  picture.  Having  the  plate 
of  a  fine  steel  engraving  he  could  make  electrotypes  of  it 
indefinitely,  preserving  the  original  from  wear,  and  could 
issue  untold  thousands  of  copies,  the  last  just  as  perfect  as 
the  first  one;  and  he  could  produce  copies  of  engravings 
usually  sold  for  $20  at  a  cost  to  him  for  paper,  ink  and 
mechanical  work  of  no  more  than  ten  cents. 

First  and  last  he  paid  me,  perhaps,  as  much  as  $100,- 
000  for  advertising;  but  when  he  had  his  print  shop  under 
way  and  a  catalogue  of  his  pictures  ready  for  distribution 
he  had  no  further  need  of  my  services,  because  there  were 
so  many  papers  ready  to  sell  him  all  the  space  he  wanted, 
to  be  paid  for  in  pictures  that  he  could  afford  to  let  them 
have  at  bargain  prices,  and  still  get  the  service  for  less  than 
a  tenth  of  the  cost  to  him  that  it  would  be  to  me. 

He  is  not  living  now.  He  died  while  still  under  forty — 
a  millionaire.  He  never  married.  His  fortune  went  to  a 
sister,  who  shortly  after  married  the  manager  of  the  pub- 
lishing business,  and  they  left  it  to  others  more  eager  to 
make  money  than  they  had  occasion  to  be. 

Mr.  Allen  once  told  me  that  in  deciding  what  picture 
to  press  for  sale,  and  secure  a  run  on,  he  did  not  care  for 
the  opinion  of  any  art  critic  or  connoisseur.  His  customers 
were  the  common  people.  He  would  display  his  drawings, 
on  the  floor,  or  on  the  walls  of  a  great  vacant  room ;  and, 
from  time  to  time,  would  have  the  young  people  in  his  em- 
ploy, mainly  girls,  in  groups  of  half  a  dozen  or  more,  come 
in  to  look  them  over.  He  would  note  which  ones  or  which 
particular  one  was  most  generally  admired,  and  when  he 
had  no  doubt  on  the  point,  that  one,  or  the  two  or  three  that 
appeared  to  be  favorites,  would  be  made  the  leaders  whether 
their  excellence  did  or  did  not  appeal  to  him  or  to  the 
artists  he  employed. 
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In  the  Spring  of  the  year  1871  I  realized  several  new 
conditions,  one  of  which  was  that  on  the  4th  of  July  I 
should  be  thirty-three  years  old.  I  had  been  in  business  six 
years,  commencing  with  no  capital,  and  could  see  that  I 
now  had  assets  in  hand  to  an  amount  somewhat  exceeding 
the,  to  my  mind,  magnificent  sum  of  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars.  I  remembered  that  at  the  time  I  left  the  New 
Hampshire  farm,  fifteen  years  before,  it  had  been  my  ambi- 
tion to  acquire  a  fortune  of  $10,000  and  return  and  be  a 
sort  of  farmer  capitalist,  the  envy  of  all  my  neighbors.  I 
did  not  then  think  it  desirable  to  dress  better  than  others, 
probably  $25  a  year  would  provide  for  that  item.  To  my 
mind  cowhide  boots  were  more  serviceable  than  those  made 
of  calfskin,  and  therefore  more  desirable.  I  remember  par- 
ticularly that  I  did  not  approve  of  boots  being  blacked,  ex- 
cept it  might  be  for  Sunday  or  on  the  occasion  of  going  to 
a  party ;  but  I  thought  they  should  be  greased — possibly 
almost  every  second  day.  I  could  go  back  now  with  much 
more  than  the  $10,000  originally  aimed  at,  but  it  appeared 
that  even  before  that  sum  had  been  put  aside,  one  five  times 
as  great  had  been  set  up  in  its  place,  and  before  that  second 
goal  had  been  reached  it  had  begun  to  appear  that  the  limit 
would  have  to  be  again  multiplied  by  at  least  another  five 
before  the  legitimate  interest  on  the  capital  would  equal  the 
scale  of  expenditure,  already  reached,  for  what  are  known 
as  living  expenses. 

But  there  were  danger  signals  ahead.  I  did  not  sleep. 
There  was  an  unpromising  flush  upon  the  upper  part  of  my 
cheeks,  and  an  annoying  cough.  Work  had  been  carried 
on  under  too  much  pressure.  It  was  time  to  call  a  halt. 
During  those  six  years  there  had  scarcely  been  a  waking 
moment  when  the  thought  was  not  on  the  business.  In  the 
stage  or  tram  car,  at  the  table,  walking  on  the  street  or  sit- 
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ting  in  church,  the  mind  was  rarely  engaged  in  considera- 
tion of  any  of  its  corporal  surroundings,  but  was  dealing 
with  a  possible  form  to  be  given  to  a  new  circular,  or  may 
be,  an  argument  that  might  induce  a  fat  contract  from  this 
patron  or  that.  I  hardly  knew  what  went  on  in  the  world 
outside  of  the  routine  connected  with  my  office.  Time  could 
not  be  spared  to  go  to  a  railway  station  to  meet  a  friend 
or  see  one  depart.  The  office  must  be  reached  by  eight 
o'clock,  twenty  minutes  was  time  enough  for  luncheon  and 
it  would  be  six  o'clock  before  it  seemed  possible  to  go  to 
dinner,  and  it  was  fortunate  if  the  evening  was  not  devoted 
to  completing  the  day's  work.  During  those  years  two 
relatives,  both  dear  to  me,  had  died  and,  as  I  was  not  in 
attendance  when  the  last  obsequies  were  performed,  I 
seemed  hardly  to  take  cognizance  of  their  going  or  to  real- 
ize that  they  had  gone ;  and  even  now,  a  generation  later,  as 
I  read  their  names  and  the  dates  of  their  departing  engraved 
on  a  granite  shaft,  I  seem  to  remember  them  as  I  had  known 
them  and  to  think  of  their  stepping  out  as  having  taken 
place,  without  notice,  at  a  moment  when  I  happened  to  be 
thinking  of  something  else  or  looking  another  way.    • 

It  might  be  that  I  had  stamina  enough  to  continue  that 
sort  of  a  life  for  another  six  years,  and  it  was  possible  in 
that  time  I  might  accumulate  money  enough  to  make  me 
absolutely  rich  in  very  truth ;  so  much  that  it  would  require 
only  a  small  percentage  of  my  gains  to  erect  a  really  gor- 
geous monument  over  my  grave,  which  I  should  probably 
have  caused  to  be  prematurely  opened  to  receive  me.  There 
was  something  delightful  about  a  business  success,  and  to 
one  of  my  moderate  views  what  I  had  accomplished  seemed 
actually  brilliant.  Yet,  to  have  a  play  hour  now  and  then, 
without  feeling  that  something  was  neglected ;  to  see  so 
much  of  relatives  and  friends  as  would  not  permit  more  of 
them  to  pass  away  before  I  realized  that  there  was  even 
danger  of  losing  them;  to  take  so  much  of  recreation  as 
would,  perhaps,  so  quiet  the  nerves  that  sleep  would  come 
when  the  couch  was  sought  at  night ;  all  these  seemed  on 
the  whole  to  be  rather  worth  while  than  otherwise,  and  one 
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day  I  made  a  resolve  that  I  would  that  season  take  a  four 
months'  vacation,  leaving  the  office  absolutely  to  be  man- 
aged by  my  partner  and  the  clerks  and,  further  than  that, 
I  would  from  that  time  forth  take  an  equally  liberal  allow- 
ance of  rest  until  I  should  some  day  find  that  I  could  no 
longer  afford  it. 

I  often  feel  inclined  to  smile  when  I  hear  old  men  talk 
of  the  value  of  age  and  experience.  They  have  their  value 
doubtless,  but  to  my  mind  the  age  of  ability  for  doing  things 
is  the  early  thirties.  Is  there  not  a  significance  in  the  fact 
that  the  great  work  our  Savior  came  to  perform  was  done, 
and  he  gone  again  from  earth,  before  he  had  completed  his 
thirty-third  year  of  sojourn  in  the  sight  of  men  ?  It  is  prob- 
ably the  reputation  that  men  early  acquire  for  character, 
enterprise  and  wisdom,  that  pushes  them  into  places  where 
they  afterwards  have  opportunity — that  was  not  open  to 
them  while  younger — to  do  great  and  notable  things.  That 
the  ability  to  do  them  is  greater  after  thirty-three  than  it 
was  before  that  age  I  do  not  believe.  Alexander  died  at 
twenty-eight,  Napoleon  did  no  more  brilliant  things  after 
thirty-three  than  he  had  done  before.  At  thirty-three  I  do 
not  think  his  good  sense  would  have  allowed  the  march  on 
Moscow.  Lafayette  was  even  under  twenty  when  he 
brought  his  valuable  services  to  Washington.  DeTocqueville 
was  not  far  from  thirty  when  he  wrote  his  great  work, 
"Democracy  in  America."  Lord  Byron  had  done  his  best 
work  before  the  age  of  thirty-three ;  he  died  before  he  was 
thirty-eight.  William  Pitt  was  Prime  Minister  of  England 
at  the  age  of  twenty-four.  Can  any  one  doubt  that  if  An- 
drew Carnegie  or  Pierpont  Morgan  were  seeking  a  manager 
of  even  their  own  great  affairs  they  would  give  the  prefer- 
ence to  one  like  what  they  themselves  were  thirty-five  years 
ago  rather  than  to  one  more  like  what  they  know  themselves 
to  be  to-day  ?  Be  the  fact  what  it  may,  at  the  age  of  thirty- 
three  I  had  brought  about,  in  a  business  way,  about  all  that 
it  was  ever  permitted  me  to  accomplish.  What  came  after- 
wards followed  from  Mr.  Kent's  industry  and  the  impetus 
the  business  had  already  gained.     My  advertising  agency 
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was  more  widely  known  than  any  other  had  ever  been,  and 
my  own  name  so  familiar  to  the  public  that  I  could  scarcely 
mention  it  in  a  shop,  or  write  it  on  a  hotel  register,  that  the 
inquiry  was  not  immediate,  "Are  you  the  advertising 
agent?"  At  Harrigan  &  Hart's  variety  theater,  which  was 
as  well  known  then  as  Weber  &  Field's  is  now,  they  had  a 
picture  of  the  Times  Building,  as  a  background,  and  our 
enormous  sign,  that  crossed  the  entire  front  towards  Frank- 
lin Square,  stared  the  audience  in  the  face  with  a  persis- 
tency that  delighted  every  one  of  our  clerks  who  had  money 
enough  to  buy  a  ticket ;  and  this  valuable  advertising  never 
cost  us  a  penny.  It  may  be  that  I  looked  younger  than  I 
was,  for  it  was  a  common  occurrence  to  have  people  who 
came  to  see  me  on  business  seem  momentarily  embarrassed 
or  annoyed,  and  explain  that  they  would  wait  to  see  my 
father. 

It  is  a  fact  that  from  the  time  the  four  months'  vaca- 
tion out  of  every  year  was  inaugurated  our  business  ceased 
to  make  material  progress.  Mr.  Kent,  my  associate,  was  an 
insatiable  worker,  but  never  attempted  to  originate  new 
methods.  His  capacity  for  doing  work  himself  led  to  a 
failure  on  his  part  to  raise  up  about  him  men  who  were  so 
well  trained  as  to  be  competent  to  take  his  place  when  ab- 
sent for  an  hour  or  a  day.  He  was  a  most  discouraging 
man  to  a  young  assistant — he  could  do  so  much  work  and 
do  it  so  well.  I  have  known  him  to  go  to  a  correspondence 
clerk,  talk  a  moment  about  the  possibility  of  clearing  his 
desk  of  accumulations  that  had  been  permitted,  listen  to  an 
assertion  that  it  would  take  till  midnight,  or  all  day  to- 
morrow, and  then  seen  him  assign  the  clerk  some  other  mat- 
ter, that  would  perhaps  require  an  hour  or  two,  and  when 
that  was  completed,  turn  over  to  him  his  entire  accumula- 
tion with  everything  answered,  every  estimate  made  and 
nothing  left  for  the  young  man  to  do  until  something  new 
presented  itself.  It  was  a  great  quality,  that  capacity  for 
work,  and  Kent  had  it  to  a  wonderful  degree.  In  some 
lines  of  business  it  might  have  been  our  salvation,  but  I  be- 
lieve he  and  I  would  be  richer  men  to-day  had  it  been  less 
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highly  developed  in  him.  He  was  a  good  manager,  an  ex- 
cellent, conservative  business  man.  Had  he  been  able  to 
assign  to  others  a  larger  share  of  the  actual  detail  work  and 
thus  allowed  himself  more  leisure  he  would  have  had  about 
him  a  better  corps  of  assistants,  and  found  more  time  to  de- 
vote to  his  personal  relations  with  customers  and  others 
who  might  from  time  to  time  be  so  situated  as  to  vastly 
appreciate  a  larger  share  of  attention  at  his  hands.  I  am 
not  criticising  him,  only  stating  a  conviction — God  knows 
our  connection  was  ever  a  blessing  to  me.  He  was  my  part- 
ner for  more  than  thirty  years,  my  friend  from  boyhood 
and,  though  not  in  recent  years  associated  with  me,  I  never 
think  of  him  without  affectionate  and  respectful  regard. 

It  was  not  a  very  long  time  after  the  purchase  of  the 
John  Hooper  Advertising  Agency,  and  entering  upon  the 
resolve  to  have  a  four  months'  vacation  every  year,  that  I 
made  an  attempt  to  introduce,  in  a  restricted  way,  the  profit 
sharing  system  with  employees.  I  owned  three-fourths  of 
the  business,  Mr.  Kent  one-fourth.  There  were  five  men 
in  the  office  who  were  in  positions  where  it  seemed  possible 
they  might  become  more  useful,  if  greater  possibilities  of 
reward  were  open  to  them.  These  men  were  George  H. 
Pierce,  the  bookkeeper ;  John  A.  Moore,  the  solicitor  of  ad- 
vertisements ;  Nelson  Chesman,  editor  of  the  Newspaper 
Directory ;  Theodore  P.  Roberts,  the  estimate  clerk ;  and 
Elbridge  Blaisdell,  at  that  time  manager  of  the  List  Sys- 
tem. I  proposed  that  each  should  continue  to  draw  the 
salary  he  was  at  the  time  receiving,  and  that  whenever 
profits  were  withdrawn  from  the  business  it  should  be  in 
sums  of  $2,ooo  or  in  multiples  of  that  sum,  and  that  of  the 
profits  so  drawn  each  of  these  men  should  receive  one- 
twentieth  or  five  per  cent,  the  whole  to  be  charged  up  to 
me,  thus  reducing  my  share  of  the  earnings  from  three- 
fourths  to  one-half.  Kent,  with  characteristic  fairness,  re- 
quested that  his  share  be  taxed  in  the  proper  proportion,  but 
this  I  did  not  allow.  The  scheme  was  talked  over,  every- 
body liked  it  and  no  one  but  myself  stood  to  lose  anything. 
A  letter  was  written  to  each  of  the  five  setting  forth  the  new 
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conditions,  and  on  the  last  day  of  the  year,  preceding  the 
inauguration  of  the  arrangement,  the  office  paid  for  a 
sumptuous  dinner,  for  the  seven  of  us,  at  Delmonico's,  then 
situated  at  the  corner  of  Fourteenth  street  and  Fifth  avenue. 
Speeches  were  made  and  the  future  seemed  full  of  promise. 
In  actual  operation  the  plan  did  not  work  well.  Moore 
and  Chesman  always  had  done  their  level  best  and  could  do 
no  better.  Pierce  and  Blaisdell  had  never  been  quite  satis- 
factory, and  after  the  change,  that  almost  made  partners  of 
them,  they  seemed  to  take  kindly  to  that,  common  idea  that 
prevails  in  the  business  world  that  when  something  is  added 
to  the  salary  there  should  be  a  corresponding  addition  to 
privileges  allowed,  as  well  as  a  considerable  reduction  in 
the  hours  of  labor.  The  year  that  followed  the  arrange- 
ment was  not  a  very  profitable  one.  The  plan  was  contin- 
ued ;  but  for  one  reason  or  another  the  participants  dropped 
out.  Blaisdell  went  to  be  advertising  manager  for  the 
Humphreys'  Specific  Medicine  Company,  and  was  respon- 
sible for  the  change  of  their  motto  to  "The  Mild  Power 
Cures,"  instead  of  the  original  "The  Mild  Power  Subdues," 
and  was  never  able  to  see  any  incongruity  in  the  altered 
phrase.  Chesman  had  an  ambition  to  conduct  an  advertis- 
ing agency  of  his  own  and  went  to  St.  Louis  for  that  pur- 
pose, establishing  there  the  firm  of  Rowell  &  Chesman,  in 
which  I  was  for  some  years  associated  with  him.  Roberts 
was  tempted  by  a  high  salary  to  go  with  the  then  rather 
new  agency  of  Bates  &  Locke ;  and  Bates  used  to  relate  that 
he  did  first  rate  for  a  little  time,  till  one  day  when  he  seemed 
to  have  a  visit  from  about  everybody  in  my  office,  each  one 
of  whom  exhibited  a  new  $1,000  greenback ;  and  that  always 
after  that  Roberts  seemed  discouraged.  The  explanation 
was  that  there  was  a  $20,000  division  of  profits  made  shortly 
after  Roberts  left,  whereby  each  of  the  beneficiaries  under 
the  five  per  cent  arrangement  received  a  thousand  dollars, 
but  Roberts,  by  going  away,  had  terminated  his  right  to  par- 
ticipate. Finally  Pierce  went  to  Maine,  to  be  for  some  years 
with  Mr.  E.  C.  Allen,  the  founder  of  the  publishing  busi- 
ness of  Augusta ; .  Moore  died  and  the  division  of  profits 
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scheme  came  to  an  end.  So  far  as  I  could  see  it  was  at  no 
time  quite  satisfactory  to  any  one  who  participated  in  it, 
and  it  cost  me  a  good  many  thousand  dollars,  for  which  I 
received  no  compensation  whatever. 

Mr.  Chesman  is  still  living  (1905),  being  the  head  of 
the  well-known  and  reliable  advertising  agency  of  Nelson 
Chesman  &  Co.,  with  branch  offices  in  several  cities ;  Blais- 
dell  died  a  few  years  after  going  to  Dr.  Humphreys;  Pierce 
at  a  later  day  returned  to  Boston  and  died  in  the  service  of 
J.  Wesley  Barber,  who  had  been  his  fellow  clerk  in  the  Con- 
gress street  office  in  1866. 

Roberts  was  a  well-spring  of  information  about  news- 
papers and  advertising  rates.  He  had  the  whole  story  in 
his  head,  and  was  a  lightning  calculator.  It  was  useless  to 
look  at  a  rate  card  if  Roberts  was  around,  for  he  could  give 
the  information  needed  much  sooner  than  the  rate  card 
could  be  consulted,  and  he  was  accurate.  Furthermore  he 
knew  which  publishers  were  influenced  by  their  rate  cards 
and  which  were  superior  to  any  such  implement  for  impair- 
ing their  right  to  do  what  they  chose.  He  wrote  a  hand- 
some hand,  had  a  fluent  command  of  language,  both  in 
speaking  and  writing,  and  was  well  liked  by  everybody. 
He  could  secure  the  attention  of  a  negligent  publisher  if 
need  be.  To  one  such,  who  was  remiss  about  sending 
vouchers,  he  once  closed  up  a  long  letter  with  the  sentence : 
"And  finally,  my  dear  sir,  permit  me  to  say  that  it  would  be 
easier  for  a  camel  to  ride  into  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  on 
a  velocipede  than  for  any  one  to  find  a  late  copy  of  your 
paper  in  the  City  of  New  York." 

Roberts  and  Pierce  had  both  married,  while  in  my  em- 
ploy, the  wives  being  sisters,  belonging  to  a  family  origi- 
nally from  one  of  the  Southern  States.  Roberts  had  be- 
came rather  dissatisfied  with  his  position,  and  possibly  had 
acquired  the  opinion  that  the  office  could  not  get  along  with- 
out him.  When  any  man  has  that  impression,  in  any  posi- 
tion, it  is  time  for  him  to  control  the  business  or  to  get  out. 
If  he  did  have  the  idea  suggested  he  was  not  alone  in  it,  for 
I  am  satisfied  it  was  concurred  in  by  quite  a  number  of  peo- 
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pie  both  in  and  out  of  the  office.  It  was  on  that  account 
mainly  that  I  was  more  than  willing  to  allow  him  to  go,  and 
told  my  friend  Bates  that  I  not  only  would  not  stand  in  the 
way  of  his  accepting  the  handsome  salary  Bates  proposed  to 
give,  but  that  I  would  have  no  feeling  against  Bates  for 
taking  my  best  man  from  me.  And  so  he  went,  and  there 
was  curiosity  in  the  office  and  out  of  it  to  see  whom  we 
should  select  to  fill  his  place.  I  was  well  aware  that  there 
was  no  man  alive  who  could  fully  fill  it  to  the  satisfaction 
of  everybody,  but  I  kept  my  own  counsel  and  a  few  days 
later,  when  Roberts  came  into  the  office,  I  asked  him  if  he 
would  like  to  meet  his  successor.  I  could  see  by  his  ex- 
pression, more  than  by  his  answer,  that  that  was  just  ex- 
actly what  he  would  very  much  like  tp  do.  I  took  him, 
therefore,  to  the  place  where  his  desk  had  stood  so  long, 
where  he  now  saw  no  desk  at  all,  but  a  bookcase,  filled  with 
office  Directories  and  that  sort  of  literature.  We  never  did 
have  a  successor  to  Roberts,  and  notwithstanding  his  very 
valuable  qualities,  were  almost  able  to  say,  when  he  had 
been  three  months  away,  that  we  did  not  particularly  miss 
him.  He  came  with  me  again,  some  years  later,,  but  did  not 
remain  many  months.  I  always  like  to  meet  and  talk  with 
him.  He  is  now,  and  has  been  for  some  years,  established 
in  Chicago,  where  he  is  recognized  and  has  a  very  good 
standing  as  an  advertising  agent,  having  the  placing  of  all 
or  most  of  the  advertising  put  out  by  the  great  mail-order 
house  of  Sears,  Roebuck  &  Co. 
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Reference  has  been  made  to  village  papers  with  the  in- 
side or  outside  uniform  with  perhaps  dozens  of  other  papers 
issued  in  towns  near  by  or  distant.  Fully  one-half  of  what 
are  known  as  country  weeklies  now  avail  themselves  of  the 
economy  of  this  method  of  production.  The  paper  is  bought 
with  one  side  ready  printed,  and  the  fact  that  dozens  or 
hundreds  of  other  papers  are  presenting  the  same  letterpress 
does  no  harm,  for  each  paper  appeals  to  a  separate  set  of 
readers,  who  neither  know  nor  care  what  appears  in  a  paper 
in  another  village  near  by  or  far  away.  The  system  was 
first  put  into  practical  operation  during  the  Civil  War  by 
Mr.  Andrew  Jackson  Aikens,  then  as  now  (1905)  business 
manager  and  part  owner  of  the  Milwaukee  Evening  Wis- 
consin. Mr.  Aikens  was  a  Vermont  boy,  having  learned  his 
trade  as  a  printer  in  Woodstock,  that  most  refined  and 
charming  example,  that  can  be  found  in  the  Green  Moun- 
tain State  or  any  other,  of  what  a  New  England  village  may 
be  at  its  best.  Here  while  yet  a  boy,  he  had  known  in- 
stances when  a  neighboring  paper  had  overcome  the  diffi- 
culty of  a  pied  form  or  broken  press  by  availing  itself  of 
the  facilities  of  its  Woodstock  contemporary  until  the  home 
trouble  was  overcome.  Remembering  this,  Mr.  Aikens 
brought  his  experience  into  practical  use  one  time  when 
Wisconsin  printers  were  leaving  the  case  and  shooting  stick 
for  the  army  and  real  shooting  irons.  Two  papers  had  ap- 
plied to  the  Wisconsin  job  office  to  be  helped  out,  and  Mr. 
Aikens  having  seen  a  form  made  up  for  one,  out  of  the  type 
then  standing  in  the  composing  room  that  had  already  been 
used  in  printing  the  weekly  edition  of  the  Wisconsin,  con- 
ceived that  there  was  no  real  need  of  making  any  change 
in  the  matter  when  he  set  about  filling  the  order  for  the 
other  paper,  the  two  happening  to  be  of  the  same  size.    No 
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complaint  or  protest  having  come  in  and  the  service  being 
continued  from  week  to  week,  Mr.  Aikens  caught  on  to  the 
idea  that  more  work  of  the  same  sort  might  be  had  for  the 
job  office,  and  he  issued  a  circular  to  such  Wisconsin  week- 
lies as  were  situated  at  convenient  railroad  points,  telling 
what  could  be  done  and  naming  a  price  for  the  service. 

There  would  not  have  been  very  much  profit  in  the  work 
had  not  the  idea  occurred  to  Mr.  Aikens  that,  as  the  papers 
he  was  serving  were  all  issued  at  points  tributary  to  Mil- 
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waukee,  if  Milwaukee  merchants  should  care  to  advertise  in 
them  he  would  be  in  a  position  to  place  the  advertising  on 
most  favorable  terms,  inasmuch  as  all  the  papers  were 
printed  from  the  same  form,  and  on  that  account  the  adver- 
tisement, although  appearing  from  two  dozen  offices,  more 
or  less,  would  have  to  be  set  in  type  but  once  and  that  once 
in  Mr.  Aikens'  own  office.  It  was  war  time,  trade  was 
brisk,  paper  money  plenty.  The  price  Mr.  Aikens  de- 
manded seemed  absurdly  low  and  he  procured  without  diffi- 
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culty  cards  and  announcements  that  nearly  filled  a  column, 
and  these,  for  which  he  did  not  propose  to  allow  the  real 
publisher  any  money  consideration,  served  to  increase  his 
profits,  make  him  more  willing  to  extend  his  service  and 
eventually  tended  to  cheapen  the  price  he  demanded  from 
the  papers  for  that  service. 

There  was  a  profit  in  the  work.  One  of  the  first  to  dis- 
cover the  possibilities  of  the  system  was  Mr.  Ansel  N.  Kel- 
logg of  Baraboo,  who  had  had  some  experience  with  the 
plan  on  a  paper  he  was  publishing  there.  He  moved  to  Chi- 
cago, took  hold  of  the  enterprise  in  an  intelligent  way,  and 
laid  the  foundations  for  a  great  business  and  a  substantial 
fortune.  Mr.  Aikens,  whose  idea  it  was  that  Mr.  Kellogg 
was  utilizing,  was  not  slow  to  note,  that  if  the  business  was 
to  spread  and  acquire  importance  Chicago  was  a  much  bet- 
ter point  than  Milwaukee ;  and  soon  he,  too,  had  a  place  of 
business  in  the  larger  city.  Fortunately  he  and  Mr.  Kellogg 
had  the  good  sense  to  act  in  unison,  and  nothing  like  a 
ruinous  competition  ever  grew  up  between  them.  The 
actual  source  of  profit  was  in  the  space  retained  for  adver- 
tisements, for  which  the  newspaper  man  received  nothing 
beyond  a  concession  on  the  price  paid  for  his  partly  printed 
sheets ;  and  now  the  entire  country  was  appealed  to  for 
advertising  patronage,  and  with  success.  The  advertising 
idea  was  new,  novel  and  therefore  patentable,  as  Mr.  Aikens 
learned  at  a  later  date.  He  also  learned  that  whatever 
value  it  may  have  had,  he  had  thrown  it  away  by  allowing 
it  to  be  publicly  used  without  protest. 

Mr.  Aikens  and  I  had  become  acquainted,  in  a  business 
way,  and  he  often  spoke  with  me  about  the  advisability  of 
starting  the  ready  print  scheme  in  New  York,  and  I  had  not 
discouraged  the  idea.  Finally,  however,  I  became  rather 
unwilling  to  have  anything  to  do  with  it,  on  the  ground  that 
I  did  not  wish  to  divert  the  money  that  would  be  needed 
from  my  already  established  business,  which  was  doing  very 
well.  At  that  time  I  had  dealings  with  one  Samuel  French, 
a  printer,  whose  plant  was  situated  on  Park  Row,  where 
the  great   St.   Paul   Building  now   stands.     He   did   such 
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printing  as  I  had  to  be  done,  and  issued  the  Advertisers' 
Gazette  for  me.  Mr.  Aikens  had  some  talk  with  him  about 
his  plans.  French  had  the  presses  and  the  type  and  would 
like  more  work.  Mr.  Aikens  rather  laughed  at  the  idea  of 
my  hesitating  on  account  of  the  capital  required,  and  said  if 
we  put  in  $500  apiece  the  earnings  would  take  care  of  all 
future  needs.  French  was  willing,  and  he  could  supply 
office  room  free  of  charge,  so  we  paid  $1,500  into  the  treas- 
ury, and  launched  the  enterprise  that  eventually  became 
known  as  the  New  York  Newspaper  Union.  Aikens  was 
right,  no  more  money  was  needed  the  first  year,  and  during 
the  second  each  of  us  received  a  dividend  of  $2,500. 

About  this  time  two  things  happened.  Mr.  French  had 
long  been  a  sufferer  from  asthma.  Every  year  he  would 
have  to  go  to  England,  where  he  could  breathe.  While  in 
this  city  he  never  went  to  bed,  but  sat  out  his  nights  in  an 
arm  chair.  He  was  also  owner  of  certain  dramatic  rights 
and  plays,  conducting  a  small  business  in  Nassau  street  as 
a  dramatic  publisher.  This  had  brought  him  into  relations 
with  Thomas  Lacy,  the  dramatic  publisher  of  London,  and 
Lacy  was  old,  and  wished  to  sell  out  his  business,  and 
French  knew  enough  about  it  to  make  him  anxious  to  buy. 
He  did  buy,  and  a  very  fortunate  transaction  for  him  it 
proved.  But  French  was  not  rich.  He  needed  all  his  re- 
sources to  meet  the  five  thousand  pounds  he  was  to  pay 
Lacy.  Among  other  assets  he  counted  his  one-third  share 
in  the  New  York  Newspaper  Union,  and  Aikens  and  I 
agreed  to  give  him  $5,000  for  it,  each  to  give  a  six  months' 
note  for  $2,500,  and  each  to  endorse  the  note  given  by  the 
other.  It  was  our  idea  that  the  business  would  pay  the 
notes  and  thus  do  away  with  any  need  of  putting  our  hands 
into  our  pockets  to  pay  out  any  money. 

French  was  a  good  deal  of  a  speculator.  At  the  time  of 
one  of  his  visits  abroad  he  had  acquired  a  patent  for  the 
manufacture  of  a  water  gas,  and  on  his  return,  became  in- 
terested in  a  chromatic  press  that  would  print  a  picture  in 
colors.  He  had  these  two  enterprises  on  hand  at  about  this 
time  and  had  lost  fully  $25,000  in  experimenting  with  his 
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press ;  but  sold  his  gas  patent  to  Henry  Clews  &  Co.,  at  a 
profit  of  an  equal  sum,  so  those  two  enterprises  took  care 
of  each  other.  What  he  received  on  the  notes  we  gave  him, 
and. about  $20,000  that  he  realized  from  the  sale  of  his  print- 
ing office,  was  all  the  money  he  had.  He  was  then  fully 
fifty  years  old,  and  was  leaving  his  country  to  do  practi- 
cally a  new  business  in  another.  Yet  it  turned  out  well,  and 
he  was  always  able  to  live  in  London  like  a  capitalist.  In 
after  years  the  idea  of  the  chromatic  press  proved  of  sub- 
stantial value,  and  the  patent  for  the  water  gas  turned  out 
to  be  of  no  earthly  account.  So  impossible  is  it  to  always 
forecast  the  future.  It  is  no  uncommon  thing  for  an  old 
man  to  trace  his  successes  to  some  apparent  failure  that  he 
has  encountered,  or  his  ruin  to  a  matter  wherein  he  had  sup- 
posed he  had  achieved  the  victory  of  his  life. 

Mr.  French  had  one  other  curious  experience.  I  have 
said  he  suffered  from  asthma.  He  was  living  then  at  No. 
9  Park  avenue,  in  a  house  afterward  occupied  by  Whitelaw 
Reid  when  he  was  a  bachelor.  Mr.  Reid  understood  tele- 
graphing to  some  extent  and  had  a  private  wire  to  the 
Tribune  office.  I  thought  it  very  enterprising.  No  one 
dreamed  of  the  telephone  then.  While  making  his  arrange- 
ments to  move  his  family  and  household  goods  to  London 
Mr.  French  sought  a  temporary  lodgment  in  a  boarding 
house  in  Thirty-second  street,  and  from  the  moment  he  en- 
tered that  house  his  asthma  left  him  and  staid  away  while 
he  remained.  Many  years  afterwards  he  came  again  to 
New  York,  and  his  old  enemy  immediately  took  possession 
of  him.  He  sought  the  boarding  house,  but  it  had  passed 
into  other  hands.  In  his  extremity  he -obtained  an  interview 
with  the  lady  then  residing  there,  and  she  kindly  allowed 
him  to  bring  his  trunks  and,  strange  to  say,  he  was  again 
free  from  the  scourge  that  had  oppressed  him,  and  re- 
mained free  so  long  as  he  staid  in  that  house. 

The  other  circumstances  to  which  I  referred  as  happen- 
ing in  connection  with  the  New  York  Newspaper  Union 
enterprise,  was  the  return  to  New  York  of  Mr.  William  E. 
Cramer,  Mr.  Aikens'  partner,  from  an  extended  tour  abroad. 
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Mr.  Cramer,  who  is  still  living  (1905),  was  then  in  the  early 
fifties,  had  bad  eyesight  and  was  very,  very  deaf.  You 
had  to  talk  with  him  through  a  tube,  and  he  managed  it 
beautifully.  He  could  tell  what  you  had  in  mind  before  you 
had  spoken  a  quarter  of  the  well  chosen  words  you  had  in- 
tended to  regale  him  with,  and  would  shut  you  off  effec- 
tively by  pulling  the  tube  out  of  his  ear,  thus  reducing  him- 
self to  a  condition  in  which  he  could  hear  nothing,  and  then 
would  ask  a  new  question,  the  answer  to  which  would  be 
served  the  same  way  just  as  soon  as  he  could  see  the  direc- 
tion it  was  going  to  take.  I  remember  that  he  flattered  me 
very  much  by  pausing  from  time  to  time,  looking  at  me  as 
intently  as  his  poor  eyes  would  permit,  then  would  tap  me 
on  the  forehead  with  the  fingers  of  his  left  hand  and  say, 
in  a  contemplative  manner,  "Good  head,  good  head!"  I 
recalled  that  subtle  flattery  for  some  years  with  pride  and 
pleasure,  but  one  day  I  chanced  to  be  near  him  in-  his  Mil- 
waukee office,  with  an  opened  door  between  us ;  he  was 
interviewing  a  stranger,  with  eyes  grown  still  poorer,  and 
the  same  old  speaking  tube.  Finally  I  noted  a  pause,  and 
through  a  crack  of  the  door,  saw  the  old  gentleman  put  his 
left  hand  to  the  forehead  of  his  visitor,  and  say  in  a  con- 
templative manner,  "Good  head,  good  head  !"  I  told  Aikens 
of  this,  and  he  laughed  and  said,  "Why  he  does  that  to 
almost  everybody.  He  does  it  to  me  almost  every  time  I 
have  a  talk  with  him."  Then  Aikens  said — there  is  a  touch 
of  vanity  about  Aikens,  I  have  none ! — "He  don't  say  it  un- 
less he  thinks  the  man  really  has  a  good  head."  Well, 
while  Mr.  Cramer  had  been  abroad,  his  income  had  been 
accumulating.  He  had  money  that  sought  investment. 
Aikens  told  him  about  our  New  York  Newspaper  Union 
enterprise,  and  the  old  gentleman  gave  me  a  check  for  $10,- 
000  for  my  share  of  it,  paid  the  $2,500  note  and  let  me  out, 
with  $12,000  profit,  on  an  enterprise  in  which  my  total  in- 
vestment had  been  but  $500,  and  to  the  management  of 
which  I  had  never  devoted  so  much  as  twenty-four  hours. 

There  came  a  time  after  some  years  that  I  again  became 
interested  in  the  affairs  of  the  New  York  Newspaper  Union. 
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A  brother  and  a  son  of  the  Mr.  James  H.  Beals  under 
whose  immediate  personal  supervision  I  was  during  my 
seven  years'  service  in  the  office  of  the  old  Boston  Post, 
were  in  New  York  with  eyes  open  for  a  business  opportun- 
ity for  the  younger  man,  who  was  then  conducting  a  news- 
paper enterprise  in  Richmond,  Va.,  and  not  wholly  satis- 
fied with  the  outlook  there.  Mr.  Aikens  had  become  tired 
of  devoting  so  much  of  his  attention  to  a  business  conducted 
so  far  from  his  home  in  Milwaukee,  and  was  willing  to  part 
with  his  interest.  Mr.  Cramer,  too,  would  sell  out  to  oblige. 
It  took  $50,000  to  obtain  the  rights,  and  supply  deficiencies ; 
and  I  subscribed  for  a  one-fifth  share.  With  considerable 
hesitation,  I  also  bought  twelve  $100  shares  for  a  near  re- 
lation of  my  own  who  had  recently  been  left  a  widow,  with 
scant  resources  beyond  a  $10,000  life  insurance  policy  which 
her  husband  had  been  so  thoughtful  as  to  procure.  A  man 
who  had  been  for  some  years  connected  with  the  office,  hav- 
ing begun  with  me  working  at  a  desk  and  soliciting  adver- 
tising orders  by  mail  for  the  lists  of  co-operative  papers,  at 
a  weekly  salary  of  $20,  came  about  this  time  into  posses- 
sion of  something  like  $10,000,  and  was  willing  to  invest  it 
in  the  venture.  As  time  went  on  the  new  manager,  Mr. 
James  H.  Beals,  Jr.,  developed  an  unusual  aptness  in  the 
conduct  of  affairs,  placed  everything  upon  a  solid  substan- 
tial basis,  contented  himself  with  paying  moderate  dividends 
to  the  stockholders,  and  went  on  without  attracting  atten- 
tion from  the  outside  world. 

Not  long  afterwards  Col.  C.  C.  Messervey,  who  had 
long  served  Mr.  Aikens  in  an  editorial  capacity  at  the  office 
of  the  Evening  Wisconsin,  and  had  early  been  sent  on  to  act 
as  editor  of  the  New  York  Newspaper  Union  combination 
of  papers,  was  led  to  join  with  other  parties  and  start  an 
opposition  business  along  the  same  lines.  It  chanced  that  at 
one  time  a  difference  arose  between  Col.  Messervey  and  the 
younger  Beals,  that  might  have  afforded  possible  grounds 
for  a  law  suit ;  but  in  talking  the  matter  over,  they  one  day 
arrived  at  an  agreement  to  have  the  question  in  dispute  de- 
cided by  referees.    In  attempting  to  agree  upon  the  referees 
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to  be  chosen  Col.  ^([esservey  mentioned  my  name,  where- 
upon Mr.  Beals  told  him  that  he  would  be  satisfied  to  leave 
the  case  to  my  decision  without  calling  in  any  other  person ; 
but  asked  Messervey  if  he  was  aware  that  I  was  a  director 
and  fifth  owner  in  the  company  of  which  he,  Beals,  was  the 
manager.  To  this  the  Colonel  responded  that  he  did  not 
care  about  that ;  for,  from  his  experience  and  knowledge  of 
me,  he  believed  I  would  as  soon  decide  against  myself  as  for 
myself.  So  it  was  settled  and  the  parties  came  to  me,  stated 
the  case  from  their  different  standpoints  and  I,  not  knowing 
anything  about  the  preceding  discussion  of  my  fitness,  de- 
cided that  Beals  was  wrong.  A  few  days  later  Mr.  Beals 
told  me  the  circumstances  of  my  appointment,  and  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  say  that  I  have  rarely  or  never  received  a  compli- 
ment that  I  appreciated  more.  Furthermore,  I  believe  I  can 
say,  with  absolute  good  faith,  that  Col.  Messervey  did  not 
overrate  my  disposition  to  be  fair,  and  that  I  never  did  de- 
cide a  case  in  my  own  favor  when  I  thought  another  man's 
rights  were  thereby  encroached.  Mr.  Beals  and  the  Colonel 
afterwards  got  along  so  well  that  they  arrived  at  a  busi- 
ness understanding  whereby  they  compared  notes  from 
time  to  time,  acted  in  unison  in  the  conduct  of  the  business, 
and  eventually,  after  Col.  Messervey  died,  Beals  acquired 
the  control  of  his  company  also ;  but  continued  it  at  the  old 
stand,  in  the  old  name,  and,  I  think,  still  so  continues  it. 

It  must  give  occasion  now  and  then  for  a  quiet  smile 
when  a  publisher,  who  has  long  bought  his  supply  of  ready 
printed  sheets  from  one  of  these  concerns,  decides  that  the 
other  may  give  a  better  service  or  offer  better  terms,  or 
when  such  a  publisher,  getting  behind  in  his  remittances, 
responds  to  a  dun  with  a  threat  to  take  his  patronage  over 
to  the  opposition.  Be  that  as  it  may,  Mr.  Beals  has  devel- 
oped a  wonderful  faculty  for  conducting  the  business 
smoothly,  satisfying  everybody  and  keeping  such  close  con- 
trol that  no  opposition  house  has  seen  a  way  to  get  itself 
established.  I  parted  with  my  stock  long  ago.  Three-quar- 
ters of  it  went  to  the  new  manager,  at  par,  because  he 
seemed  to  want  it.     For  the  other  $2,500  Mr.  Kent  after- 
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wards  gave  me  $13,000  and  I  know  that  I  let  him  have  it 
too  cheap.  The  lady  for  whom  I,  with  so  much  hesitation, 
invested  a  small  sum  in  this  enterprise  has  not  failed  any 
year  during  the  past  twenty  to  get  as  much  as  $1,000  an- 
nually, in  the  way  of  dividends  on  the  original  outlay  of 
$1,200,  and  the  gentleman  of  whom  I  have  spoken,  who  put 
in  $10,000,  gave  up  a  clerical  position  a  few  years  later, 
where  he  had  been  earning  a  modest  $2,000  a  year,  and, 
being  a  man  of  quiet  tastes  and  no  family  but  a  wife,  has 
lived  ever  since  in  a  style  of  simple  elegance  and  quite  un- 
consciously, I  think,  has  impressed  most  of  those  who  come 
in  contact  with  him  socially,  or  upon  his  travels,  that  he  is  a 
millionaire  at  the  very  least. 

Mr.  Kellogg  early  developed  a  habit  of  saying,  or  think- 
ing, that  the  class  of  papers  that  bought  their  ready  prints 
of  him,  were  in  some  vague  way  better  than  those  that 
bought  of  Mr.  Aikens  or  of  any  other  of  the  numerous 
companies  that  sprang  up.  He  gave  a  certain  glamour  of 
reality  to  his  claim,  by  being  specially  careful  about  the 
style  and  quality  of  the  printed  matter  he  issued  for  the 
purpose  of  inviting  and  influencing  advertising  patronage. 
Since  his  death  his  representatives  have  kept  up  and  even 
intensified  this  feature.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I  do  not  sup- 
pose there  is  any  material  difference  in  the  average  quality 
of  the  papers,  or  see  how  there  very  well  can  be.  Every 
company  engaged  in  the  business  takes  on  every  paper  that 
applies.  The  editions  are  rarely  less  than  four  quires,  or 
one  hundred  copies,  and  sometimes  run  to  many  thousands. 
The  papers,  however,  are  nearly  all  of  the  sort  having 
"JKL"  circulation  ratings  in  Rowell's  American  Newspa- 
per Directory ;  that  is,  not  claiming  to  issue  so  many  as 
1,000  copies.  The  largest  circulations  will  generally  be 
found  in  locations  where  populations  are  most  dense.  Lit- 
tle villages  everywhere  are  ambitious  to  have  a  local  paper. 
In  thinly  settled  counties  there  is  a  considerable  amount  of 
legal  advertising  sure  to  go  to  the  first  paper  established 
therein.  If  a  young  man  has  learned  to  set  type,  and  has 
saved  a  hundred  dollars,  he  can  get  trusted  for  a  press  and 
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small  outfit,  order  a  hundred  copies  of  paper — printed  on 
one  side — and  next  week,  behold  there  is  a  new  newspaper 
born,  a  new  job  office  established ;  and  who  shall  say  that 
both  will  not  grow  and  eventually  make  the  fortune  of  the 
enterprising  founder.  Within  the  past  half  century,  or  a 
little  more,  a  compositor  of  this  sort  came  out  of  Pough- 
keepsie  and  established  a  paper  in  Brooklyn  that  he  called 
the  Eagle,  and  that  paper  lives  to-day  and  earns  for  its 
stockholders  a  net  profit  of  not  much  if  any  less  than  a 
thousand  dollars  a  day  for  all  the  seven  days  of  every  week. 

As  these  so-called  co-operative  papers  increased  in  num- 
ber they  have  aroused,  first  and  last,  all  manner  of  opposi- 
tion ;  and  the  publishers  who  have  used  them  have  been 
subject  to  much  opprobrium.  Once  the  Postoffice  authori- 
ties were  invoked  to  declare  that  such  sheets  were  not 
newspapers.  "If  not  newspapers,"  said  Senator  Matt  Car- 
penter of  Wisconsin,  who  appeared  for  Mr.  Aikens  and  his 
partners  before  the  Congressional  Committee  on  Post- 
offices,  "What  fell  are  they?"  And  the  question  was  too 
hard  for  the  opposition  to  answer.  It  was  contended,  how- 
ever, that  the  law  required  a  paper  to  be  mailed  where  it 
was  published,  and  these  papers,  half  printed  in  one  place 
and  completed  in  another,  were  not  really  published  any- 
where ;  but  too  many  country  editors  had  control  of  little 
papers  of  the  sort  objected  to  for  the  Postoffice  people  to 
be  willing  to  incur  their  ill  will.  Newspaper  conventions 
resolved  against  the  "patent  insides,"  but  sometimes  it  was 
found  that  a  majority  of  those  present  were  either  victims  to 
the  habit  or  thinking  of  taking  it  on. 

In  the  beginning  only  the  insides  of  the  papers  were 
printed,  but  as  the  presswork  was  much  better  than  could 
be  turned  out  in  the  local  offices,  there  soon  arose  a  demand 
for  "patent  outsides"  and  this  was  met,  and  proved  so  great 
a  hit  that  pretty  soon  it  was  outsides  and  not  insides  that 
were  generally  demanded.  To  the  argument  that  no  self- 
respecting  publisher  would  allow  an  outsider  to  edit  his 
paper  for  him,  without  showing  in  advance  what  matter 
was  to  go  in,  it  was  easy  to  answer  that  almost  every  pub- 
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lisher,  who  was  not  himself  the  editor,  did  trust  some  one 
to  that  extent.  To  the  claim  that  the  system  produced  in- 
ferior papers  it  was  easy  to  obtain  testimonials  from  readers 
that  the  paper  under  the  new  method  was  better  than  it  had 
been  previously.  To  the  assertion  that  only  poor  papers 
adopted  the  plan,  it  was  possible  to  induce  the  libeller  to 
name  the  best  paper  in  half  a  dozen  towns  and  then  con- 
found him  by  showing  that  a  majority  of  those  he  had 
named  had  already  adopted  the  plan  he  objected  to. 

The  plan  has  made  such  progress  that  more  than  half 
the  local  village  and  country  town  papers  have  adopted  it. 
Ad/ertisers  contract,  at  a  central  office,  for  combinations 
numbering  fifty  to  five  hundred  or  several  thousands.  The 
total  number  printed  on  the  plan  to-day  exceeds  eight  thou- 
sand. One  electrotype  answers  for  the  job,  one  man  takes 
pay  for  the  whole.  The  price  per  paper  charged  for  adver- 
tising is  so  small  that  no  individual  paper,  no  matter  how 
insignificant,  cares  to  attempt  to  compete  with  it.  Many 
advertisers  assert  that  advertising  in  them  does  not  pay; 
and  many  others  declare  that  the  local  paper  is,  par  excel- 
lence, the  best  advertising  medium  in  the  world.  Probably 
the  country  weekly  cannot  nowadays  compete,  in  value  and 
economy  of  service,  with  the  greatest  daily  papers  and  the 
best  magazines,  but  the  man  who  would  use  the  county  pa- 
pers at  .all  makes  a  decided  mistake  if  he  does  not  use  the 
Co-operative  Lists  first,  as  far  as  they  go. 

Mr.  Aikens  is  still  living  (1905),  being  about  seventy- 
six  years  of  age.  A  more  unselfish  man  never  drew  breath. 
I  am  indebted  to  him  for  numerous  enjoyable  experiences. 
He  has  shown  me  how  to  take  the  small-mouthed  black  bass 
off  Sugar  Loaf  at  Green  Lake,  Wisconsin,  to  shoot  red 
head,  blue  bill,  teal  and  canvas-back  from  a  blind  in  Lake 
Puckaway  near  by,  and  chickens  on  the  prairies  of  Iowa,  and 
snipe  and  plover  now  and  then,  and  I  should  not  be  quite 
fair  if  I  omitted  to  mention  squirrels,  gray,  fox  and  black — 
that  perhaps  afforded  more  pleasure  than  rapid  flying  birds, 
because  they  would  wait  and  give  another  chance  if  I 
missed  the  first  time — as  I  often  did.    We  are  both  too  old 
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to  go  hunting  any  more,  but  a  little  contemplative  trout  or 
bass  fishing  may  be  held  in  reserve  for  us  even  yet.  Quien 
sabe.  Mr.  William  E.  Cramer  is  also  living,  being  now  in 
his  eighty-eighth  year.  The  co-operative  interests  of  the 
house  have,  in  more  recent  years,  been  under  the  manage- 
ment of  Mr.  John  F.  Cramer — a  nephew  of  William  E. — 
who  is  still  a  very  young  man.  I  remember  very  well  the 
first  time  he  ever  came  into  my  office — a  very  young  man 
indeed,  with  black  hair,  bright  eyes,  handsome  face  and 
figure,  well  dressed  and  amiable.  He  wore  a  gold  watch 
chain  with  a  peculiar  globular  ornament  that  I  so  much  ad- 
mired that  I  had  a  chain  made  as  much  like  John's  as  pos- 
sible, and  gave  it  to  Kent  for  a  birthday  present  or  to  mark 
some  other  auspicious  occasion.  That  was  only  thirty-eight 
years  ago,  and  John  is  just  as  old  now  as  he  was  then,  and 
not  a  day  older ;  and  he  is  about  the  only  man  I  ever  see  of 
late  years  who  tells  me  a  new  story — one  that  I  have  not 
heard  before.  It  is  not  probable  that  I  could  name  any 
newspaper  office,  other  than  the  Evening  Wisconsin,  where 
three  proprietors,  now  living,  were  the  three  proprietors 
when  I  began  business  in  1865,  and  have  been  the  proprie- 
tors all  the  intermediate  time  with  no  other  partners  in  the 
interval.* 

Mr.  Kellogg  died  several  years  ago.  He  was  never  of  a 
robust  habit,  and  was  very  frail  for  some  years  before  he 
passed  away.  He  was  quite  deaf,  but  an  excellent  business 
man,  not  deficient  in  a  sense  of  humor ;  and  I  well  remember 
a  gleam  in  his  eye  when  he  at  one  time  told  me  he  was 
thinking  of  buying  a  saddle  horse — the  doctor  had  recom- 
mended out-of-door  exercise,  and  some  one  had  assured 
him  that  "the  outside  of  a  horse  was  good  for  the  inside  of 
a  man."  He  also  saw  a  covert  reference  to  the  business  to 
which  his  life  was  devoted  in  the  paragraph — sold  by  a 
joke-smith — that  quoted  a  Kentucky  editor  as  printing  on 
his  first  page  the  sentence :  "For  the  evil  effects  of  intem- 
perance see  our  inside."    If  I  had  had  as  much  faith  in  Mr. 

*  Since   this  paragraph  was  written  Mr.  William  E.  Cramer   has  passed  over  to  the 
majority,  leaving  a  fragrant  memory  of  a  life  abounding  in  wise  foresight  and  kindly  acta, 
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Aikens'  ideas  of  the  possibilities  of  his  plan  for  co-operative 
printing  that  he  had  and  events  have  justified,  we  would 
both  of  us  have  been  millionaires  years  ago — and  may  be 
not  half  as  useful  citizens  as  we  are  to-day. 
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Early  in  the  year  1876  there  came  a  personal  letter  from 
Gen.  Joseph  R.  Hawley,  afterwards  for  many  years  United 
States  Senator  from  Connecticut,  who  was  President  of  the 
Philadelphia  Centennial  Commission,  as  well  as  an  owner, 
in  whole  or  in  part,  of  the  Hartford  Courant;  suggesting 
•  the  advisability  of  attempting  a  newspaper  exhibition  on  the 
Centennial  grounds.  It  would  require  a  good  deal  of  space, 
and  consideration  of  the  subject  led  to  the  conclusion  that 
a  separate  building  would  be  requisite.  For  such  a  struc- 
ture, in  a  favorable  situation  by  the  shore  of  the  pretty  arti- 
.  ficial  lake  that  beautified  the  grounds,  a  concession  was 
granted,  and  we  undertook  to  make  the  exhibition.  The 
plan  contemplated  a  space  or  pigeon  hole  for  each  separate 
publication,  with  ample  room  for  attendants  and  visitors, 
desks  for  newspaper  correspondents  and  others,  retiring 
rooms  for  tired  sightseers,  chairs,  lounges,  a  plentiful  sup- 
ply of  stationery,  and  whatever  else  appeared  requisite  to 
make  the  place  attractive  and  comfortable.  An  architect 
was  engaged  to  prepare  plans  and  specifications  for  a  build- 
ing covering  46  feet  by  67  of  ground  space ;  the  main  floor 
being  all  in  one  room,  arranged  with  spaces  on  both  sides 
for  the  disposal  of  the  papers  and  the  accommodation  of 
attendants.  In  the  center  great  tables  were  in  position 
whereon  might  be  displayed  files  of  leading  dailies,  making 
them  readily  accessible  for  all  comers.  The  central  portion 
of  the  structure  was  open  to  the  roof,  producing  an  airy 
effect  very  desirable  in  the  hot  summer  months  during 
which  the  exhibition  would  be  held.  There  were  wide  gal- 
leries around  the  four  sides,  approached  by  flights  of  stairs 
in  the  corners;  and  these  galleries  furnished  well-lighted 
and  well-ventilated  space  for  a  considerable  number  of 
desks,  for  the  free  use  of  newspaper  correspondents  and 
others.      There    were    also    several    small    retiring    rooms 
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which,  with  toilet  conveniences  near  at  hand,  proved  grate- 
ful retreats  for  tired  women  sightseers  on  many  occasions. 
I  had  in  my  employ  at  this  time  a  man  whom  I  had  first 
known  as  an  advertiser.  He  owned  or  controlled  a  proprie- 
tary medicine,  in  the  advertising  of  which  a  certain  caution 
had  been  introduced  that  appeared  in  practice  to  bring  about 
results  quite  the  opposite  of  what  purported  to  be  aimed  at. 
The  conclusion  that  his  advertisements  must  be  withdrawn, 
and  not  renewed,  had  been  finally  arrived  at ;  and  the  adver- 
tising was  the  principal  detail  of  business  that  occupied  his 
time,  because  a  proprietary  article,  made  always  after  a- 
fixed  formula,  and  put  up  in  a  manner  that  has  become  es- 
tablished by  usage,  falls  naturally  under  the  management  of 
assistants  that  are  not  necessarily  of  a  highly  paid  class,  and 
the  matter  of  sales  is  still  more  simple,  on  account  of  the 
distribution  being  entirely  through  jobbers,  who  buy  only 
what  they  require  to  supply  the  trade  and  expect  to  pay  for 
their  purchases  exactly  in  accordance  with  the  terms  of  a 
price  list.  For  these  reasons,  a  proprietary  article  that  is 
no  longer  pushed  into  prominence,  and  is  being  milked  for 
all  the  profit  there  may  remain  in  it,  requires  little  atten- 
tion beyond  taking  charge  of  the  cash  that  comes  in.  This 
man,  therefore,  surprised  me  one  day  by  appearing  at  my 
office  and  saying,  "I  want  you  to  make  a  place  for  me,  if 
you  can.  I  am  without  very  much  experience  in  the  de- 
tails of  ordinary  business  and  I  want  to  learn  and  I  want 
occupation ;  I  will  try  to  do  a  man's  work,  but  expect  to 
begin  with  a  boy's  pay,  for  I  can  manage  to  live  as  I  do  at 
present,  even  if  I  have  no  salary."  I  had  taken  him  at  his 
word,  set  him  at  work  doing  those  things  that  usually  are 
assigned  to  the  youngest  members  of  the  office  force.  He 
proved  to  be  something  of  a  treasure,  was  always  on  hand 
during  office  hours,  never  made  any  complaints  or  offered 
any  excuses,  was  more  careful  than  any  other  person  I  ever 
knew  to  do  things  always  in  the  exact  way  it  was  under- 
stood that  they  should  be  done ;  was  so  reliable  and  depend- 
able that  he  gradually  rose  from  one  position  to  another, 
and  was   eventually  admitted  to  a  partnership,   with  the 
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approval  and  by  the  advice  of  Mr.  Kent,  acquiring  a  one- 
sixth  interest,  Mr.  Kent's  proportion  being  at  the  time  in- 
creased to  one-third. 

This  man,  Mr.  Oscar  G.  Moses,  was  associated  with  me 
until  his  death  in  1900.  He  was  not  a  Hebrew,  although  on 
account  of  his  name  I,  for  a  good  many  years,  supposed 
him  to  be  one.  I  have  no  race  prejudices,  but  one  day, 
speaking  of  the  matter  with  him,  I  mentioned  that  I  sup- 
posed, of  course,  he  was  a  Jew ;  and  he  thereupon  assured 
me  that  Jews  were  never  farmers,  and  his  ancestors  had 
been  agriculturists  in  Connecticut  since  the  original  con- 
quest of  that  territory  from  the  Pequots.  Mr.  Moses  mar- 
ried a  Miss  Lee.  When  they  had  a  son,  in  the  attempt  to 
compliment  both  father  and  mother,  they  called  him  Oscar 
Lee,  and  as  the  father  was  familiarly  spoken  to  as  Oscar  it 
came  about  that  the  boy  was  addressed  as  Lee,  and  wrote 
his  name  O.  Lee  Moses.  When  he  became  a  man  and  had  a 
seat  on  one  of  the  Stock  Exchanges  and  a  transaction  was 
announced  in  the  name  of  O.  Lee  Moses,  his  brother 
brokers  would  almost  worry  the  life  out  of  him  by  shouting 
out  in  chorus,  "Holy  Moses  !'"'  A  gentleman  whom  they  met 
at  a  summer  resort  and  whose  most  conspicuous  feature 
was  a  thin  specimen  of  the  Roman  variety,  once  said  to 
Lee's  mother,  "Madame,  with  your  name  and  my  nose,  what 
a  business  we  could  do  in  Chatham  street."  It  was  to  Mr. 
Moses  that  the  duty  and  responsibility  of  conducting  the 
newspaper  exhibition  on  the  Centennial  grounds  in  Phila- 
delphia were  committed.  He  went  there  with  half  a  dozen 
assistants,  some  taken  from  the  home  office  and  others  se- 
lected from  among  local  applicants,  and  very  faithfully  he 
attended  to  it  all.  Every  day  I  would  receive  a  long  letter 
from  him,  telling  me  what  he  proposed  to  do  next,  how  he 
would  do  it,  and  the  reason  for  doing  it,  and  he  would 
await  approval  before  proceeding.  His  plans  were  always 
well  considered  and  his  reasons  excellent.  I  do  not  recall 
that  I  ever  saw  occasion  to  criticise  one  of  them,  but  his  ex- 
cessive caution  made  delays.  I  finally  instructed  him  to  sub- 
mit no  more  plans  for  approval,  but  to  go  ahead  and  man- 
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age  everything  as  he  thought  best  and  write  me  daily,  not 
what  he  wished  to  do,  but  what  he  actually  had  done.  This 
worked  first  rate  and  there  arose  no  occasion  at  any  time  to 
regret  the  trust  I  had  placed  in  him. 

The  newspapers  responded  with  commendable  alacrity 
to  the  request  that  a  six  months  subscription  for  a  copy  of 
each  edition  issued  should  be  contributed  to  the  enterprise ; 
and  I  do  not  recall  that  there  was  a  single  refusal  to  comply 
with  the  suggestion,  although  there  were  not  wanting  exam- 
ples among  publishers  of  men  who  did  not  particularly  like 
our  firm,  because  they  had,  or  thought  they  had,  a  griev- 
ance against  us  on  the  point  of  some  under-statement  of 
their  circulation  in  the  Newspaper  Directory  we  published 
or,  what  was  just  about  as  bad — possibly  worse — the  over- 
statement of  the  issues  of  a  competitor. 

Just  what  is  meant  by  circulation  and  how  it  should  be 
ascertained,  measured  and  expressed,  is  not  fully  under- 
stood and  agreed  upon  even  at  this  day,  and  in  1876  the 
views  on  the  subject  were  not  anything  like  being  so  well 
settled  as  they  are  now.  The  small  paper,  printed  on  a 
hand  press,  knew  how  many  quires  were  generally  wet 
down.  If  the  supply  was  purchased  from  one  of  the  ready 
print  houses,  both  parties  knew,  of  course,  how  many  quires 
the  weekly  package  contained,  but  even  then  they  had  diffi- 
culty in  understanding  that  four  quires  counted  only  ninety- 
six  sheets  and  ninety-six  did  not  make  a  hundred;  and 
failed  equally  to  understand  that  a  ream  of  four  hundred 
and  eighty  sheets  did  not  produce  five  hundred  papers.  In 
neither  case  was  any  allowance  thought  of  for  spoiled  cop- 
ies, and  much  less  of  such  as  remained  unsold.  The  daily 
paper  generally  thought  of  its  circulation  as  properly 
measured  by  the  edition  pulled  off  on  some  recent,  or  not 
very  recent,  occasion,  when  there  had  been  a  special  edition 
printed  that  counted  more  copies  than  had  ever  been  issued 
before.  "What  is  the  circulation  ?"  was,  however,  even  then 
beginning  to  be  a  vital  question,  and  any  under-estimate 
made  in  a  directory  was  resented  with  considerable  more 
energy  and  emphasis  than  it  is  at  the  present  time. 
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The  number  of  papers  printed  in  the  United  States  in 
the  year  1876,  as  shown  by  the  Directory  of  that  year,  was 
eight  thousand  one  hundred  and  twenty-nine.  Of  course, 
some  new  ones  were  started  after  the  Directory  appeared 
and  a  smaller  number  of  those  already  established  would 
die.  The  Directory  had  to  be  the  basis  for  the  arrangement 
of  the  papers  for  exhibition  purposes,  but  it  was  too  bulky, 
and  too  expensive,  to  serve  for  a  catalogue ;  consequently  a 
smaller  volume  was  prepared — bound  in  paper  covers — that 
enumerated  the  8,129  papers,  and  designated  each  by  a  num- 
ber that  corresponded  to  that  borne  by  the  pigeon  hole 
where  the  copies  would  be  kept  for  ready  accessibility  when 
called  for.  Of  course,  the  Alabama  papers  were  desig- 
nated by  the  small  figures,  beginning  with  number  one,  and 
those  of  Vermont,  Virginia  and  so  on  would  have  the 
higher  figures. 

One  day  a  Rhode  Island  publisher,  who  was  proud  of 
having  a  circulation  of  exceeding  8,000  copies,  came  into 
possession  of  one  of  our  catalogues  in  which  his  paper  was 
designated  as  number  7,777,  or  something  like  that,  and  ex- 
pended a  rather  liberal  sum  in  telegraphing  to  our  firm,  de- 
nouncing the  error  as  an  outrage,  and  letting  it  be  known  in 
pretty  plain  language  just  what  we  might  expect  to  have 
done  to  us  if  the  injury  was  not  rectified  at  once  and  a 
handsome  apology,  given  as  wide  publicity  as  the  preceding 
defamatory  under-statement  had  received.  A  carefully 
written  letter  explained  the  matter  fully,  but,  I  believe,  that 
publisher  continued,  to  his  dying  day,  to  think  we  had  in- 
jured him. 

I  once  heard  of  a  man  who,  discussing  a  name  on  the 
visiting  list,  said  to  his  wife,  "You  know  perfectly  well  that 
I  don't  like  that  man."  "Don't  you  think  you  are  a  little' 
unreasonable?"  asked  the  wife.  "Your  dislike  arose  be- 
cause he  did  not  answer  a  letter  you  wrote  him,  and  you 
found  afterwards  that  the  letter  was  hung  up  all  summer  in 
the  pocket  of  your  overcoat,  and  was  never  sent  to  him  at 
all."  "Yes,  I  know  that,"  was  the  rejoinder,  "but  it  was  so 
long  before  I  found  it  out  that  I  couldn't  overlook  his  rude- 
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ness,  and  I  never  forgave  him,  and  I  don't  believe  I  ever 
shall."  There  is  a  good  deal  of  ill  feeling  in  this  world  that 
is  without  any  firmer  foundation. 

A  dozen  of  more  prominent  papers  favored  our  enter- 
prise by  a  liberal  advertising  patronage,  bestowed  upon  our 
exhibition  catalogue ;  but  on  the  whole,  the  papers  of  the 
country  were  not  wholly  pleased  with  the  prominence  we 
seemed  likely  to  secure  by  means  of  the  exhibition  we  were 
making,  and  it  came  about  that  the  most  liberal  and  appre- 
ciative notice  that  our  enterprise  received  from  any  quarter, 
was  given,  in  its  largest  type  and  on  a  conspicuous  page,  in 
the  London  Times.  I  took  pains  to  secure  a  copy,  had  the 
page  framed  and  it  hung  in  my  office  at  No.  10  Spruce 
street  for  nearly  thirty  years,  occupying  a  position  so  ele- 
vated that  no  one  could  read  the  print  without  bringing  into 
requisition  the  services  of  a  stepladder.  Of  late,  since 
Printers'  Ink  has  severed  its  relations  with  the  Advertis- 
ing Agency,  and  not  only  moved  into  separate  quarters  of 
its  own  but  dropped  my  name  as  proprietor,  Mr.  Editor  and 
Publisher  Zingg  has  appropriated  the  valued  Times  souve- 
nir and  given  it  a  place  in  his  office,  where  it  still  hangs  so 
high  that  nobody  can  read  its  commendatory  words  with- 
out the  aid  of  the  stepladder,  as  in  former  years.  If  there 
are  any  who  would  like  to  know  what  the  Times  really  said, 
they  may  read  it  here  without  climbing  up  on  anything : 

THE  "TIMES,"  JULY  25,  1876. 

AMERICAN   JOURNALISM. 

(From  Our  Special  Correspondent.) 

Philadelphia,  July  10. 
I  have  frequently  had  occasion  to  notice  the  big  way  in  which 
the  Americans  do  things,  and  I  do  not  know  that  it  would  be  easy 
.  to  find  an  apter  illustration  of  it  than  that  furnished  by  the  "Cen- 
tennial Newspaper  Building,"  in  the  Exhibition  grounds.  Here  you 
may  see  any  one  or,  if  you  like,  all  of  the  "8,129  newspapers  pub- 
lished regularly  in  the  United  States."  In  England  a  man  thinks  it 
cheap  if  he  is  given  his  choice  of  a  few  score  of  newspapers  for  a 
penny,  and  as  our  penny  is  here  practically  represented,  as  a  rule, 
by  a  five-cent  or  even  a  ten-cent  piece  (the  smallest  shoeblack,  for 
instance,  expects  ten  cents  (sd.)  for  "shining"  your  boots),  a  man 
could  scarcely  grumble  if  asked,  say  a  quarter-dollar,  or  one  shil- 
ling, for  the  run  of  8,000  papers.     Need  it  be  said  that  in  the  Cen- 
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tennial  Building  he  can  see  them,  one  and  all,  for  nothing?  He  is 
not  only  permitted  as  a  favor  to  see  them,  but  he  is  invited,  nay 
pressed,  to  confer  the  favor  of  entering  the  building  and  calling 
for  what  paper  he  likes.  As  he  passes  the  entrance  his  eye  is  caught 
by  some  such  kindly  and  courteous  invitation  as  "Come  in  and  see 
a  paper  from  your  home."  "Write  your  name  in  the  register,  give 
your  card  to  the  superintendent,  and  make  yourself  at  home."  The 
home  into  which  he  is  thus  cordially  welcomed  is,  moreover,  a  very 
pleasant  one.  Without  any  pretensions  to  imposing  architectural 
effect,  it  is  simple,  elegant  and  neat.  Its  length  is  67  feet,  its  width 
46  feet,  its  height  33  ft.  It  is  admirably  lighted  and  ventilated  by 
long  rows  of  windows  and  a  large  lantern  roof.  Open  on  all  sides, 
it  catches  every  breath  of  air  that  ventures  in  this  weather  to  stir 
out,  and  on  one  side  the  air  is  cooled  by  passing  over  the  lake,  on 
the  border  of  which  the  building  is  pleasantly  situated.  It  is,  in  fact, 
altogether  about  as  cool  and  agreeable  a  place— quite  apart  from  its 
literary  attractions — as  a  visitor  to  the  exhibition  could  wish  to  be 
offered  a  chair  in.  He.  may  at  first  wonder  how,  among  8,000  papers, 
among  them  such  mighty  sheets  as  the  New  York  Herald,  he  is  to 
get  at  the  small,  loved  print  of  his  home,  thousands  of  miles  away, 
it  may  be,  over  the  Rocky  Mountains.  But  the  management  is  so 
simple  that,  by  consulting  the  catalogue,  or  even  without  the  aid 
of  the  catalogue,  any  one  can  find  whatever  paper  he  wants.  They 
are  pigeon-holed  on  shelves  in  the  alphabetical  order  of  their  States 
or  Territories  and  their  towns,  the  names  of  which  are  clearly 
labeled  on  the  shelves.  Thus  the  newspapers  of  Abbeville,  in  Ala- 
bama, would  be  found  on  the  first  shelf,  and  those  of  Laramie  City, 
in  Wyoming,  on  the  last.  But  anybody  in  difficulties  has  only  to 
apply  to  one  of  the  eight  superintendents  who,  all  "pineapples  of 
politeness,"  are  ready  to  execute  his  orders  as  if  they  bodily  be- 
longed to  him.  If  he  would  like  to  take  notes  or  write,  he  has,  in 
two  galleries,  which  run  round  the  upper  part  of  the  building,  his 
choice  of  some  thirty  desks,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  all  provided, 
of  course,  gratis ;  or,  if  he  has  ladies  with  him,  or  friends  with  whom 
he  wants  a  perfectly  private  chat,  there  are  at  his  disposal  two  or 
three  private  rooms  comfortably  fitted"  up.  The  visitor  is,  in  fact, 
so  spoilt  that  before  he  has  been  in  the  building  five  minutes  he  be- 
gins to  feel  himself  injured  because  he  cannot  order  at  the  usual 
prices  of  the  establishment  an  iced  "cocktail"  and  a  bath. 

It  will  not,  I  hope,  detract  from  the  merits  of  this  pleasant  home 
and  refuge  for  the  warm  and  wearied  readers  of  newspapers  to 
mention  that  it  is  an  advertisement,  since  no  attempt  is  made  to 
disguise  the  fact.  It  is  a  fact  which,  however  harmless  in  itself,  is 
in  America  too  often  mixed  up  with  lofty  professions  and  motives, 
the  juxtaposition  with  which  makes  it  ludicrous,  to  say  nothing 
worse.  No  subject  seems  to  be  considered  too  sacred  or  too  sub- 
lime to  be  used  as  a  stalking-horse  by  some  enterprising  advertiser. 
Even  the  original  MS.  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  the 
Magna  Charta  of  every  American — above  all,  every  Philadelphian — 
is  exhibited  in  a  patent  safe — of  course  presented  gratis — over  which 
the  names  of  the  makers  are  so  blazoned  that  they  quite  throw  into 
the  shade  the  modest  signatures  of  Franklin  and  Jefferson ;  and  in 
the  exhibition  a  fountain  with  a  cross,  on  which  is  written,  "Ho, 
every  one  that  thirsteth,"  supplies  water — of  course  gratis — to  all 
comers,  but  also  supplies  the  name  of  the  quarries  from  which  the 
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granite  came.  But  the  proprietors  of  the  Centennial  Newspaper 
Building  are,  avowedly,  advertising  agents,  the  largest,  I  believe,  in 
all  America— Messrs.  G.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.,  of  New  York.  Their 
enterprise  will  cost  altogether  about  $20,000  or  £4,000,  including 
the  building  and  the  expenses  of  "running"  it  for  six  months.  How 
much  comes  out  of  their  pockets  I  cannot  say,  as  they  have  been 
largely  subsidized  by  some  of  the  leading  American  papers.  But 
they  have  the  management  of  the  enterprise,  and  will  naturally  get 
the  lion's  share  of  the  glory.  It  will  certainly  make  their  names 
known  all  over  America,  in  corners  which  it  may  never  have  reached 
before.  For  the  Americans  are  newspaper  readers  to  a  man — al- 
most to  a  child — nor,  indeed,  does  one  need  to  be  an  American  to 
appreciate  the  opportunity  of  resting  in  a  comfortable  room,  in 
order  to  read  the  latest  news  from  one's  home.  I  have  seen  quite 
young  children  in  the  building  reading  their  papers  as  steadily  and 
attentively  as  any  of  the  adult  voters  around  them. 

At  first  the  newspaper  exhibition  did  not  receive  very 
much  attention  from  the  public ;  there  was  so  much  to  see 
and  the  newspaper  building  bore  no  sign  to  indicate  its 
character.  Finally  two  great  posters  were  prepared  and 
placed  one  on  each  side  of  the  broad  entrance  door,  pro- 
claiming in  mammoth  letters  the  invitation,  "Come  in  and 
see  a  paper  from  home."  These  were  effective.  It  was 
often  amusing  when  a  group  of  people,  young  and  old, 
hailing  from  a  remote  region,  would  be  led  to  ask  for  the 
little  sheet  printed  at  their  county  seat  or  nearest  village, 
and  to  note  the  surprise  and  delight  that  would  mantle  the 
countenances  of  everyone  when  the  paper  was  found  to  be 
actually  forthcoming,  could  be  taken  in  hand,  read  at  the 
great  table  or  even  carried  to  one  of  the  private  rooms,  and 
it  was  learned  that  for  all  this  there  was  absolutely  nothing 
to  pay.  The  exhibition  entailed  a  cost  of  not  far  from 
$20,000.  As  an  advertisement,  so  far  as  we  could  see,  it 
was  a  flat  failure.  I  was  never  able  to  trace  a  single  adver- 
tising contract  as  having  been  influenced  by  it ;  still  the  in- 
fluences of  advertising  are  indirect,  often  concealed,  al- 
though very  real.  Notwithstanding  the  fact  that  I  traced 
no  order  to  the  influence  of  this  enterprise,  it  is  a  significant 
circumstance,  that  after  paying  all  outgoes  for  that  year 
the  net  earnings  of  the  office  were  larger  than  for  any  other 
of  the  decade  between  1871  and  1881,  of  which  1876  was 
the  central  period. 
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I  had  positive  knowledge  that  the  exhibition  made  some 
talk  at  distant  points,  for  I  was  riding  on  a  cross  country 
railroad,  in  northern  Iowa,  in  the  chicken  shooting  season, 
of  that  Centennial  year,  and  two  countrymen  occupied  the 
seat  in  front  of  me.  It  was  in  the  dusk  of  early  evening, 
nothing  to  see  inside  the  car,  nothing  to  note  on  the  prairies 
outside.  My  ear  was  attracted  by  the  sound  of  my  own 
name.  One  of  the  two  men  was  returning  from  a  visit  to 
the  Centennial  Exhibition  at  Philadelphia,  and  was  regaling 
his  friend  with  an  account  of  what  he  had  seen ;  and  at  the 
moment  was  dealing  with  the  wonders  of  my  own  exhibi- 
tion. "There  was  a  sign  out,"  he  related,  "that  said  'Come 
in  and  see  a  paper  from  home.'  Every  paper  printed  in  the 
United  States  was  there  and  almost  everybody  was  there 
looking  at  them.  It  was  a  big  building  put  up  by  Rowell  & 
Son  of  New  York.  They  do  an  immense  business" — and 
so  on  and  so  on.  I  could  not  hear  the  whole  but  was  greatly 
pleased  that  I  had  chanced  upon  what  did  come  to  my  ear. 
The  immensity  of  our  business  might  be  in  part  in  the 
imagination  of  the  narrator  and  the  "Son"  mentioned  as  a 
member  of  the  firm  has  never  materialized. 

It  was  at  the  Centennial  Exhibition  that  I  first  saw 
John  Wanamaker,  then  a  prominent  clothing  dealer  in  Phil- 
adelphia, under  forty  years  of  age,  and  conspicuous  in  the 
work  of  the  Young  Men's  Christian  Association  and  other 
good  influences.  Since  then  he  has  become  the  greatest 
retail  merchant  and  the  best  newspaper  advertiser  that  the 
world  has  ever  produced. 

One  day  when  I  visited  our  exhibition  building  the  man- 
ager told  me  that  a  frequent  visitor  to  the  place  looked  so 
much  like  me  that  he  had  taken  pains  to  find  out  where  he 
came  from  and  was  anxious  to  have  me  see  him.  He  took 
me  over  to  the  Arkansas  State  Building,  where  he  had  as- 
certained that  the  man  was  employed ;  and  as  I  knew  Dr. 
Lawrence,  the  Commissioner,  I  ventured  to  ask  to  be  intro- 
duced to  the  man.  He  was  of  my  own  age — about  thirty- 
eight — had  my  complexion,  hair,  height  and  weight,  and 
wore  a  moustache  and  goatee  as  I  did  then.    Dr.  Lawrence 
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took  a  new  look  at  me,  said  the  resemblance  was  marked 
and  then  added,  "And  his  name  is  Rowell,  too."  The  man 
was  called  into  the  private  office.  He  did  not  seem  to  take 
any  particular  interest  in  me,  or  in  resemblance  in  name  or 
person ;  had  never  heard  of  me ;  knew  about  the  newspaper 
exhibition  building,  but  did  not  know  whose  exhibition  it 
was ;  had  no  acquaintance  in  New  England,  or  the  East ; 
and  was  born — in  the  Sandwich  Islands.  And  that  was  all 
I  learned,  but  he  was  undeniably  a  white  man,  and  a  blonde. 
Such  are  not  indigenous  to  the  Sandwich  Islands ;  but  I 
did  not  solve  the  riddle.  Within  comparatively  recent  years 
I  have  read  of  the  death  in  those  Islands  of  an  old  mission- 
ary by  the  name  of  Rowell  who,  it  was  related,  had  gone 
there  in  the  early  days,  having  originally  lived  in  New 
Hampshire,  where  my  own  great-grandfather  resided.  I 
possess  a  list  of  something  more  than  seven  hundred  de- 
scendants of  my  respected  progenitor  just  referred  to,  but 
the  missionary  is  not  among  them.  Perhaps  if  I  could 
ascend  the  ancestral  tree  one  other  step  I  might  discover 
that  there  really  was  a  kinship  between  me  and  the  Arkan- 
sas-Kanaka who  seemed  to  be  my  double.* 

I  took  pains  to  save  three  sets  of  sample  copies  of  the 
papers  printed  in  that  Centennial  year.  They  were  rather 
hard  to  arrange  with  any  system,  and  it  was  something  of 
a  question  what  to  do  with  them  after  they  had  been  col- 

*A  letter  from  Honolulu  dated  August  8th,  1905,  says:  "I  am  writing  you 
thinking  that  you  will  be  interested  to  hear  that  Mr.  W.  E.  Rowell,  your  'Ar- 
kansas Kanaka',  is  still  living.  He  remembers  you  distinctly  and  recalls  the 
conversation  he  had  with  j'ou  at  the  Centennial  Exhibition  in  Philadelphia.  He 
has,  in  his  opinion,  traced  a  distant  relationship  between  you  and  himself." 

Application  to  the  family  historian,  Mr.  Roland  Rowell  of  Manchester,  N. 
H.,  reveals  the  fact  that  W.  E.  and  G.  P.  Rowell  are  each  seven  generations 
from  one  Valentine  Rowell,  who  was  a  son  of  Thomas,  the  original  English  emi- 
grant, the  progenitor  of  the  American  branch  of  the  family: 

Wm.  E.  Rowell  9  George  P.  Rowell  o 

George  B.  8  Samuel  8 

Joseph  7  Samuel  7 

William  6  Samuel  6 

William  5  John  5 

Valentine  4  John  4 

Thomas  3  Philip  3 

Valentine  2  Valentine  2 

Thomas  1  Thomas  1 
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lected  and  boxed  up;  but  before  the  exhibition  ended  we 
were  approached  by  two  purchasers,  and  one  set  was  under- 
stood to  have  been  bought  for  the  great  Vatican  collection, 
and  a  second  went  to  Tasmania ;  just  what  they  wanted  of 
it  there  I  cannot  imagine.  The  third  set,  the  most  com- 
plete, I  retained  for  some  years,  but  it  was  so  bulky,  filled 
so  many  boxes  that  were  always  so  much  in  the  way,  that  I 
often  wished  somebody  would  steal  the  whole  collection. 
That  could  hardly  be  done,  however,  because  there  was  so 
much  of  it,  it  was  so  heavy  and  so  unmanageable.  I  was 
speaking  of  this  incubus  one  day  to  Mr.  Ainsworth  R. 
Spofford,  so  long  in  charge  of  the  Congressional  Library 
at  Washington,  and  he  assured  me  the  Government  would 
be  glad  to  accept  the  collection  as  a  donation.  I  took  great 
pleasure  in  shipping  the  papers  over  to  him,  just  as  soon  as 
I  got  back  to  New  York.  This  was  before  the  new  library 
building  was  constructed.  I  often  wonder  what  was  done 
with  the  assortment.  It  is  undoubtedly  valuable,  and  will 
grow  more  so  as  years  pass,  but  how  to  arrange  them  in  any 
way  so  that  any  specific  one  could  be  referred  to  as  wanted, 
was  something  that  I  could  never  determine.  It  is  a  com- 
plete set,  containing  one  copy  of  every  newspaper  and  peri- 
odical published  regularly  in  the  United  States  of  America 
throughout  the  year  1876.  If  one  should  think  of  binding 
so  many  thousands  of  periodicals,  one  large  like  the  Iron 
Age  and  another  of  liliputian  dimensions  like  the  Philistine, 
he  would  find  it  more  difficult  than  the  traditional  Chinese 
puzzle,  said  to  have  mystified  the  omnipotent  Philadelphia 
lawyer.  A  hundred  years  earlier  the  task  would  have  been 
comparatively  simple ;  for  one  of  the  souvenirs  of  the  news- 
paper exhibition,  given  to  all  who  would  take  it,  was  a  com- 
plete American  Newspaper  Directory  for  the  year  1776, 
cataloguing  a  total  of  thirty-seven  papers. 

On  one  occasion,  during  the  Centennial  Exhibition,  I 
was  spending  a  night  at  the  Continental  Hotel.  My  part- 
ner, Mr.  Kent,  was  there,  too,  and  also  Mr.  S.  M.  Petten- 
gill.  We  dined  together,  and  there  was  a  suggestion  made 
that  we  visit  some  place  of  amusement,  I  think  it  was  mine, 
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and  that  I  offered  to  supply  the  tickets.  A  question  arising 
as  to  which  theater  we  would  patronize  I  recalled  to  mind  a 
certain  rather  lively  variety  show  something  on  the  order 
familiar  to  New  Yorkers  who  frequented  the  place  in 
Thirty-fourth  street,  so  long  kept  by  Messrs.  Koster  & 
Bial.  Mr.  Pettengill  always  had  a  sanctimonious  counte- 
nance, and  I  did  not  know  much  about  his  taste  in  theatri- 
cal matters,  so  I  said  to  him,  "I  know  a  place  I  would  visit, 
but  I  would  not  be  willing  to  have  it  said  that  I  took  you 
there.  I'll  show  you  where  it  is,  and  if  you  feel  like  buying 
the  tickets  I  think  Kent  will  go  with  you  and  I  know  I  will." 
I  hardly  expected  Kent  to  fully  appprove  of  the  place,  but  it 
would  do  no  harm  to  try  it  on  him.  The  plan  was  adopted. 
Pettengill  bought  the  tickets.  The  show  was  broader  than 
I  had  expected,  and  I  tried  to  get  the  two  to  come  away 
before  the  last  act,  and  thereby  avoid  the  crush  coming  out, 
but,  being  there — and  never  likely  to  come  again — -they 
seemed  inclined  to  see  it  through.  Neither  one  said  much 
about  the  performance,  and  I  was  rather  sorry  on  the  whole 
that  I  had  taken  them  there,  but  soon  forgot  all  about  it. 
A  month  later,  however,  Kent  was  at  the  Continental  and 
detained  over  night  again,  and  to  pass  the  evening  thought 
for  once  he  would  be  real  devilish  and  go  to  the  same  variety 
show.  He  told  me  about  it  on  his  return,  how  he  went 
alone,  bought  his  ticket,  entered  the  place,  took  his  seat, 
and  who  should  he  find,  in  the  very  next  seat  to  his,  but  Mr. 
Pettengill.    He  also  had  gone  alone. 
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It  was  sometime  during  the  year  1878,  not  very  long 
after  the  removal  of  our  office  from  the  Times  Building, 
into  quarters  of  our  own  at  No.  10  Spruce  street,  where  we 
have  ever  since  remained,  that  I  for  some  reason  thought  it 
advisable  to  issue  a  small  pamphlet  wherein  was  set  forth 
my  view  of  the  principles  and  conditions  under  which  the 
business  in  which  we  were  engaged  existed  and  was  con- 
ducted. I  have  recently  come  across  a  copy  of  that  leaflet, 
and  although  it  is  not  likely  to  possess  any  thrilling  interest 
for  anybody,  yet  as  it  doubtless  is  a  more  painstaking, 
thoughtful  and  thorough  effort  to  deal  with  the  subject 
than  has  been  attempted  by  any  other  person  it  may  as  such 
be  deserving  of  space  among  these  papers. 

The  title  page  bears  the  words,  suitably  displayed,  as 
follows : 

AN  ADVERTISING  AGENCY. 

A  STATEMENT  INTENDED  TO  MAKE  PLAIN  THE  NATURE  AND 
METHODS  OF  THE  BUSINESS,  AND  THE  CHANGES  NECES- 
SITATED BY  THE  LAPSE  OF  TIME  AND  OTHER  CIRCUM- 
STANCES. 

The  position  in  the  business  occupied  by  our  firm  at 
that  time  was  doubtless  stated  with  clearness  and  accuracy 
in  a  short  editorial  that  appeared  in  the  issue  of  the  New 
York  Times  for  June  14,  1875,  which  is  here  reproduced : 

Ten  years  ago  Messrs.  Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.  established  their 
advertising  agency  in  New  York  City.  Five  years  ago  they  ab- 
sorbed the  business  conducted  by  Mr.  John  Hooper,  who  was  the 
first  to  go  into  this  kind  of  enterprise.  Now  they  have  the  satis- 
faction of  controlling  the  most  extensive  and  complete  advertising 
connection  which  has  ever  been  secured,  one  which  would  be  hardly 
possible  in  any  other  country  but  this.  They  have  succeeded  in 
working  down  a  complex  business  into  so  thoroughly  a  systematic 
method  that  no  change  in  the  newspaper  system  of  America  can  es- 
cape notice,  while  the  widest  information  upon  all  topics  interest- 
ing to  advertisers  is  placed  readily  at  the  disposal  of  the  public. 

237 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

The  letterpress  of  the  leaflet  is  reproduced  below.  It  is 
set  in  smaller  type  as  a  notification  to  the  reader  that  it  tells 
nothing  new,  and  may  be  safely  skipped  by  all  save  those 
who  would  care  to  know  what  was  my  idea,  thirty  years 
ago,  of  what  an  up-to-date  advertising  agency  ought  to  be : 

The  business  of  conducting  an  establishment  such  as  ours  for 
the  reception  of  Advertisements  for  Newspapers,  is  of  comparatively 
recent  origin,  and  the  principles  upon  which  it  should  be  conducted 
are  not  as  fully  settled  or  understood  as  in  other  and  older  lines. 

Newspaper  Advertising  Agents  were  originally  authorized  to 
make  rates  for  the  papers,  and  the  prices  fixed  by  them  were  under- 
stood to  be  binding  upon  the  Publisher  represented. 

The  Agent  arranged  witl"\  publishers  for  authority  to  represent 
them,  and  the  commission  to  be  allowed  was  a  matter  of  bargain, 
but,  by  usage,  came  to  be  fixed  at  an  established  percentage. 

As  Newspapers  increased,  the  Agencies  assumed  to  represent  the 
new  ones  without  previous  agreement,  and  this  arrangement  was  sat- 
isfactory to  the  Publishers. 

The  public  appreciated  the  convenience  of  these  Agencies,  and 
they  increased  in  number.  Clerks  in  existing  agencies,  observing 
the  methods  upon  which  the  business  was  conducted,  established 
new  Agencies  of  their  own  and  assumed  an  authority  equal  to  that 
claimed  and  enjoyed  by  their  former  employers. 

Other  persons  without  previous  training  or  experience,  estab- 
lished themselves  in  the  business  and  assumed  the  rights  and  privi- 
leges which  custom  had  authorized. 

In  the  early  days,  the  Agent  assumed  no  responsibility.  He  paid 
over  money  to  Publishers  after  he  had  collected  it.  If  he  never  col- 
lected, he  never  paid. 

Observing  a  tendency  toward  abuses,  an  Agent  desirous  of  in- 
gratiating himself  with  the  proprietors  of  the  Newspapers  which  he 
represented,  set  up  the  principle  that  the  commission  should  cover 
a  guarantee  of  payment. 

This  rule  was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  popular  with  the  Publishers, 
and  finally  became  the  usage. 

In  dealing  with  an  Advertiser,  the  Agent  furnished  a  list  of 
papers  and  the  prices  which  should  be  paid  to  each  for  the  adver- 
tisement. 

The  multiplication  of  agencies  brought  about  a  competition  which 
resulted  in  such  reduction  of  rates  that  the  Publishers  were  some- 
times  compelled,   for  self-protection,   to  repudiate  contracts. 

This  action  becoming  more  common,  Agents  were  led  into  the 
practice  of  promising  to  the  Advertiser  that  the  prices  named  should 
be  accepted.  Consequently,  in  cases  where  the  Publisher  insisted 
upon  an  advance,  the  Agent's  profit  would  be,  to  that  extent,  re- 
duced. 

For  the  purpose  of  creating  a  fund  to  meet  such  contingencies, 
without  trenching  upon  the  commission,  a  practice  grew  up,  among 
the  Agencies,  of  offering  to  each  paper  a  lower  gross  price  than 
that  at  which  the  Advertiser  had  bargained. 

The  surplus  thus  created  was  sometimes  more  than  was  needed, 
and  the  excess  formed  an  additional  profit  for  the  Agent,  beyond 
his  commission. 
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It  is  easy  to  perceive  how  strong  the  temptation  became  to  make 
the  profit  as  large  as  possible.  The  principle  of  getting  from  the 
Advertiser  all  he  could  be  induced  to  pay,  and  offering  to  the  Pub- 
lisher as  little  as  he  would  consent  to  accept,  became  established. 
A  merciless  cutting  of  rates  to  the  papers  was  the  result,  until  Pub- 
lishers were  forced  to  repudiate  any  right  on  the  part  of  an  Adver- 
tising Agent  to  fix  prices  which  should  be  binding  upon  them. 

During  the  busy  times  of  our  civil  war  there  came  into  existence 
a  class  of  Agencies  which  undertook  to  secure  advertising  patron- 
age at  the  best  prices  to  be  obtained,  and  promised  to  pay  papers 
whatever  they  demanded — often  largely  in  excess  of  the  amount  re- 
ceived— -the  result  being  the  final  bankruptcy  of  the  Agency  con- 
ducting its  business  in  this  manner. 

We  have  shown  that  the  Advertising  Agencies  were  appreciated 
as  a  convenience  to  the  public.  To  such  an  extent  has  this  been 
true,  that  those  which  have  been  conducted  under  judicious  man- 
agement and  whose  dealings  have  been  equitable,  have  reaped  fair 
rewards  for  their  labor ;  but  it  has  become  apparent  that,  whatever 
may  have  been  the  relation  when  Agencies  were  first  established,  at 
the  present  time  they  do  not  represent  the  newspaper  in  the  way 
in  which  an  agent  is  generally  understood  to  represent  a  principal. 
The  Advertising  Agent  is  sufficiently  authorized  to  accept  adver- 
tisements for  a  newspaper  at  the  Publisher's  schedule  price,  but  his 
experience  teaches  him  that  on  any  but  small  orders  the  advertiser 
must  get  rates  below  the  schedule  rates,  or  the  cost  of  his  adver- 
tising will  more  than  absorb  the  profits  of  the  business  advertised. 
It  is  of  importance  to  the  Agent  that  the  investment  of  his  adver- 
tising customers  shall  be  a  remunerative  one.  If  the  advertiser  is 
induced  to  trust  $5,000  to  be  expended,  and  the  investment  brings 
a  return  of  no  more  than  $2,500,  he  is  not  likely  to  repeat  the  ex- 
periment; while,,  if  the  Agent  secures  for  the  money  so  much  pub- 
licity that  the  result  is  a  return  of  $10,000,  leaving  an  excess  of 
$5,000  above  the  cost  of  the  advertising,  then  the  advertiser  is  in 
good  spirits  and  likely  to  consider  a  proposal  to  make  a  new  venture, 
possibly  risking  many  times  as  much  as  on  the  former  occasion. 
But  when  the  advertisement  comes  to  be  offered  to  the  Publisher  at 
a  price  below  his  schedule  rate,  he  claims  the  right  to  reject  it.  He 
does  not  admit  that  any  action  of  the  Agent  can  bind  him ;  and  the 
arrangement  for  the  advertisement,  whether  it  shall  or  shall  not 
appear,  becomes  a  matter  to  be  adjusted  between  the  Publisher  and 
the  Agent  precisely  as  between  two  principals,  except  that-  it  is 
tolerably  well  understood  that,  upon  the  price  finally  fixed,  the  Agent 
will  be  allowed  the  usual  commission. 

The  system  upon  which  Advertising  Agencies  used  to  be  con- 
ducted (and  still  are  by  some  establishments)  led  to  extensive  can- 
vassing for  patronage.  Advertisers  were  besought  to  allow  the  ap- 
plicant to  put  in  a  bid  or  estimate. 

It  came  to  be  the  practice  of  persons  who  were  in  the  habit  of 
spending  considerable  sums  for  advertising,  to  prepare  specifica- 
tions, and  submit  them  to  all  of  the  known  advertising  agencies, 
with  a  promise  of  awarding  the  contract  to  the  lowest  bidder.  As 
the  system  became  understood  by  publishers,  they  were  not  slow  to 
perceive  that  the  successful  bidder  had  allowed  himself  to  become 
so  bound  by  the  stipulations  of  his  contract  with  the  advertiser,  that 
if  be  (the  publisher)  stood  firmly  for  an  excessive  price,  the  agents 
would  be  obliged  to  acquiesce  in  his  terms. 
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It  is  probable  that  few  agents  were  ever  held  strictly  to  the  lit- 
eral promises  of  such  contracts,  but,  on  the  whole,  they  were  car- 
ried out  substantially  as  made.  New,  inexperienced  and  irrespon- 
sible men  solicited  the  privilege  of  submitting  estimates,  and  in  some 
cases  without  any  previous  acquaintance  with  publishers,  contracted 
to  insert  advertisements  in  papers  they  had  never  seen,  at  prices 
which  an  agent  having  experience  would  regard  as  impossible;  losses 
were  the  result,  but  not  having  capital  to  begin  with  the  agent  did 
not  lose,  and  by  obtaining  credit  from  the  publishers  and  ceasing  to 
deal  with  such  as  declined  to  trust,  he  sometimes  remained  in  bus- 
iness for  years,  failing  completely  at  last  and  then  abandoning  the 
business. 

The  publishers  of  the  country  submitted  to  a  series  of  losses 
until  the  grievance  became  very  great.  It  is  not  now  so  easy  for 
persons  to  obtain  credit  as  advertising  agents  without  possessing 
some  basis  of  financial  responsibility. 

Our  Newspaper  Advertising  Bureau,  No.  10  Spruce  St.,  New 
York,  is  an  establishment  intended  to  facilitate  the  convenient  and 
systematic  placing  of  advertisements  in  newspapers.  It  is  conducted 
upon  the  principles  which  we  conceive  to  be  the  right  ones  for  se- 
curing the  best  results  to  the  advertiser,  the  publisher,  and  ourselves. 

We  undertake  to  represent  American  newspapers — not  only  the 
newspapers  of  the  city  of  New  York  and  of  all  other  American 
cities,  Religious,  Agricultural,  and  other  class  newspapers — but  also 
the  small  country  journals.  We  receive  regularly  and  keep  on  file 
the  newspapers  of  every  description  throughout  the  land,  whether 
issued  daily,  weekly,  or  monthly. 

We  confine  our  transactions  to  newspapers,  and  do  not  accept  or 
undertake  the  management  of  other  classes  of  advertising,  such  as 
books,  signboards,  posters,  or  job  printing. 

It  is  our  hope  that  by  adhering  to  one  branch  of  advertising  we 
may  make  ourselves  master  of  it. 

We  also  restrict  our  dealings  to  newspapers  published  within  the 
geographical  limits  of  the  United  States  and  Dominion  of  Canada, 
with  the  single  exception  of  allowing  our  name  to  appear  as  agents 
in  New  York  for  the  Levant  Herald,  published  at  Constantinople. 

We  have  a  system  of  filing  newspapers  by  an  arrangement  of 
shelving  and  partitions,  separate  space  being  accorded  to  each,  and 
labeled  with  the  printed  name  of  the  paper  it  is  intended  to  accom- 
modate, by  means  of  which  arrangement  a  stranger  can  find  any 
paper  he  wishes  to  examine  with  something  like  the  readiness  with 
which  he  would  a  word  in  a  dictionary,  a  name  in  a  directory,  or  a 
book  in  a  literary  catalogue. 

Our  firm  undertakes  to  maintain  an  established  credit  with  every 
newspaper  office,  and  to  have  at  hand  a  schedule  of  charges  adopted 
by  the  publisher  of  each  for  advertising  space  in  its  columns ;  to  be 
able  to  quote  those  rates  to  an  advertiser  who  wishes  to  insert  an 
advertisement  in  one  or  several,  and  to  procure  the  prompt  inser- 
tion of  the  advertisement  without  any  extra  charge  for  the  service 
rendered ;  which  service  consists  of  quoting  the  price,  printing  or 
writingas  many  duplicates  of  the  advertisement  as  may  be  required 
to  furnish  one  to  each  paper  to  be  used ;  forwarding  the  copy  for 
insertion  at  our  own  expense  for  postage  or  messenger  service ;  ex- 
amining the  papers  to  see  that  the  advertisement  appears,  when,  and 
in  the  manner  it  ought  to;  checking  each  subsequent  issue  of  the 
advertisement,  in  each  paper,  in  a  book  kept  for  the  purpose,  at  all 
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times  subject  to  the  inspection  of  the  advertiser,  and  marking  plainly 
in  each  paper  the  advertisement  as  it  appears ;  so  that  when  the  ad- 
vertiser comes  (or  sends)  for  the  purpose  of  having  the  files  exam- 
ined (to  see  that  the  service  for  which  his  money  pays  has  been 
actually  rendered),  the  eye  may  light  promptly  upon  his  announce- 
ment, without  the  labor  of  searching  a  whole  paper  or  page. 

If  errors  or  omissions  occur,  it  is  our  duty  to  notify  publishers, 
at  our  own  expense  for  labor,  postage  or  messenger,  and  to  see  to  it 
tnat  the  publisher  of  the  paper  actually  does  the  specified  service 
for  which  the  advertiser  contracted. 

As  before  explained,  we  are  paid  for  the  service  rendered  the 
advertiser  and  for  the  expense  of  keeping  up  our  establishment  by 
a  commission  from  the  newspaper  upon  the  price  of  the  advertise- 
■  ments  furnished  by  us. 
v  P°r  instance>  a  five-line  advertisement  to  appear  in  the  New 
York  Daily  Times,  the  schedule  price  of  which  is  20  cents  a  line, 
makes  a  charge  of  one  dollar.  We  charge  the  advertiser  one  dollar, 
and,  when  sending  the  order,  the  paper  is  instructed  to  charge  us 
the  same  amount;  but  when  we  pay  the  bill,  a  rebate  or  commission 
of  10  per  cent  is  allowed  to  us  as  "Advertising  Agents." 

If  the  charge,  instead  of  one  dollar,  should  be  a  larger  sum,  our 
profit  or  commission  would  still  be  10  per  cent;  so  that  upon  a  one- 
hundred-dollar  advertisement  we  should  make  ten  dollars,  and  fifty 
upon  one  amounting  to  five  hundred. 

The  commission  allowed  varies  with  different  papers,  and,  in 
most  cases,  is  more  liberal  to  us  than  that  fixed  by  the  New  York 
Times.  Sometimes  advertising  orders  are  very  large,  otherwise  it 
would  not  be  possible  to  maintain  our  establishment  with  the  con- 
siderable expenses  necessary  for  making  its  appointments  complete. 

Although  a  good  proportion  of  our  orders  are  for  small  amounts, 
varying  from  one  dollar  to  fifty,  it  not  infrequently  happens  that  sin- 
gle advertisements  are  sent  us  which  cost  a  thousand  and  sometimes 
many  thousand  dollars. 

Advertisers  sometimes  inquire  whether  if,  dealing  direct  with 
the  publishers  of  newspapers,  they  would  not  be  able  to  obtain  the 
allowance  or  commission.  Our  observation  teaches  us  that  if  the 
amount  of  their  patronage  is  large  they  will  generally  be  able  to 
obtain  concession  from  the  rates.  Nearly  every  publisher  of  a  news- 
paper, in  fact  almost  any  man  of  business,  likes  to  come  in  direct 
contact  with  his  customers,  and  holds  out  inducements  to  that  end, 
but  the  real  object  is  pretty  universally  admitted  to  be,  the  attain- 
ment of  a  larger  percentage  of  profit ;  and  it  has  been  the  result  of 
our  experience  and  investigations  that  the  most  honorable  publishers 
make  no  pretense  of  allowing  an  "agent's"  commission  to  an  adver- 
tiser doing  his  own  business,  and  that  those  who  are  willing  to 
make  such  a  concession  generally  get  a  better  net  price  than  they 
would  expect  if  the  order  came  through  our  hands. 

The  conclusion  we  arrive  at  is  that  advertisers  who  have  small 
orders,  amounting  to  a  few  dollars  in  each  paper  (although  possibly 
footing  up  hundreds  in  the  aggregate),  cannot  obtain  any  material 
concession  from  first  class  newspapers,  and  that  those  advertisers 
who  have  large  advertisements,  amounting  to  considerable  sums  in 
individual  publications,  are  apt  to  learn  that  where  they  obtain  the 
concession  of  the  agent's  commission,  we  are  able  to  secure  a  still 
lower  net  price  for  them  and  at  the  same  time  retain  our  own  profit 
intact.     For  instance,  a  paper  charging  $100  for  a  specified  adver- 
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tisement,  might  gladly  allow  a  concession,  called  an  agent's  commis- 
sion of  $25,  getting  a  net  price  of  $75,  while  we  should  not  think  of 
allowing  our  customer  to  pay  the  paper  in  question  more  than  $40, 
and  from  that  sum  should  exact  from  the  publisher  the  regular  al- 
lowance for  our  commission. 

This  is  a  subject  upon  which  an  advertiser  soon  comes  to  have  a 
decided  opinion,  and  it  is  something  in  favor  of  the  soundness  of 
our  conclusions  that  so  many  who  make  a  point  of  getting  the  best 
service  at  the  smallest  cost,  deal  largely  with  our  house  or  similar 
establishments.  It  may  as  well  be  stated  here  that  although  unwill- 
ing to  promise  an  advertiser  a  concession  from  our  commission  or 
to  admit  a  right  on  his  part  to  ask  it,  yet  in  point  of  fact  such  a 
concession  is  exceedingly  common.  Many  papers  allow  a  commis- 
sion of  25  per  cent,  which  is  a  larger  profit  than  we  consider  our- 
selves entitled  to,  except  on  trivial  orders  or  such  as  involve  un- 
usual attention  to  detail.  It  often  happens  in  this  way.  Example: 
We  have  named  $12  as  the  price  for  an  advertisement  in  a  certain 
newspaper  without  any  reference  to  the  publisher's  schedule,  which 
we  are  aware  demands  much  more;  with  25  per  cent  off  the  cost 
to  us  is  $g  net,  giving  a  profit  of  $3.  Now,  if  the  publisher  returns 
the  order  and  demands  $20  for  the  required  service,  it  is  evident 
that  we  cannot  comply.  The  commission  upon  $20  is  $5,  making 
the  net  cost  to  us  $15,  which  is  $3  more  than  we  are  to  receive.  If 
we  believe  the  publisher  likely  to  consent  to  a  compromise  we  can 
with  safety  to  ourselves  offer  $15  gross,  the  commission  upon  that 
sum  being  $3.75  makes  the  net  cost  to  us  $11.25,  while  the  adver- 
tiser pays  $12,  a  profit  of  75c,  which,  although  too  small  standing 
by  itself,  is,  if  the  advertiser  is  entirely  responsible,  more  satisfac- 
tory than  it  would  be  to  ask  for  an  advance  or  to  omit  the  paper 
from  the  contract. 

The  efforts  which  have  been  made  by  our  firm  to  print  and 
spread  abroad  information  concerning  the  quality  and  character  of 
newspapers  and  their  circulations,  and  the  persistent  advertising  of 
our  business,  which  it  has  been  our  policy  to  maintain,  has  brought, 
and  continues  to  bring  us,  applications  of  a  miscellaneous  class 
(largely  from  persons  who  are  entirely  unknown  to  us),  so  that  to 
answer  all,  fully  and  in  detail,  by  special  letters  and  estimates  for 
each  applicant,  would,  while  resulting  in  no  adequate  profit  to  our- 
selves, leave  us  little  time  to  attend  to  anything  else.  We  have 
therefore  prepared  circulars  which  contain  the  information  gen- 
erally sought. 

We  have  entered  upon  contracts  with  selected  newspapers 
throughout  most  of  the  States,  whereby  we  insert  small  advertise- 
ments, which  are  to  appear  for  a  short  period,  at  rates  decidedly  fa- 
vorable to  the  advertiser. 

These  combinations,  known  as  Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.'s  select 
lists  of  local  newspapers,  we  conduct  as  proprietors,  extending  to 
establishments  similar  to  our  own  the  privilege  of  taking  orders  for 
them,  and  receiving  a  commission  approximating  that  allowed  by 
publishers  for  a  similar  amount  of  patronage.  The  rates  for  these 
combinations  of  newspapers  are  plainly  printed  and  rarely  varied 
from,  but  are  freely  quoted  in  writing  for  any  inquirer,  and  these 
quotations  are  the  only  estimate  issued  from  our  office  which 
guarantee  insertion  in  a  combination  of  newspapers  at  any  marked 
reduction  from  publishers'  shedule  rates. 

There  are  other  similar  (although  lower-priced)   lists,  conducted 
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by  different  establishments,  more  or  less  like  our  own,  for  which  we 
solicit  advertisements  and  quote  terms  supposed  to  be  as  favorable 
to  our  patrons  as  can  elsewhere  be  obtained. 

Whenever  an  advertiser  expects  to  pay  the  rates  of  the  news- 
paper he  intends  using,  we  guarantee  prompt  insertions,  and  for 
small  advertisements,  to  appear  for  a  short  period  only,  in  a  limited 
list  of  high-priced  journals,  customers  expect  to  pay  the  rates  fixed 
by  the  publishers'  schedule. 

The  practice  of  remitting  to  the  advertiser  a  portion  of  the  com- 
mission on  small  orders  brings  with  it  a  tendency  to  permit  remiss- 
ness on  the  part  of  publishers  in  rendering  the  full  number  of  inser- 
tions contracted  for,  crowding  the  space  or  in  some  of  various  ways 
to  make  good  the  remitted  portion  of  the  commission.  It  is  doubt- 
less true  that  orders  so  taken  are  often  faithfully  carried  out,  but 
first-class  service  cannot  be  afforded,  and  therefore  ought  not  to  be 
promised.  Take  a  case  in  point.  A  ioo  line  advertisement  inserted 
in  the  N.  Y.  Daily  Times  costs  $20,  upon  which  the  commission  is 
$2.  Ten  per  cent  is  as  small  a  profit  as  will  pay  for  the  transaction 
of  a  business  involving  so  much  attention.  But  there  are  those  who 
would  remit  one-half  of  the  commission  and  take  the  order  for  $19, 
or  possibly,  in  a  competition,  and  to  make  certain  of  a  first  order, 
which  may  lead  to  other  and  more  profitable  transactions,  would 
make  even  a  greater  concession.  This  sort  of  competition  is  man- 
aged to  best  advantage  by  canvassers  or  those  agents  who  have  light 
expenses,  because  not  assuming  the  cost  of  maintaining  an  office  or 
checking  the  insertion  of  advertisements. 

An  advertiser  having  extended  dealings  finds  it  prudent  to  place 
his  interests  in  charge  of  persons  having  the  required  facilities  com- 
bined with  experience  and  responsibility.  The  practice  of  seeking 
business  which  must  be  done  without  profit,  for  the  sake  of  estab- 
lishing a  name  for  cheap  service,  and  the  hope  that  a  profit  may  be 
realized  after  the  confidence  of  the  advertiser  has  been  secured,  is 
one  which  never  recommended  itself  to  us.  But,  notwithstanding  all 
the  above,  we  do  not  expect  any  patrons  of  ours  to  pay  us  more 
money  than  would  elsewhere  obtain  the  same  service. 

Nothing  is  more  quickly  affected  by  stagnation  of  business  than 
space  in  the  advertising  columns  of  newspapers.  It  is  unlike  other 
kinds  of  merchandise.  The  grocer  who  owns  a  barrel  of  sugar  will  . 
have  it  in  stock  to-morrow  if  he  does  not  sell  to-day;  and  although 
the  price  of  sugar  may  decline,  it  will  be  worth  something,  and  there 
is  a  possibility  that  the  price  may  advance. 

How  is  it  with  a  man  who  has  a  column  of  space  to  dispose  of? 
His  newspaper  goes  to  press  to-day !  If  he  does  not  sell  his  spac? 
it  is  lost,  and  worse  than  lost,  for  if  an  advertiser  does  not  pay  for 
an  advertisement  to  fill  it,  the  printer  must  be  paid  for  the  neces- 
sary type-setting  required  for  filling  it  with  reading  matter.  Con- 
sequently, in  the  majority  of  newspapers,  except  for  the  small  an- 
nouncements which  come  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  the  local  patron- 
age which  is  compelled  to  come  from  the  necessities  of  the  case,  the 
price  of  advertising  depends  largely  upon  the  question,  "How  much, 
can  we  get?" 

Publishers  become  expert,  and  can  tell  better  than  would  be  im- 
agined how  much  an  advertiser  will  pay.  The  vender  of  a  patent 
medicine  who  has  sold  to  a  village  druggist  $100  worth  of  goods  on 
a  promise  to  advertise  a  column  a  year  in  the  village  paper,  will  find 
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the  price  of  that  column  held  with  greater  firmness  if  the  village  edi- 
tor happens  to  have  heard  of  the  transaction. 

So,  also,  when  half  a  dozen  advertising  agencies  have  applied  to 
a  publisher  for  a  special  price  for  a  specified  advertisement,  he  as- 
sumes that  one  or  the  other  of  them  will  contract  for  and  promise 
the  use  of  his  paper,  and  that  all  that  remains  for  him  to  do  will  be 
to  fix  a  price  and  hold  to  it  firmly,  believing  that  the  successful  bid- 
der will  be  compelled  to  come  to  his  terms. 

For  a  ten-line  reading  notice  in  an  ordinary  country  weekly  one 
dollar  is  charged ;  few  print  any  lower  rate  than  ten  cents  a  line  for 
reading  matter,  which  would  make  a  year's  insertion  cost  $52 — at 
schedule  rates — while  ninety-five  out  of  every  hundred  publishers 
would  accept  the  order  at  from  $3  to  $8,  but  there  would  be  one  or 
two  in  every  hundred  who,  without  being  worth  intrinsically  any 
more  than  the  others,  would  insist  upon  the  full  charge.  Consid- 
eration of  these  facts  made  it  apparent  that  we  should  best  serve  all 
interests  by  never  undertaking  to  sell  newspaper  space  of  which  we 
had  not  previously  become  possessed  or  obtained  a  reliable  quotation. 

When  a  newspaper  publisher  has  much  less  advertising  than  he 
is  in  the  habit  of  thinking  his  paper  should  carry,  he  is  not  likely 
to  refuse  even  a  low  offer  for  a  desirable  advertisement.  The  pub- 
lisher of  a  country  weekly,  who  asks  $100  per  annum  for  a  column, 
having  a  couple  of  columns  to  spare,  will  be  likely  to  sell  one  at  a 
low  rate  to  a  responsible  purchaser;  possibly  as  little  as  $40  would 
be  accepted ;  but  after  the  contract  is  closed,  if  another  advertiser 
applies  for  a  column,  he  will  be  likely  to  have  to  pay  a  higher  rate; 
and  if  two  or  three  come  along,  the  paper  becomes  so  crowded  that 
the  last  applicant  will  be  refused  a  column  even  at  $100,  on  the 
ground  that  some  space  must  be  reserved  for  transient  customers. 

So  also  a  paper  which  has  promised  special  positions  to  two  or 
three  advertisers  ceases  to  have  desirable  positions  to  offer,  and  de- 
mands a  high  price  from  a  new  applicant,  while  a  neighboring  jour- 
nal, which  may  be  better  or  quite  as  good,  not  happening  to  have 
made  any  such  contract,  is  entirely  free,  and  may  grant  the  place 
asked,  without  an  increased  charge. 

What  we  strive  to  make  plain  is,  that  so  many  things  influence 
the  price  of  an  advertisement,  that  if  compelled  to  promise  an  ad- 
vertiser in  advance  exactly  what  we  will  do,  we  are  obliged  to  charge 
an  extra  price  to  cover  contingencies.  We  have  often  procured  ad- 
vertising for  $20  which  v/e  should  not  have  been  willing  to  promise 
for  $50. 

Advertising  costs  a  large  amount  of  money.  No  advertiser  can 
afford  to  pay  publishers'  schedule  rates  for  an  extensive  line  of  ad- 
vertising. The  question  becomes,  then,  What  is  the  method  which 
will  obtain  the  largest  possible  amount  of  newspaper  publicity  for 
the  smallest  investment  of  capital?  When  an  advertiser  who  is  a 
patron  of  our  agency  applies  to  us  for  an  estimate, :  we  carry  out 
against  the  name  of  each  paper  upon  his  list  the  price  which  we  rec- 
ommend him  to  offer.  If  he  is  not  anxious  about  particular  papers 
and  is  willing  to  omit  any  which  will  not  contract  at  a  low  rate, 
considering  its  circulation,  position  and  influence,  the  prices  will  be 
lower  than  they  would  be  if  he  were  more  desirous  of  using  all  or 
nearly  all  the  papers  on  the  list.  Sometimes  an  advertiser  wishes 
to  reach  the  people  of  a  certain  State  and  is  willing  to  invest  not  to 
exceed  an  amount  of  money  which  he  names.  In  that  case  we  should 
make  a  complete  list  of  all  the  newspapers  issued  in  that  State,  and 
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against  each  affix  a  price  which  will  be  undoubtedly  a  low  one  for 
the  service  demanded. 

It  is  not  expected  that  all  will  accept.  Sometimes  the  price  is 
made  so  low,  that  it  is  not  believed  that  more  than  one-fourth,  or 
one-third,  will  consent  to  do  the  work  at  the  figures  named.  Fre- 
quently the  lesult  is  surprising,  especially  if  the  proposals  happen  to 
be  forwarded  when  advertising  business  is  slack.  After  all  have  been 
heard  from,  it  is  customary  to  review  the  correspondence,  in  com- 
pany with  the  advertiser,  and  then  reasonable  proposals  from  pub- 
lishers at  important  points  who  have  not  accepted  the  original  propo- 
sitions can  be  considered  and  acted  upon. 

Estimates  of  this  sort  are  subject  to  revision  by  the  advertiser 
who  brings  to  bear  upon  them  any  knowledge  which  his  experience 
with  his  own  advertising  has  given  him;  and  if  we  seem  to  him  to 
have  marked  too  high  a  price  for  any  paper  he  notes  the  case  and 
the  figures  are  reconsidered.  All  correspondence  received  by  either 
the  advertiser  or  ourselves,  having  bearing  upon  the  advertising  un- 
der consideration,  is  open  to  inspection  of  both  parties. 

In  fixing  the  prices  which  shall  be  offered  each  paper,  good  judg- 
ment is  needed.  An  advertisement  which  would  cost  at  schedule 
rates  in  the  Chicago  Times  $5,000,  would  amount  to  no  more  than 
$300  in  the  Peoria  Transcript,  for  the  same  number  of  insertions; 
often  when  all  in  a  State  are  used,  the  best  bargains  are  among  the 
papers  to  which  the  largest  amount  of  money  is  paid. 

The  undoubted  truth  of  this  statement  sometimes  leads  adver- 
tisers into  the  error  of  supposing  that  a  newspaper  must  be  valuable 
because  it  charges  a  high  price,  or  that  no  price  can  be  actually  too 
high  for  a  really  good  paper. 

In  fixing  the  value  of  advertising  space  in  any  particular  jour- 
nal, the  first  question  to  be  considered  is  the  number  of  copies 
issued;  next,  the  character  or  quality  of  the  circulation. 

A  well-printed  paper  is  worth  more  than  one  badly  printed;  an 
influential  journal  carries  more  weight  than  one  without  reputation. 

So  also  a  paper  which  habitually  charges  high  prices  for  its  ad- 
vertising thereby  makes  its  columns  exclusive,  and  will  have  fewer 
and,  as  a  rule,  a  better  class  of  advertisements,  and  is  worth  some- 
thing more  on  that  account. 

The  value  of  all  these  considerations  is  recognized,  but  exactly 
how  much  each  one  is  to  be  considered  becomes  a  question  of  judg- 
ment. ' 

One  other  point.  No  matter  how  valuable  any  newspaper  may 
be,  no  advertiser  wants  to  pay  for  the  mention  of  his  announcement 
in  its  columns  any  more  than  the  lowest  price  which  can  be  made 
to  secure  the  service  required.  If  it  can  be  had  for  $20  he  will  not 
willingly  pay  $25,  even  if  he  considers  it  actually  worth  $40. 

It  has  been  urged  against  our  system  of  business  that  by  it  the 
advertiser  never  knows  what  his  advertising  is  going  to  cost;  but 
we  have  not  been  able  to  see  the  force  of  this  reasoning.  The  ad- 
vertiser is  not  in  our  hands,  but  in  his  own.  He  goes  into  no  paper 
except  at  a  price  which  both  he  and  ourselves  consider  a  low  or  a 
fair  one.  We  are  both  interested  that  no  publisher  shall  compel  a 
payment  above  the  value  of  his  circulation  and  influence.  He  knows 
as  well  how  much  the  advertisement  is  to  cost,  as  he  would  if  doing 
the  business  himself,  direct  with  the  publishers.  He  knows  what 
each  paper  will  cost  if  it  accepts  the  work  at  the  price  offered,  and 
that  no  paper  will  receive  any  larger  price  until  he,  the  advertiser, 
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has  considered  the  reasons  therefor  and  decided  that  they  are  good. 

Whenever  we  are  doing  the  advertising  for  any  individual,  or 
firm,  we  consider  them  entitled  to  our  best  services.  If  they  sug- 
gest a  paper  which  we  know  to  be  not  the  best  for  their  purpose,  we 
say  so  and  give  the  reasons.  We  often  expend  a  good  deal  of  time 
for  very  small  advertisers,  much  more  than  the  profits  on  their 
patronage  would  warrant;  but  as  they  entrust  to  us  what  they  have 
to  disburse,  and  influence  in  our  direction  the  patronage  of  their 
friends  and  acquaintances,  we  are  content. 

The  man  who  applies  to  many  agencies  cannot  always  tell  to  his 
satisfaction  which  actually  does  offer  the  best  inducements,  while 
the  feeling  which  he  brings  about  is  not  calculated  to  secure  the  best 
service  of  any.  Almost  every  advertiser  of  prominence  who  has-  an 
established  financial  rating,  makes  his  advertising  contracts  through 
the  same  advertising  agency  from  year  to  year. 

It  is  a  matter  of  prime  importance  to  us,  for  the  purpose  of  main- 
taining our  influence  with  publishers,  that  it  shall  come  to  be  under- 
stood among  them  that  our  statements  about  the  adverising  to  be 
done,  or  not  to  be  dpne,  are  to  be  relied  upon,  and  to  this  end  our 
dealing  with  our  advertising  patrons  must  be  upon  a  basis  of  mutual 
confidence  and  respect. 

By  a  system  of  competing  estimates,  the  interests  of  the  agent 
and  advertiser  are  antagonistic.  They  stand  to  each  other  in  the 
relation  of  buyer  and  seller.  Our  relation  is  that  of  a  skilled  assist- 
ant to  the  buyer ;  we  act  as  counsel  for  him ;  we  give  him  the  advan- 
tage of  any  knowledge  which  we  possess  to  enable  him  to  procure 
for  his  money  the  most  service  which  that  money  will  buy. 

We  have  shown  that  formerly  the  agent  represented  the  news- 
paper and  was  subject  to  instructions  issued  from  the  publisher.  In 
contracting  with  an  advertiser,  he  strove  for  the  best  price  to  be  ob- 
tained, his  duty  being  owed  to  the  newspaper  which  accepted  his 
contract,  protected  him  with  his  customer,  released  him  from  obli- 
gations if  the  advertiser  proved  financially  unsound,  and  allowed 
him  his  commission  on  all  payments  received.  In  those  days  there 
were  no  such  things  as  newspaper  directories  or  printed  reports  of 
newspaper  circulations.     Now  things  are  changed. 

The  commission  is  still  allowed  to  the  agent  by  the  publisher,  but 
so  freely  and  with  such  slight  question,  to  so  large  a  number,  that 
rival  agents  in  every  city  urge  a  conflicting  authority  to  represent 
every  newspaper  of  importance,  and  the  most  successful  one  finds 
his  profit  not  in  a  commission  from  schedule  rates,  but  in  his  knowl- 
edge of  the  lowest  price  which  a  publisher  will  be  likely  to  accept, 
in  his  confidential  relation  with  advertisers  who  entrust  their  patron- 
age to  his  management,  and  in  an  established  credit  which  makes  his 
orders  as  current  as  bank-notes  among  the  newspaper  offices. 

His  strength  or  weakness  depends  so  largely  upon  his  relations  to 
his  advertising  customers  that  the  advertising  agent  of  to-day  may 
be  said  to  work  fully  and  wholly  for  the  advertiser,  having  no  con- 
cern about  his  standing  with  publishers  beyond  a  reputation  for 
systematic  methods  of  business  and  the  prompt  settlement  of  ac- 
counts. He  makes  his  money  out  of  the  advertiser,  and  owes  ser- 
vice to  the  advertiser,  and  to  him  alone.  The  publisher  is  respon- 
sible to  the  advertising  agent,  and  the  agent  to  his  advertising  patron. 
The  advertiser  could,  with  entire  propriety,  pay  the  agent  for  his 
services,  but  the  practice  of  allowing  a  commission  is  so  thoroughly 
established  among  publishers  that  its  propriety  is  never  questioned,, 
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The  real  strength  of  the  agent  lies  in  his  ability  to  obtain  the 
greatest  concession  from  publishers'  rates. 

To  know  what  newspapers  must  have  $100  for  a  one-hundred- 
dollar  advertisement,  and  what  one  will  take  the  same  for  $50,  $30, 
or  $10,  is  the  most  useful  and  profitable  portion  of  the  stock  in  trade 
of  the  successful  advertising  agency. 

We  promise  those  advertisers  who  entrust  their  advertising  pa- 
tronage to  our  management  that  we  will  not  allow  them  to  be 
charged  in  any  instance  any  more  than  the  publishers'  schedule 
rates ;  that  we  will  procure  for  them  the  acceptance  of  any  advan- 
tageous offer  made  to  them  definitely  by  any  newspaper  publisher, 
advertising  agent,  or  canvasser  of  responsibility.  Although  we  are 
unwilling  to  do  work  without  a  profit,  and  never  offer  to  do  so,  yet 
in  conformity  with  the  promise  made  above,  we  sometimes  find  it 
advisable.  Competitors  anxious  to  gain  a  hearing  and  secure  atten- 
tion, occasionally  make  offers  which  it  would  advance  the  true  inter- 
ests of  our  customers  to  accept.  In  such  cases  we  hold  ourselves 
bound  to  secure  the  bargain  offered. 

These  bargains  are  sometimes  based  upon  some  actual  advan- 
tage possessed  by  the  person  making  the  offer,  and  in  carrying  out 
the  agreement  we  might  employ  the  very  person  who  made  the  pro- 
posal. In  that  case  the  interests  of  our  patron  are  as  fully  protected, 
and  we  have  the  satisfaction  of  retaining  the  supervision  of  his  ex- 
penditures, and  knowing  that  they  are  such  as  we  would  recommend. 

If  in  this  way  we  at  times  become  possessed  of  information  which 
is  of  service  to  us,  we  presume  no  one  would  be  otherwise  than 
pleased  to  have  been  a  means  of  advantage  or  profit.  It  is  our  inten- 
tion to  deserve  the  good  will  of  those  who  do  business  with  us. 

We  promise  that  the  placing  of  patronage  with  us  shall  never 
result  to  the  pecuniary  disadvantage  of  the  advertiser. 

Applicants  for  our  services  should  note  the  instructions  given 
below,  as  by  so  doing  delay  and  correspondence  will  often  be  saved. 

A  copy  of  the  advertisement  to  be  used  is  the  first  requisite. 

Nothing  tells  so  well  the  object  which  the  advertiser  desires  to 
accomplish. 

If  it  is  not  possible  to  prepare  the  copy  for  exhibition  when  ne- 
gotiations are  commenced,  it  is  well  to  select  from  some  newspaper 
a  similar  advertisement,  and  all  figures  and  estimates  can  then  be 
made  for  that  as  though  it  were  the  copy  actually  to  be  used. 

Some  newspapers  insert  no  medical  advertisements;  some  object 
to  such  as  seem  to  promise  the  public  more  than  it  would  seem 
possible  to  give  for  the  consideration  asked ;  some  exclude  announce- 
ments which  leave  the  reader  in  doubt  concerning  the  object  or  bus- 
iness of  the  advertiser;  many  decline  to  place  before  their  readers 
the  prospectuses  of  other  newspapers.  In  certain  States  the  laws 
forbid  the  publication  of  any  scheme  which  partakes  of  the  charac- 
ter of  a  lottery  or  gift  enterprise. 

So  also  many  papers  have  special  rates  for  certain  classes  of  ad_- 
vertisements ;  as,  for  instance,  amusements  and  legal  advertisements 
are  often  charged  at  an  advanced  price,  while  New  Books  and  Rail- 
road or  Steamship  Time  Tables  are  in  many  prominent  journals  ad- 
vertised at  a  discount  from  25  to  50  per  cent  from  the  schedule  fixed 
for  other  kinds  of  business. 

The  space  which  an  advertisement  is  to  occupy  should  be  desig- 
nated if  the  advertiser  is  particular  upon  that  point. 

This  should  be  in  inches  or  lines,  and  if  in  lines,  the  kind  of 
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type  should  be  specified  (Agate  or  Nonpareil).  The  term  "square" 
should  never  be  used  in  this  connection,  its  meaning  is  too  indefinite. 

If  the  advertisement  requires  no  special  display,  the  space  may  be 
ordered  to  be  "as  small  as  possible." 

If  only  a  head  line  or  one  display  line  is  wished  to  be  made  prom- 
inent that  statement  is  sufficiently  definite. 

If  definite  instructions  are  not  given  at  the  time  of  sending  copy, 
we  consider  that  it  is  left  to  our  own  judgment  and  act  accordingly. 

When  printed  copy  is  furnished,  in  the  absence  of  instructions  to 
the  contrary,  it  is  taken  as  indicating  the  display  desired. 

When  an  advertiser  is  content  to  leave  the  matter  of  display  to 
our  own  judgment  it  is  generally  best  for  all  parties,  but  in  contracts 
of  importance  it  is  our  custom  to  have  sample  advertisements  printed 
and  approved  before  forwarding  for  publication.  For  this  service  it 
is  not  our  practice  to  make  any  charge. 

After  the  advertisement  has  been  determined  upon  the  next  mat- 
ter of  importance  is  the  names  of  the  newspapers  to  be  used. 

The  list  should  designate  whether  daily  or  weekly  issues  are 
wanted,  or  both,  and  whether,  in  dailies,  the  advertisement  shall  ap- 
pear once,  twice,  thrice,  or  six  times  a  week,  or  include  a  Sunday 
edition,  if  one  is  issued  in  connection  with  the  paper  under  consid- 
eration. 

When  the  advertiser  is  competent  to  do  so,  he  usually  makes  his 
list  without  aid  from  us.  When  not  posted  about  newspapers,  it  is 
a  general  practice  to  write  out  a  list  of  towns  and  submit  it  to  us ; 
after  which  we  write  against  each  town  or  city  the  paper  or  papers 
which  we  recommend  as  best  calculated  to  serve  the  interest  of  our 
patrons. 

Sometimes  our  patrons  are  unable  to  name  the  papers  which  they 
ought  to  use.  They  wish  to  reach  a  class  or  section.  For  such  it  is 
our  duty  to  make  known  the  publications  likely  to  accomplish  the 
object  which  they  have  in  view. 

Persons  who  have  had  little  experience  as  advertisers  often  have 
a  pretty  clear  understanding  of  what  they  would  like  to  do,  but  are 
entirely  ignorant  of  the  probable  cost. 

We  have  made  out  for  such  a  person  a  plan  of  advertising  call- 
ing for  an  investment  of  $5,000,  and  on  submitting  it  for  approval, 
found  our  customer  dismayed  at  the  magnitude  of  the  expense,  he 
not  having  contemplated  an  expenditure  exceeding  $200  or  $300.  In 
such  a  case  labor  would  have  been  saved  if  at  the  commencement 
of  the  negotiation  the  question  had  been  asked :  "How  much  money 
are  you  prepared  to  devote  to  this  advertising?" 

We  work  with  the  advertiser  and  for  the  advertiser  precisely 
as  an  expert  whose  services  were  obtained  to  aid  him  at  his  own 
office  would  do — precisely  as  the  advertiser  would  do  his  own  busi- 
ness, did  he  possess  our  facilities,  knowledge  and  experience. 

It  is  hoped  that  those  who  read  the  foregoing  with  so  much  care 
as  to  be  able  to  comprehend  the  system  which  we  adopt,  will  recog- 
nize and  acknowledge  the  cogency  of  reasoning  which  has  recom- 
mended the  methods  we  announce.  To  such  we  promise  that  what- 
ever advertising  contract  is  entrusted  to  us  shall  receive  our  best 
consideration  and  attention.  If  we  are  not  always  willing  to  con- 
sider propositions  from  advertisers  who  do  not  understand  or  ap- 
prove of  our  system  of  procedure,  we  ask  that  no  one  will  believ; 
us  to  be  less  anxious  than  we  ought  to  be  to  secure  patronage.  To 
entertain  proposals  to  transact  business  in  any  other  way  would  be 
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to  disregard  the  teachings  of  thirteen  years  of  our  experience;  to 
abandon  a  system  which  we  have  found  to  be  the  one  upon  which 
we  can  best  maintain  dignity  in  our  correspondence  with  publishers, 
and  one  which  has  retained  longest  and  satisfied  best  those  patrons 
who  have  dealt  most  largely  with  us.  No  sum,  to  be  invested  by  an 
advertiser,  is  so  small  that  we  do  not  desire  to  have  its  manage- 
nient  entrusted  to  us ;  neither  is  the  patronage  of  any  advertiser  so 
important  that  we  can  afford  to  undertake  it,  if  by  doing  so  we  must 
abandon  the  principles  which  we  conceive  to  be  the  only  ones  proper 
for  the  correct  conduct  of  our  affairs.  The  advertiser  who  has  an 
estimate  from  a  good  and  responsible  Advertising  Agency  can  hardly 
be  supposed  to  need  our  services.  We  do  work  in  the  best  and  most 
thorough  manner;  no  house  has  better  credit  or  standing  in  news- 
paper offices;  but  to  have  it  said  that,  had  we  not  taken  the  adver- 
tisement in  question  another  Agency  would  have  forwarded  it  at 
higher  price,  does  not  improve  or  add  to  our  popularity.  It  is  bet- 
ter that  no  other  Agency  have  any  concern  in  the  affair. 

If  the  advertiser  has  an  estimate  from  an  Agency  which  is  neither 
honest,  solvent  or  capable,  or  lacking  in  either  particular,  we  are 
tolerably  certain  not  to  be  able  to  promise  so  much,  and  performance 
is  a  matter  which  cannot  be  weighed  until  after  the  contract  has  been 
issued.  That  we  decline  submitting  estimates  when  competition  is 
invited,  must  not  be  construed  as  indicating  any  lack  of  eagerness 
to  secure  patronage,  but  attributed  to  the  feeling,  on  our  part,  that 
such  a  course  will  best  subserve  all  the  interests  involved. 
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I  should  think  it  was  during  the  closing  days  of  the  year 
1879,  that  at  the  annual  banquet  of  the  New  England  Soci- 
ety I  was  introduced  by  my  old  friend,  Hon.  Horace  Rus- 
sell, to  a  man  then  prominent  in  the  leather  trade,  which  at 
that  time  and  ever  since,  has  been  congested  in  the  swamp 
at  the  foot  of  Spruce  street  where  my  office  has  so  long  been 
situated.  This  gentleman  invited  me  a  day  or  two  later  to 
dine  with  him  at  the  rather  newly  organized  Hide  and 
Leather  Club,  occupying  chambers  in  the  building  at  the 
northeast  corner  of  Ferry  and  Gold  streets.  The  place  was 
so  convenient  for  a  luncheon  club,  and  the  company  so  con- 
genial, that  I  afterwards  sought  and  was  accorded  a  mem- 
bership ;  and,  following  invitations  from  me  to  partake  of 
hospitalities  there,  three  other  men,  more  or  less  associated 
with  my  own  line  of  business,  eventually  became  members ; 
and  we,  with  six  or  seven  others,  commonly  occupied  a 
table  in  an  inner  room  that  would  conveniently  accommo- 
date a  dozen  diners ;  and  here,  from  day  to  day,  I  am  confi- 
dent we  ate  more  hearty  luncheons  than  were  good  for  us, 
and  lingered  longer  than  we  should  have  done  over  cigars, 
coffee  and  other  things. 

At  the  age  of  forty,  and  beyond  that,  one  hardly  expects 
to  form  friendships  that  shall  have  anything  like  the  per- 
manence and  sincerity  of  those  made  in  youth  or  man- 
hood's early  bloom,  but  something  pretty  near  to  that  was, 
in  two  or  three  instances  at  least,  a  result  of  the  daily  meet- 
ings at  the  Hide  and  Leather  Club.  It  is  out  of  existence 
now.  It  was  too  beautiful  to  last.  William  Palen,  the  first 
president,  known  to  the  leather  trade  everywhere,  always 
sat  at  the  head  of  the  table  in  that  little  inner  room-  He 
was  then  a  man  of  fully  sixty  years.  My  friend  already  re- 
ferred to,  Mr.  Charles  H.  Isham,  had  the  place,  one  or  two 
seats  removed,  at  Palen's  left;  opposite  him  it  became  the 
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usage  for  the  seat  to  be  occupied  by  Isaac  W.  England, 
then  the  publisher  of  the  New  York  Sun;  at  England's 
right  sat  my  old  friend  William  D.  Wilson,  founder  of  the 
Printing  Ink  Company  that  still  bears  his  name  and  is 
known  to  many  readers  of  Printers'  Ink  as  the  fountain 
head  from  which  the  alleged  Printers  Ink  Jonson — who 
sells  ink  everywhere  and  pays  the  freight,  but  always  in- 


GEO.    P.    ROWELL.  CHAS.    H.    ISHAM.  W.    D.    WILSON. 

WI.    PALEN.  I.    W.    ENGLAND.  J.    H.   BATES. 

sists  upon  fingering  the  cash  before  letting  go  of  the  goods 
—actually  draws  his  supplies.  The  seat  between  Isham 
and  Palen  gradually  became  recognized  as  pre-empted  for 
James  H.  Bates,  the  advertising  agent;  he,  with  Wilson, 
England  and  myself,  constituting  the  outside  element  of  the 
Club ;  all  the  rest  being  in  the  leather  trade ;  if  we  do  not 
further  except  Isaac  H.  Bailey,  at  that  time  the  owner  and 
publisher  of  the  Shoe  and  Leather  Reporter.    I  often  sat  at 

251 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

the  foot  of  the  table,  opposite  Mr.  Palen.  Of  the  vacant 
seats  a  good  portion  were  likely  to  be  filled  by  guests,  al- 
though M.  H.  Moody,  whose  office  was  with  Mr.  Isham; 
Mr.  Barnes,  who  took  no  pride  in  the  circumstance  that  he 
was  a  brother-in-law  of  Ex-Mayor  A.  Oakey  Hall ;  G.  B. 
Horton  of  the  firm  of  Horton  Brothers,  tanners ;  Mr-  Nel- 
son, associated  with  Mr.  Palen;  and  Mark  and  Oliver,  of 
the  prominent  firm  of  Hoyt  Brothers;  were  more  or  less 
constant  in  their  attendance.  Moody,  Nelson,  Isham  and 
the  writer  still  remain  (in  1905),  but  all  the  others  have 
passed  away.  England  went  first,  Wilson  not  much  later, 
Bates  not  till  1902  and  Mr.  Palen — at  the  ripe  age  of  86 — - 
during  the  latter  part  of  1904.  Of  the  six  members  who 
went  one  day,  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  to  a  pho- 
tographer, who  stood  them  up  like  a  group  of  schoolboys, 
only  two  survive,  Mr.  Isham  and  the  writer ;  and  to  a  recent 
proposal  to  draw  lots  to  determine  who  should  go  next  the 
elder  man  responded  in  a  manner  that  indicated  he  thought 
there  was  a  screw  loose  in  the  Presbyterianism  of  the  propo- 
sition. 

It  was  at  the  table  of  the  Hide  and  Leather  Club  that  I 
saw  the  celebrated  Tom  Reed  for  the  first  time ;  and  it  was 
there  that  I  saw  General  Grant  for  the  last  time.  Reed  was 
a  friend  of  Bailey's,  both  hailing  from  Maine.  Bailey  was 
a  wit;  but  brusque  and  sometimes  merciless  in  the  use  he 
made  of  his  ability  to  say  bright  things.  One  day  Mr.  Palen 
was  late,  Bailey  took  his  seat,  but  apologized  when  Palen 
came  in.  Palen  said,  with  a  trace  of  sarcasm,  "Physically 
it  is  well  filled."  "Intellectually  it  never  has  been,"  was 
the  laconic  rejoinder.  The  year  Bailey  was  President  of 
the  New  England  Society  President  Grant  attended,  and 
Lieutenant  General  W.  T.  Sherman  was  there  also.  In  his 
introductory  remarks,  as  master  of  ceremonies,  Mr.  Bailey 
said,  "You  will  notice  that  we  have  not  with  us  to-night  any 
member  of  either  house  of  Congress.  The  President  is 
here  and  the  General  of  our  armies" — pause — "We  had  to 
draw  the  line — somewhere!"  Notwithstanding  the  facility 
with  which  Bailey  usually  arose  to  an  occasion  it  was  won- 
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derful  with  what  apparent  lack  of  effort  Reed  could  and 
did  cap  Bailey's  rather  cruel  sallies ;  and  how  thoroughly 
each  sentence  seemed  so  effective  as  to  leave  no  possible 
further  word  to  be  said. 

It  was  at  this  table  that  Judge  Noah  Davis  mentioned 
one  day  a  retort  made  to  him  by  some  one  who  was  before 
him,  while  on  the  bench,  and  to  whom  he  had  felt  obliged 
to  say,  "You  are  no  gentleman,"  to  which  remark  the  other 
retorted  with  a  deprecating  grimace,  "You  are  no  judge !" 

Mr.  England  was  an  uncut  diamond.  Those  who  knew 
him  well  found  him  gentle  as  a  woman  and  with  a  heart  as 
full  of  kindness.  When  he  departed  this  life,  and  I  knew 
that  I  should  see  his  face  no  more,  I  realized  that  never  be- 
fore had  I  been  called  upon  to  part  with  one  whose  associa- 
tion and  friendship  I  should  miss  so  much.  He  went  trout 
fishing  with  me  once  at  the  Rangeley  Lakes.  There  was 
quite  a  party  of  us  and  I  feared,  from  what  I  then  knew  of 
his  usual  manner,  that  he  would  not  prove  an  amiable  com- 
panion among  our  little  group,  most  of  whom  had  been  in 
camp  together  on  numerous  other  occasions.  We  found 
him  the  quietest  and  gentlest  of  the  lot;  and  he  took  me 
seriously  to  task  one  day  for  thoughtless,  needless  cruelty, 
because  I  attempted  to  shoot  a  flying  swallow.  It  would 
seem  a  difficult  feat  to  perform  but  in  truth  is  not  particu- 
larly so.  I  missed  that  one,  however,  and  tried  no  more 
while  my  mentor  was  by.  He  was  impressed  by  the  quiet 
of  the  wood,  by  the  lake  expanse,  the  effect  of  moonlight  on 
the  forest  at  evening,  by  the  simple  noonday  repast  in  some 
secluded  nook  by  the  lake  side  or  near  running  water;  and 
said  to  me  one  day,  thoughtfully,  "I  am  glad  I  came.  It  is 
a  new  experience  to  me,  and  leads  to  introspection;  and 
when  I  go  home  I  think  I  shall  speak  less  frequently  with 
impatience  or  annoyance  to  the  wife  and  the  little  ones." 

Mr.  Wilson  was  a  lovable  man,  a  warm-hearted  Irish- 
man. He  always  stated  things  strongly.  With  him  men 
were  of  two  classes.  Every  one  he  knew  was  either  a 
prince  or  a  dirty  dog.  The  princes  predominated  more  than 
ten  to  one.    His  strong  way  of  sizing  things  up  led  a  mem- 
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ber  to  cast  discredit  on  his  veracity  one  day.  It  was  a  man 
who  did  not  know  him  well.  Whereupon  another  member 
asserted  that  he  should  never  call  Wilson's  general  truth- 
fulness in  question,  although  he  might  be,  perhaps,  denomi- 
nated an  "evangelical  prevaricator" — seeming  to  intend  a 
covert  reference  to  Wilson's  ever  earnest  advocacy  of  the 
tenets  of  the  Methodist  Church,  of  which  he  was  a  sin- 
cerely devoted  adherent,  and  his  ever  ready  defense  of 
which  from  even  the  mildest  criticism  was  of  a  type  that  was 
pronounced  as  well  as  devotional.  It  was  a  privilege  to 
know  Wilson  in  his  home.  As  a  host  he  was  ideal.  In 
business  he  would  do  everything  possible  to  be  done  to  re- 
tain the  good  will  and  confidence  of  a  customer.  He  was  a 
good  sportsman,  a  delightful  companion  in  camp,  on  the 
trail  or  in  a  boat ;  an  ardent  and  enthusiastic  caster  of  the 
fly,  to  lure  the  wily  trout  or  bass.  No  one  had  a  more 
cheery  greeting,  a  more  hearty  hand-shake,  or  was  more 
•earnest  and  constant  in  adherence  and  loyalty  to  friends.  It 
is  nearly  twenty  years  now  since  we  buried  him  in  the 
pretty  cemetery  at  Roslyn,  Long  Island,  where  he  rests  only 
a  few  yards  away  from  his  old  neighbor,  William  Cullen 
Bryant,  the  poet,  so  long  editor  of  the  New  York  Evening 
Post,  which  in  those  days  was  always  printed  with  Wilson's 
Ink. 

After  Mr.  Wilson  died  it  was  the  wish  of  his  widow  to 
go  again  to  that  Emerald  Isle  that  had  been  the  land  of 
their  youth,  and  it  was  largely  with  a  desire  to  help  the  good 
lady  to  accomplish  her  desire  that  I  was  led  to  purchase  a 
controlling  interest  in  the  stock  of  his  company,  and  to  be- 
come, for  a  time  at  least,  a  manufacturer  of  printing  inks. 
I  never  could  bring  myself  to  approve  the  long  credits  and 
still  more  objectionable  methods  that  seemed  to  prevail  in 
that  trade,  some  of  which  led  to  giving  over  to  the  press- 
man or  buyer  a  considerable  percentage  of  the  price  paid 
for  inks ;  and  I  determined  to  try  an  experiment  one  time 
to  see  whether  it  were  or  were  not  actually  possible  to  in- 
duce people  to  buy  inks  and  pay  promptly  for  them,  and 
judge  them  by  quality  instead  of  favor  to  a  salesman,  or 
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on  account  of  money  accommodations  furnished  by  the  ink 
manufacturer.  It  was  with  this  object  in  view  that  I  in- 
augurated the  series  of  advertisements  that  have  run  in 
Printers'  Ink  for  the  last  dozen  years  or  more,  latterly  in 
the  trademark  name  of  Printers  Ink  Jonson.  At  first  the 
name  was  William  Johnston,  he  being  the  foreman  of  my 
printing  office,  and  expected  to  manage  the  correspondence, 
receiving  a  small  extra  compensation  therefor.  After  a 
time  it  became  evident  that  a  valuable  trademark  name  was 
being  created,  upon  which  its  creators  could  have  no  legal 
claim,  and  that  could  be  carried  over  to  a  competing  house, 
under  certain  possible  conditions  easy  to  conceive ;  and  so 
we  changed  the  name  one  day  in  the  advertisements,  and 
"Printers  Ink  Jonson"  became  famous  as  an  ink  dealer, 
while  plain  William  Johnston  remained  foreman  of  a  print- 
ing office  which  he  now  personally  owns  and  has  called  for 
some  years  "The  Printers'  Ink  Press."  In  the  beginning  I 
wrote  all  the  Johnston  advertisements,  and  they  proved  to- 
be  readable,  attracted  attention,  and  brought  business. 
Whoever  would  buy  must  send  the  cash  with  the  order. 
The  seller  paid  the  freight.  If  the  goods  were  not  found  as 
represented  they  could  be  sent  back  and  the  seller  paid  the 
freight  again  and  sent  back  the  whole  sum  that  had  been 
paid.  It  worked  very  well  and  has  tended  to  revolutionize 
the  ink  trade-  News  ink,  that  used  to  sell  all  the  way  from 
four  cents  to  twenty-five,  now  go  at  a  very  nearly  uniform 
rate  of  four  cents,  and  of  vermilion,  that  at  one  time  was 
retailed  at  thirty-two  dollars  an  ounce,  my  successors  in  the 
ink  trade  now  sell  a  collapsible  tube  containing  four  ounces 
for  the  more  moderate  charge  of  fifty  cents  for  the  pack- 
age and  contents,  the  price  including  carriage  to  the  point  of 
delivery,  whether  to  Hoboken  or  Hawaii.  I  gave  up  writ- 
ing the  Johnston  ads  after  a  time,  and  since  then  they  have 
been  the  work  of  Mr.  Daniel  F.  Barry,  the  present  secre- 
tary of  the  W.  D.  Wilson  Printing  Ink  Co.,  who,  before 
he  took  up  the  work,  had  not,  I  think,  ever  had  so  much  as 
a  thought  of  writing  an  advertisement. 

With  changes  that  are  inevitable — with  the  departure  of 
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three  or  four  of  the  inner  circle  by  death — the  Hide  and 
Leather  Club,  after  a  few  years,  disintegrated,  but  I  am 
confident  that  none  who  sat  by  that  table  in  the  inner  room 
can  ever  fail  to  recall  with  pleasure  many  an  hour  spent 
there  that  might  have  been  more  profitably  devoted  to  busi- 
ness. I  am  further  confident  that  if  I  had  tried  to  keep  up 
the  same  sort  of  mid-day  luncheons  I,  too,  should  before 
this  time  have  been  called  to  an  eternal  rest.  The  ten  cent 
luncheon  at  Dennett's  restaurant,  that  includes  a  bowl  of 
milk  and  seven  soda  crackers,  is,  I  think,  much  better  cal- 
culated to  prolong  life  than  all  the  luxuries  of  the  season, 
washed  down  with  fluids  no  matter  how  delectable.  Think 
of  the  late  Roswell  P.  Flower  dying  in  the  comparative 
youth  of  the  fifties,  of  an  acute  indigestion,  and  then  look 
at  Russell  Sage,  consider  his  daily  glass  of  milk  and  piece 
of  pie,  and  his  hale  and  hearty  age  of  eighty-nine  in  this 
year  of  our  Lord  1905.  It  may  be  a  question,  however, 
whether  it  is  not  more  blessed  to  be  one  person,  and  be 
dead,  than  another  and  live  on  and  on  indefinitely. 

Before  leaving  the  Hide  and  Leather  Club  to  oblivion  I 
feel  impelled  to  refer  again  to  the  man  who  happened  to  be 
the  means  of  my  connection  with  it,  although  he  was  neither 
printer,  advertising  expert,  nor  dealer  in  leather.  I  refer  to 
Hon.  Horace  Russell,  who  introduced  me  to  Charles  H. 
Isham  at  a  dinner  of  the  New  England  Society  and  out  of 
which  all  the  experiences  at  the  Club  were  an  outgrowth.  I 
had  known  Judge  Russell  long  years  before,  and  long  be- 
fore he  was  a  judge,  although  he  is  a  much  younger  man 
than  I  am,  and  we  had  even  been  through  that  supreme 
test  of  acquaintance — we  had  been  a-fishing  together.  In 
fact  it  was  from  talks  around  a  camp  fire  that  I  was  first 
particularly  impressed  that  in  the  ordinary  words  of  com- 
mon conversation,  and  in  a-  wholly  unconscious  manner,  he 
made  use  of  more  quotable  phrases  and  apothegms,  that  one 
would  think  of  afterwards,  than  any  other  man  I  have  ever 
known-  He  possessed,  he  possesses — for  he  is  still  with  us 
— one  other  personal  charm.  If  there  is  a  handsomer  man 
to  be  seen  in  New  York  I  can  truly  assert  that  I  am  not  in 
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the  habit  of  meeting  him.  I  was  once,  in  Russell's  pres- 
ence, trying  to  explain  to  a  clergyman,  who  afterwards  be- 
came a  bishop,  the  nature  of  the  business  of  an  advertising 
agent,  and  was  not  succeeding  very  well  in  convincing  my 
hearer  that  such  a  calling  was  at  all  necessary,  when  the 
judge  injected  a  sentence  that  seemed  to  dispose  of  the  sub- 
ject effectually.  "The  man  who  does  his  own  advertising," 
said  the  judge,  "is  the  same  sort  as  the  one  who  taps  his 
own  boots  and  cuts  his  own  hair."  It  may  tend  to  explain 
the  breeziness  of  the  expression  if  it  be  stated  that  it  was  de- 
livered on  a  sandy  beach  of  a  little  bay,  on  the  western  por- 
tion of  Lake  Superior,  just  at  sunset  one  evening,  while- 
the  audience  reclined  upon  their  stomachs  around  a  minia- 
ture camp  fire  that  served  to  discourage  mosquitoes,  no-see- 
uns  and  black  flies. 
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Among  the  guests  who  came  frequently  to  the  midday 
repasts  at  the  Hide  and  Leather  Club,  was  David  R.  Locke, 
better  known  as  Nasby.  He  was  associated  with  Mr.  Bates 
in  the  conduct  of  the  advertising  agency,  the  firm  name  be- 
ing Bates  &  Locke.  Just  what  good  Locke  did  the  agency 
I  could  never  learn.  He  surely  was  not  a  safe  counselor  for 
an  advertiser,  after  getting  beyond  advising  him  to  use 
the  Toledo  Blade — which  generally  belonged  to  Nasby  as 
much  as  half  of  the  time,  if  not  more. 

He  seemed  to  make  some  effort  to  cultivate,  in  his  own 
person,  an  approach  in  appearance  to  what  a  reader  would 
expect  to  find  in  an  incarnation  of  his  nom  de  plume,  Pe- 
troleum V.  Nasby  of  Confedrit  Cross  Roads,  Kentucky ; 
and  he  was  more  than  moderately  successful  in  his  effort. 
His  clothes  never  seemed  to  be  new,  nor  fashionable,  nor 
tidy.  He  generally  wore  a  stove  pipe  hat ;  but  it  was  not 
frequently  ironed,  nor  even  brushed.  He  talked  much  of 
drinking,  and  was  willing  to  do  his  share,  if  occasion  pre- 
sented ;  although  it  was  noted  that  he  was  commonly  the 
tempted  one  and  rarely  the  person  to  offer  to  set  'em  up. 
If  there  was  ever  a  man  more  keen  in  retort,  or  more  abso- 
lute in  his  power  to  make  a  rejoinder  that  left  nothing  what- 
ever that  the  opponent  could  answer  back,  Locke  was  the 
man.  I  wonder  how  many  stories  of  his  and  about  him  I 
have  listened  to ;  and  I  can  hardly  recall  one  that  will  not 
make  me  laugh,  even  when  I  am  not  in  good  spirits.  He 
told  one  day  of  that  superlatively  handsome  man,  Col. 
Nicholas  Smith,  who  had  married  one  of  the  Greeley  girls, 
and  with  whom  he  had  spent  an  hour  at  the  Lotus  Club  the 
evening  preceding  and  talked  about  the  potent  influence  of 
manly  beauty.  The  Colonel  had  admitted  that  in  his  case 
it  was  a  constant  annoyance ;  so  much  so  that  he  did  not 
dare  to  dress  as  well  as  he  would  like  to,  because,  when  he 
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was  really  well  dressed,  the  women  pursued  him  so. 
"What  rot!"  exclaimed  Bates,  in  disgust  at  so  much  ego- 
tism. "You  don't  know  what  you  are  talking  about,"  re- 
sponded Locke,  and  proceeded  to  assert  that  for  the  very 
reason  given  by  Smith,  and  no  other,  he,  Locke,  had  for 
years  had  his  trousers  cut  so  as  to  make  him  look  bow- 
legged. 

He  and  Bates  owned  the  first  successful  typewriter ;  the 
one  that  later  became  the  Remington.  Locke  used  to  say 
that  the  time  would  come  that  the  typewriter  would  be  in 
as  general  use  as  the  sewing  machine.  That  seemed  pre- 
posterous then,  but  does  not  seem  so  much  so  now.  They 
had  a  warehouse  and  show  rooms  on  Broadway ;  but  were 
in  advance  of  the  market  and  finally  parted  with  their 
rights — and  possibly  with  a  great  opportunity  to  make  thou- 
sands. One  day  Bates  visited  the  warerooms.  They  were 
Locke's  special  province,  but  Locke  was  not  there.  The 
bookkeeper  thought  he  might  be  in  the  saloon  around  the 
corner;  and  there  he  was  looked  for,  and  discovered — sit- 
ting by  a  small  cast  iron  fountain  in  the  back  yard  that  cast 
up  a  gimlet  sized  stream  of  croton  that  dripped  down  and 
gave  a  little  life  to  a  few  thirsty  straggling  plants.  On  a 
table,  at  his  side,  was  a  mug  of  beer ;  in  his  hand  the  extin- 
guished stub  of  a  Pittsburg  stogie ;  with  feet  elevated  to  the 
fountain  basin ;  with  soiled  paper  collar — broken  from  the 
fastener — for  the  day  was  warm  and  there  was  perspira- 
tion if  no  cravat.  The  visitor  was  welcomed  with  warm 
good  fellowship,  and  bade  to  sit,  and  before  he  could  open 
the  subject  that  was  in  his  mind,  was  called  upon  to  listen 
to  views  already  thought  out  under  the  soothing  influence 
of  the  tiny  fountain.  "I've  been  thinking  it  over,  Bates," 
said  Locke,  "and  I  know  why  we  don't  succeed.  It's  our 
men !  I  can  see  it !  The  trouble  is,  bi-god,  we  are  not  repre- 
sented by  gentlemen!" 

Mr.  Lincoln  admired  the  Nasby  Letters ;  they  afforded 
him  recreation  from  the  cares  that  oppressed  him;  the 
scholarly  Charles  Sumner  found  in  them  something  to 
admire;   they   made   the   great  circulation   of   the   Toledo 
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Blade,  and  were  the  foundation  of  a  substantial  prosperity 
for  the  writer  of  them.  Locke  had  many- friends  who,  at 
first  acquaintance,  would  be  inclined  to  lionize  him;  and 
he  would  submit,  in  a  queer,  rather  amused  way,  to  a  good 
deal  of  that  sort  of  thing;  and  if  champagne  and  cigars 
took  part  there  was  no  objection  to  them — none  whatever. 
On  one  occasion  he  determined  to  make  some  return  for 
entertainment  and  hospitality  bestowed  on  him-  He  opened 
his  heart  and  decided  to  give  a  dinner  to  a  dozen  choice 
spirits,  talked  about  it  a  good  deal,  consulted  bon  vivants 
about  an  appropriate  bill  of  fare,  and  the  most  desirable 
house  of  entertainment  where  the  occasion  should  be  cele- 
brated. It  might  be  slightly  Bohemian  in  its  character;  it 
would  be  all  the  better  for  a  spice  of  that,  but  was  to  be  the 
real  thing,  and  done  up  in  good  shape.  Sieghortner's 
famous  restaurant  in  Lafayette  Place  was  at  length  decided 
on  as  just  about  what  was  wanted.  The  invitations  had 
been  informal,  but  at  the  hour  appointed  about  a  dozen 
guests  assembled.  The  host  was  a  little  late — but  he  came. 
No  room  had  been  provided,  but  the  restaurant  was  equal 
to  the  demands  of  even  such  a  sudden  call,  and  soon  the 
party  were  seated  around  a  table  covered  with  a  bare  cloth, 
and  the  host  had  before  him  a  voluminous  bill  of  fare. 
After  looking  at  it  for  some  moments,  he  laid  it  down  and 
addressing  his  guests  said,  "Well,  boys,  what'll  you  have." 
Some  one,  rising  to  the  ludicrousness  of  the  situation,  sug- 
gested an  oyster  stew.  There  was  hesitation,  but  the  host 
had  no  suggestions  to  help  on  a  decision ;  and,  after  a  mo- 
ment or  two,  another  man  pronounced  in  favor  of  the  form 
of  refection  that  had  been  suggested,  and  soon  all  fell  into 
line,  and  the  party  thereupon  demolished  twelve  oyster 
stews ;  and  with  a  mug  of  beer  and  some  cigars,  of  which 
Nasby  had  a  pocket  full — such  as  they  were — the  "dinner" 
came  to  an  end. 

He  was  one  day  conversing  with  Mr.  Gano,  partner  of 
Murat  Halstead,  then  conducting  the  Cincinnati  Commer- 
cial. The  daily  Commercial  was  the  most  important  paper 
in  Ohio  at  that  time,  but  its  weekly  was  of  no  particular 
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account;  and  probably  did  not  print  more  than  one  or  two 
thousand  copies ;  while  the  weekly  Toledo  Blade  had  more 
than  a  hundred  thousand  paid  in  advance  subscribers  on  its 
list.  Mr.  Gano  criticised  the  quality  of  paper  used  for  the 
Blade— said  it  looked  dirty.  Locke  did  not  deny  this,  but 
thought  the  common  people  liked  it.  "Why!"  said  he, 
"every  time  I  have  a  day  to  spare,  and  want  a  little  recrea- 
tion, I  go  over  to  the  Maumee,  a  little  above  where  our  pa- 
per mill  stands,  and  spend  a  whole  afternoon  throwing  turf 
and  mud  into  the  river."  Gano  did  not  appear  to  see  his 
way  open  for  any  comment  on  this,  and  Locke,  after  a  pause, 
continued,  "Gano,  you  use  a  handsome  white  paper  for  your 
weekly.  "Yes,"  said  Gano,  "we  try  to  give  as  good  as 
there  is  to  be  had."  "By  the  way,"  continued  Locke,  "how 
many  copies  of  it  do  you  print?" 

He  used  to  tell  that  he  thought  of  buying  a  farm  just 
outside  of  Toledo  for  a  brother,  but  that  the  brother's  wife 
objected,  on  account  of  the  remoteness  of  the  situation- 
She  thought  i£  ridiculous  for  them  to  try  to  live  "where 
they  would  have  to  drive  four  or  five  miles  every  time  they 
wanted  an  egg  or  a  pint  of  milk."  And  he  used  to  relate, 
sympathetically,  the  story  of  the  good  woman  of  Connecti- 
cut, who,  church  woman  as  she  was,  hated  to  die  when  the 
time  came  that  die  she  must.  Being  comforted  with  visions 
of  heaven,  the  great  white  throne,  the  gates  of  pearl,  the 
golden  streets,  all  of  which  she  appreciated  to  the  full,  she 
still  repined,  because,  in  spite  of  them,  she  said  she  knew 
she  would  miss  there  a  good  many  of  her  Hartford  privi- 
leges. 

Some  one  used  to  report  the  proceedings  of  a  convivial 
evening,  when,  at  an  unexpected  moment,  although  not  an 
early  hour,  Locke  seemed  to  be  overcome  with  sudden  grief, 
rested  his  head  on  his  folded  arms  upon  the  table  before 
him,  and  sobbed  and  sobbed.  "What  is  it,  Locke?"  asked 
a  friend.  "What  is  the  matter,  old  boy?"  "Excuse  me, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  stricken  one,  "it  will  pass  over."  "You 
are  among  friends,"  said  another,  "let  us  share  your  grief, 
spealc  up,  let  us  know ;  we  will  comfort  you."     The  kind 
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words  were  not  without  effect,  and  after  a  momentary, re- 
curring of  hesitation  the  company  learned  that  the  grief 
that  had  overcome  their  companion  had  arisen  from  his 
thoughts  having  been  directed  to  the  sad  circumstance  that 
he  had — a  drunken  brother. 

It  was  in  Rome,  at  the  Hotel  Costanzi,  in  the  early 
months  of  1883  that  Locke  used  to  come  in  every  evening 
to  have  a  cup  of  coffee,  a  cigar  and  a  teaspoonful  of  "fin 
champagne"  in  company  with  half  a  dozen  Americans  to 
whom  I  had  introduced  him.  He  dressed  in  his  usual  man- 
ner, and  talked  likewise.  "I  met  so-and-so  on  the  Corso  to- 
day," said  he,  "and  he  told  me  I  ought  to  be  a  temperance 
lecturer ;  and  I  said  I  had  not  the  requisite  qualifications, 
for  I  was  not  a  reformed  drunkard.  To  that  he  replied, 
'All  you've  got  to  do  is  to  reform.' "  The  speech  had  not 
annoyed  him.  The  remembrance  of  it  seemed  to  amuse  him. 
His  mind  dwelt  upon  it,  and  he  referred  to  it  every  day, 
and  thought  perhaps  he  would  write  a  temperance  lecture. 
Well,  he  actually  did  do  so ;  and  delivered  it,  and  many 
others,  on  the  platform,  where  he  was  always  popular,  and 
by  means  of  which  he  had  earned  a  good  deal  of  money.  I 
do  not  know  whether  he  "reformed,"  as  he  called  it,  or 
whether  he  needed  to,  for  he  made  a  great  deal  more  of  a 
pretence  of  drinking  than  he  did  of  the  actual  demonstra- 
tion of  it. 

Bates  used  to  relate  that  one  morning  when  he  went  to 
his  office  about  eleven  o'clock,  as  was  his  practice,  he  found 
Locke  asleep  on  the  lounge  opposite  his  desk  and  was  some- 
what annoyed  by  his  heavy  breathing.  Soon,  however,  the 
sleeper  awoke,  wiped  his  eyes  with  his  knuckles,  sat  up, 
looked  at  his  partner  and  said,  "Bates,  would  you  like  to 
see  a  man  that's  drunker  than  I  am  ?"  Bates  was  incensed, 
but  answered  mildly,  "I  wouldn't  say,  Locke,  that  I  would, 
but  I  will  say  that  I  seldom  have-"  Whereupon  Locke 
arose,  walked  slowly  to  the  office  door,  opened  it,  turned 
around,  and  said,  "Bates,  you  get  somebody  to  introduce 
you  to  me — in — an — hour !"  And  then  he  went  out  and  was 
seen  no  more  that  day. 
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I  recall  one  day,  at  the  Club,  Mr.  England  was  so  late 
that  his  coming  was  despaired  of.  Finally,  when  the  coffee 
and  cigar  stage  had  been  reached,  he  came  in,  looking 
flushed,  annoyed  and  generally  disgusted.  "What  has  hap- 
pened to  you?"  was  the  general  inquiry.  "We  had  given 
you  up."  "I'm  all  right,"  he  responded,  "and  started  to 
come  here  three-quarters  of  an  hour  ago,  but  at  the  corner 
of  Spruce  street  and  William  Locke  came  out  of  Bonner's 
Ledger  office  and  got  hold  of  me  by  the  button,  and  I  have 
just  this  minute  been  able  to  get  away  from  him,  and  all  he 
had  to  say  was  to  tell  me  over  and  over  again,  that  if  I 
didn't  quit  drinking  whiskey  would  get  me."  And  to  calm 
his  nerves  England  took  a  little  Scotch  with  his  water. 

At  one  time  I  had  in  my  employ  a  highly  educated  and 
accomplished  man  who  had  been  brought  up  in  the  lap  of 
luxury,  taught  to  expect  all  the  good  things  of  earth  to  be 
subject  to  his  order,  and  then,  on  account  of  financial  re- 
verses that  came  to  his  family,  found  himself  under  the 
necessity  of  earning  his  daily  bread.  He  was  a  gentleman 
through  and  through,  but  owing  perhaps  to  the  misfor- 
tunes that  had  come  to  him,  and  perhaps  in  part  to  a  con- 
genital tendency  to  a  delicate  condition  of  health,  he  had  ac- 
quired a  habit  of  taking  some  drug  that  tended  to  upset  his 
nerves  and  unfit  him  for  work.  Not  knowing  what  it  was, 
it  was  hinted  to  him  rather  gently,  now  and  then,  that  his 
illness  was  to  be  attributed  to  whiskey.  He  did  not  admit 
this,  and  in  after  years,  I  knew  it  was  not  the  case,  but  he 
was  conscious  that  there  was  a  cause  that  he  did  not  wish 
to  reveal,  and  the  hints  that  had  been  conveyed  tended  to 
make  him  unhappy.  He  was  genuinely  attached  to  me,  and 
really  wished  to  stand  well  in  my  opinion,  and  on  that  ac- 
count tried  to  avoid  any  appearance  that  should  confirm  the 
suspicions  I  had  expressed.  He  was  acting  as  editor  of 
that  early  predecessor  of  Printers'  Ink,  the  Newspaper 
Reporter  and  Advertisers'  Gazette,  and  sat  at  a  desk  so 
near  to  mine  that  he  could  see  and  hear  whatever  went  on 
in  my  direction.  One  day  I  had  a  call  from  Mr.  Locke, 
who  had  nothing  unusual  or  specially  to  be  noted  in  his 
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appearance ;  but  my  man — his  name  was  Waldron — was  in 
a  highly  wrought  condition  that  day  and  saw,  I  think,  more 
than  could  be  seen ;  leastwise,  next  morning,  just  as  I  was 
about  to  leave  the  office  to  attend  a  meeting  of  the  directors 
of  a  small  bank,  to  whose  board  I  had  recently  been  elected, 
Waldron  handed  me  a  letter,  beautifully  written  in  his  copy- 
plate  hand,  covering  sixteen  full  pages  of  half-note  size, 
referring  to  the  warnings  I  had  given  him,  regretting  the 
need  of  any  such,  and  saying  that  what  I  had  said  had  been 
very  forcibly  brought  home  to  him  the  day  before,  by  ob- 
serving the  ravages  the  vice  I  had  suspected  him  of 
were  already  making  in  Mr.  Locke,  as  he  had  had  full  op- 
portunity to  observe  during  his  prolonged  visit  to  me  of 
the  day  before.  He  overstated  the  case  to  such  a  degree 
that  it  seemed  to  me  rather"  ludicrous  than  worth  any  par- 
ticular attention.  I  read  a  part  of  the  communication  at  my 
desk,  but  discovering  it  was  merely  one  of  those  vagaries 
that  would  lead  to  nowhere  I  started  out  on  my  errand, 
with  my  letter  in  my  hand,  and  continued  to  peruse  it  as  I 
walked  slowly  from  my  office  in  the  Times  Building  across 
the  City  Hall  Park  towards  the  bank,  which  was  situated 
at  the  corner  of  Thomas  street  and  Broadway-  As  I  ar- 
rived about  at  the  point  in  the  Park  where  the  subway  en- 
trances are  now  situated  I  saw  Nasby  approaching.  There 
remained  no  more  than  two  or  three  pages  unread  and  I 
could  see  that  they  were  not  going  to  lead  anywhere,  so  I 
folded  the  sheets  and  greeting  the  approaching  victim  said, 
"Look  here,  Locke,  this  letter  seems  to  me  to  be  more  in- 
tended for  your  benefit  than  mine,"  gave  it  to  him  and 
passed  along.  For  as  much  as  two  years  after  that  Locke 
did  not  seem  to  like  me  very  well — and  yet  he  was  by  no 
means  a  thin-skinned  man.  He  forgave  it  all  afterwards— 
apparently — but  never  spoke  of  it. 

He  was  a  newspaper  publisher,  and  as  such  it  would 
have  been  singular  if  he  did  not  have  or  take  occasion  to 
feel  incensed  at  the  circulation  rating  now  and  then  accorded 
to  the  Toledo  Blade  in  the  Newspaper  Directory  that  I  pub- 
lished.   He  told  me  once  that  he  had  in  his  safe  an  opinion 
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for  which  he  had  paid  $50  to  Lawyer  Waite  of  Toledo,  not 
long  before  General  Grant  had  appointed  him  Chief-Justice 
of  the  United  States  Supreme  Court ;  the  gist  of  which  was 
that  he  could  recover  whatever  damage  he  could  show  as 
resulting  from  an  inaccurate  rating,  but  would  have  to 
show  that  the  rating  was  inaccurate,  and  to  what  extent,  and 
that  he  had  on  that  account  lost  business  profits  in  such  and 
such  cases,  specified  and  to  such  and  such  amounts,  also 
specified.  "Now  you  can  see,  Rowell,"  said  he,  with  the 
utmost  good  nature,  "if  I  showed  that  I  was  actually  dam- 
aged I  should  have  to  prove  that  advertisers  took  stock  in 
your  old  book;  and  the  more  damage  I  established  the 
greater  the  advertisement  it  would  be  for  you.  I  did  not  see 
anything  in  it  for  me,  for  I  had  always  asserted  that  no  one 
was  influenced  by  the  book ;  and  if  that  had  been  the  case, 
of  course,  I  couldn't  get  any  damages." 

At  a  time  when  he  was  less  incensed  concerning  the  rat- 
ings in  the  Rowell  Directory  than  he  had  formerly  been  he 
came  into  the  office  one  day,  smoking  a  three-fer  cigar,  sat 
down  by  me,  took  up  the  Directory,  put  his  feet  upon  my 
desk,  so  near  to  my  countenance  that  I  found  it  advisable 
to  sit  back  in  my  chair,  and  proceeded  to  examine  the  book, 
turning  from  page  to  page  to  note  what  figures  were  ac- 
corded to  various  papers  about  which  he  knew  something. 
Our  plan  of  obtaining  statements  at  that  time  required  a 
publisher  to  tell  how  many  copies  he  printed  of  the  first 
issue  for  the  present  month,  the  last  month,  and  the  month 
preceding  the  last;  the  three  sets  of  figures  being  added 
and  divided  by  three  were  then  taken  to  be  the  circulation. 
If  we  suppose  that  a  publisher  of  a  country  weekly  reported 
that  the  respective  issues  called  for  were  800,  850  and  800, 
the  sum,  when  divided  by  three,  would  show  a  circulation  of 
817.  But  at  that  time  no  one  went  very  closely  into  tens 
and  units ;  and  Mr.  Locke  closed  his  examination  with  the 
remark  addressed  to  me,  "Rowell,  there  is  one  thing  about 
that  book  that  I  admire ;"  and  he  rose  to  go.  "I'm  glad 
you  find  anything  to  commend,"  L  said,  and  then  asked, 
"What  is  the  particular  feature,  Locke,  that  you  admire?" 

265 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

to  which  he  responded,  "It's  the  god-damned  exactness  of 
it." 

What  was  meant  by  circulation  was  not  as  well  under- 
stood in  those  days  as  it  is  now  when  it  seems  to  be  estab- 
lished as  properly  represented  by  the  average  number  of 
complete  and  perfect  copies  printed  during  the  period  of  a 
full  year  that  has  passed.  Then  it  was  always  given  in 
round  figures — generally  prefaced  by  the  word  about.  The 
country  paper  that  printed  regularly  as  many  as  600  copies, 
and  on  some  memorable  occasion  disposed  of  nearly  twice 
as  many,  and  hoped  to  do  as  well  on  some  future  occasion 
would'  feel  justified  in  asserting  that  its  circulation  was 
"about  a  thousand;"  and  an  equally  indefinite  method  was 
in  favor  with  those  papers  that  issued  larger  editions.  Sixty 
thousand  copies  would  constitute  a  pretty  good  claim  for 
"about  a  hundred  thousand,"  and  so  on. 

At  the  Lotus  Club  one  night  a  party  of  gentlemen  were 
conversing  over  their  cigars-  One  of  them  was  Mr.  Street, 
of  the  old  firm  of  Street  &  Smith,  publishers  of  Street  and 
Smith's  Weekly,  a  story  paper  of  the  servant  girl  grade, 
that  had  perhaps  a  greater  sale  than  any  other  weekly  pub- 
lished at  that  time.  Locke  was  also  of  the  party,  and  the 
comparative  prosperity  of  newspapers,  past  and  present,  be- 
ing spoken  of,  Locke  asked  Street  what  circulation  his 
weekly  had  acquired,  and  was  told  that  it  was  about  300,000 
copies.  There  was  no  comment,  but  a  few  moments  later 
Street  said,  "Mr.  Locke,  you  issue  a  paper  that  is  widely 
read  the  Toledo  Blade.  What  circulation  has  it?"  Locke 
said  he  was  very  glad  to  be  asked  that  question  at  that  par- 
ticular time,  because  he  was  in  a  position  to  answer  it  defi- 
nitely ;  that  he  always  had  weekly  reports  of  the  condition 
of  affairs  at  the  office,  and  one  such  had  come  to  hand  that 
morning — and  producing  a  pocket-book  and  looking  at  a 
paper  it  contained,  but  upon  which  no  one  saw  any  writing 
or  figures,  he  continued — "My  bookkeeper  tells  me  that  the 
edition  is  falling  off  a  little,  and  they  are  now  printing  only 
529,227  copies."  This  statement,  like  that  made  by  Street, 
passed  without  audible  comment,  although  there  were  one 
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or  two  cases  of  drooping  of  the  eyelids,  among  the  hearers. 
Pretty  soon  Street  threw  his  cigar  stub  into  the  cuspidor, 
and  withdrew,  Locke  remaining,  everyone  smoking.  The 
retreating  figure  was  hardly  out  of  ear-shot  before  Locke, 
looking  after  it,  gave  expression  to  his  feelings  by  uttering 
the  words  :  "What  a  liar  Street  is  !" 

I  ought  not  to  dismiss  Nasby  without  quoting  his  favor- 
ite motto,  which  was : 

A    ROLLING    STONE   IS   THE    NOBLEST   WORK   OF    GOD ; 
AND    AN    HONEST    MAN    GATHERS    NO    MOSS. 

He  used  to  relate,  that  in  his  lecture  tours,  which  were 
a  source  of  considerable  profit  to  him,  he  in  the  beginning 
had  found  that  it  was  expected  he  would  hold  an  informal 
reception  after  the  lecture,  and  later  have  a  session  and  big 
talk  with  the  members  of  the  local  committee.  At  these  it 
appeared  that  something  additional  was  expected  from  the 
speaker,  and  he  was  at  times  at  a  loss  to  know  just  what  to 
do  or  say — but  finally,  after  a  time,  he  prepared  three  sets 
of  stories,  with  twelve  stories  in  each  set,  one  set  suited  for 
lyceums  or  literary  societies,  another  for  occasions  political, 
and  the  third,  altogether  different  from  the  second,  to  be 
used  after  Y.  M.  C.  A.  gatherings.  When  the  time, arrived 
he  looked  at  his  envelope,  refreshed  his  memory  by  consult- 
ing the  memoranda  of  the  twelve  that  would  fit  the  present 
occasion,  and  when  they  had  been  retailed  the  services  were 
deemed  complete.  He  drew  a  picture,  true  to  the  life,  of  the 
average  small  western  town  of  those  days.  "Two  rows  of 
one-story  houses,  facing  a  street  about  a  mile  long— lost  in 
the  prairie  at  both  ends — plank  sidewalks  pretty  much  the 
whole  length — a  mud  hole  in  the  middle  of  the  roadway 
about  half  as  long  as  the  village,  and. thirteen  signs  in  sight, 
on  every  one  of  which  you  could  read  'Lager  Beer.' " 

Mr.  Locke  died  in  1887-  Contemporary  with  him  there 
was  an  almost  equally  noted  journalistic  character  known 
as  "Brick"  Pomeroy.  His  real  name  was  Mark  M.  Pom- 
eroy,  and  he  first  came  into  notice  as  the  editor  of  a  Copper- 
head Newspaper  at  LaCrosse,  Wisconsin.    The  first  time  I 
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ever  saw  him  he  wore,  as  a  scarfpin,  a  miniature  doorplate, 
bearing  the  word  BRICK,  in  Gothic  letters.  Later  he 
moved  to  New  York,  issued  a  daily,  as  well  as  a  weekly; 
was  for  a  time  almost  as  conspicuous  as  Mr.  Hearst  has 
been  in  later  days,  and  had  the  proud  distinction  of  owning 
and  publishing  the  weekly  paper  having  a  larger  circulation 
than  any  other  in  the  United  States.  Later  he  discontinued 
the  daily  and  toned  down  the  weekly  to  make  it  almost  re- 
spectable ;  but  his  readers  would  not  stand  for  that,  and 
after  a  time  it  died  a  natural  death. 
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I  have  made  reference  to  the  circumstance  that  I  was  at 
one  time  a  director  of  a  small  State  bank.  It  had  come 
about  in  this  way.  While  I  lived  in  Boston  I  was  called 
upon  one  day  by  a  cousin,  a  year  or  two  my  senior,  who  was 
a  storekeeper  in  East  St.  Johnsbury,  Vermont.  We  made 
arrangements  to  go  to  a  theater  that  evening,  and  he 
brought  with  him  two  men,  also  from  Vermont,  one  being 
a  Mr.  Hibbard,  a  junior  partner  of  the  well-known  firm  of 
wholesale  drug  and  medicine  dealers,  Messrs.  Geo.  C. 
Goodwin  &  Co. ;  the  other  a  man  in  some  way  connected 
with  the  drug  and  medicine  trade,  hailing  from  Waterbury, 
Vermont,  and  named  John  F.  Henry.  We  were  all  of  about 
the  same  age,  possibly  Henry  may  have  been  the  senior  by 
a  year  or  two.  He  was  a  typical  example  of  the  New  Eng- 
land Yankee — tall  and  lean,  of  a  light  sandy  complexion, 
and  a  manner  giving  evidence  of  considerable  shrewdness. 
It  was  a  pleasant  evening  and  I  felt  that  I  had  made  two  not 
undesirable  additions  to  my  rather  small  list  of  acquain- 
tances, and  possibly  thought  myself  not  of  the  least  conse- 
quence of  any  of  the  four  of  us.  In  this  I  was  mistaken, 
for  each  of  the  other  three  was  in  reality  a  good  deal  better 
situated  than  I  was  in  the  way  of  a  start  in  business  life. 
I  was  probably  earning  a  salary  of  $16  a  week  at  the  time. 
Henry  had  done  some  business  with  a  peddler's  outfit,  and 
I  think  I  felt  a  little  sorry  for  him. 

Soon  after  I  came  to  New  York,  however,  Henry  made 
his  appearance  there  and  had  a  connection  with  the  great 
medicine  warehouse  of  Demas  Barnes  &  Co.,  then  the  lead- 
ing institution  in  that  line  in  the  United  States.  Barnes 
owned  a  great  many  trade-marks,  a  half  interest  in  Planta- 
tion Bitters  and  was  about  that  time  launching  Castoria  on 
the  sea  of  public  favor.  Pretty  soon  Henry  told  me  he  was 
a  partner  in  the  concern,  and  before  I  had  gotten  over  my 
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surprise  at  that  he  had  bought  Barnes  out  and  the  firm  be- 
came John  F.  Henry  &  Co.  The  mercantile  agencies  rated 
him  A  i — a  million  and  over — he  was  talked  of  for  Mayor  of 
Brooklyn,  seemed  to  have  his  own  way  if  he  went  to  Albany 
about  any  matter  before  the  Legislature,  was  listened  to 
when  he  talked  before  the  New  York  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce, after  the  gray-beards  had  gotten  over  their  surprise 
that  any  one  under  sixty  should  venture  to  speak  at  all,  and 
was  very  much  in  evidence  everywhere — still  retaining  his 
rather  lanky  and  countryfied  air,  but  competent  to  meet  all 
comers,  and  needing  no  one  to  aid  him  in  his  efforts  to  take 
care  of  himself. 

Henry  had  come  in  contact  with  a  Mr.  Joseph  U.  Orvis, 
a  man  who  had  had  much  to  do  with  banks  and  banking, 
and  who  had  in  mind  establishing  a  new  bank  with  a  capital 
of  $250,000.  It  was  already  well  under  way  when  Henry 
proposed  that  I  should  buy  some  stock,  and  suggested  that 
if  I  took  a  considerable  interest  I  might  have  a  place  on  the 
board  of  directors.  I  put  my  name  down  for  $10,000  and 
was  made  a  director.  The  board  was  made  up  somewhat 
on  the  plan  adopted  for  the  New  Hampshire  Legislature, 
where  the  idea  seems  to  prevail  that  it  is  a  good  school  and 
can  hardly  have  too  many  members.  I  rather  think  our 
board  numbered  as  many  as  two  dozen  in  all,  and  among 
them  were  several  men  of  first-class  consequence — includ- 
ing in  this  category,  without  doubt,  Mr.  Henry  and  the 
writer.  Of  those  that  gathered  about  that  table  in  the  direc- 
tors' room  I  believe  that  save  the  Hon.  Stewart  L.  Wood- 
ford— former  Lieut. -Governor  of  New  York  and  United 
States  Minister  to  Spain — and  myself  no  others  are  now 
living. 

Our  most  solid  and  influential  member  was  Mr.  Edward 
Clark,  owner  of  at  least  one-half  the  stock  of  the  Singer 
Manufacturing  Company.  Perhaps  the  director  who  was 
most  active  in  promoting  the  progress  of  the  institution  was 
Mr.  Henry.  The  one  who  was  most  listened  to  was  Mr. 
Inslee  A.  Hopper,  elected  to  the  board  by  Mr.  Clark's  sug- 
gestion.   I  was  the  youngest  member  and  Hopper  the  next 
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younger.  The  main  secret  of  his  preponderating  weight 
was  that  he  was  supposed  to  voice  Mr.  Clark's  ideas,  and 
Mr.  Clark,  who  owned  about  a  third  of  all  the  shares,  rarely 
spoke  at  all.  He  was  that  Mr.  Clark  who  founded  the 
great  Clark  estate,  of  which  New  Yorkers  hear  a  good  deal, 
which  at  his  death  amounted  to  thirty  million  dollars,  and 
at  the  present  time  is  thought  to  run  up  above  a  hundred 
millions.  Isaac  N.  Singer,  the  original  owner  of  the 
famous  Singer  Sewing  Machine,  was  not  living  at  this 
time.  Mr.  Clark  controlled  the  affairs  of  the  great  Sewing 
Machine  Company,  but  Mr.  Hopper,  young  as  he  was — 
scarcely  more  than  thirty — had  for  some  years  been  its 
president. 

Isaac  N.  Singer  was  a  Yankee  of  Connecticut  origin. 
He  used  to  travel  about  the  country  with  a  horse  and  a  cov- 
ered wagon,  in  which  he  carried  and  from  which  he  sold 
wood  type,  and  delivered  it  to  printing  offices  for  use  in  the 
preparation  of  poster  and  other  work  that  required  the  sort 
of  display  seen  nowadays  in  Mr.  Hearst's  newspapers,  when 
it  is  desired  to  direct  attention  to  murders  and  similar  enter- 
prises. He  had  obtained  the  sewing  machine  patent  in  the 
way  of  a  swap  or  small  speculation,  and  being  a  man  of 
resources  and  tireless  energy  not  only  made  more  progress 
in  introducing  his  particular  sewing  machine  than  any  one 
before  him  had  ever  done,  and  also  got  into  more  lawsuits, 
in  that  and  other  connections,  than  falls  to  the  common  lot 
of  man.  Mr.  Clark  was  his  attorney,  and  there  came  a 
time  when  there  seemed  to  be  due  to  him  for  services  ren- 
dered the  considerable  sum  represented  by  the  figures  10,- 
ooo  following  a  dollar  mark,  and  in  settlement  of  that  claim 
Singer  gave  him  a  half  interest  in  the  business. 

I  was  going  over  to  Washington  one  day,  and  it  chanced 
that  in  the  parlor  car  Mr.  Hopper  had  the  chair  next  to  me. 
Having  nothing  better  to  do  we  talked  to  each  other.  "How 
did  you,  so  young  a  man,  happen  to  get  yourself  made 
president  of  the  Singer  Manufacturing  Company?"  I 
asked.  "I'll  tell  you  about  that,"  he  said.  "You  know  I 
have  held  the  office  for  some  years.    I  was  bookkeeper  for 
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the  old  concern,  and  one  day  Mr.  Singer  came  to  my  desk 
and  said,  'Hopper,  are  you  married?'  I  said  no,  and  asked 
why  he  made  the  inquiry.  'I'll  tell  you  why,'  said  he.  'We 
are  going  to  incorporate  this  business,  and  Clark  won't  let 
me  be  president — and  I  swear  I  won't  let  him.  We  ought 
to  have  a  married  man.  You  are  pretty  young,  but  I  think 
if  you  were  married  we  would  make  you  president.  Don't 
you  know  some  nice  girl  that  you  would  like  to  marry?'  I 
did  know  such  a  girl,  but  my  circumstances  were  not  such 
as  to  warrant  me  in  assuming  extra  obligations,  and  I  had 
never  hinted  of  the  matter  to  her ;  but  that  evening  I  went 
to  see  her  and  told  her  the  whole  story.  She  was  nice  about 
it,  and  agreed  to  help  me  out.  We  were  married  within  two 
weeks.  I  was  made  president.  They  fixed  my  salary  at 
$25,000 — that's  what  all  the  directors  receive — and  I  have 
held  the  place  ever  since." 

I  think  Mr.  Clark  must  have  been  fond  of  Mr.  Orvis. 
He  gave  a  dinner  one  night  in  honor  of  the  directors  of  the 
Security  Bank.  This  was  at  his  residence  in  23d  street,  not 
far  from  where  Dutton's  book  store  is  now  situated.  Other 
gentlemen  were  present.  It  was  the  finest  entertainment  I 
had  ever  seen.  There  was  some  speechmaking,  and  one 
gentleman,  with  a  playful  facetiousness,  told  a  story  of  early 
experiences  when  he  first  came  to  New  York  as  a  boy.  He, 
with  a  companion,  was  walking  through  Chatham  street  to 
their  boarding  house  in  Cliff  street,  when,  not  far  from 
Printing  House  Square,  they  saw,  in  a  window,  a  sign  in 
white  letters  cut  on  red  glass,  illuminated  by  a  gas  jet  be- 
hind it,  that  read  hot  mince  pies,  and  the  two  thought,  as 
it  was  late  and  cold,  a  hot  mince  pie  would  be  about  the 
right  thing  to  go  to  bed  on ;  so  they  made  up  the  price — 25 
cents — between  them,  and  with  the  pie  wrapped  in  butcher's 
paper,  under  the  arm  of  one,  they  sought  the  privacy  of 
their  attic  room,  produced  their  knives  and  prepared  to  re- 
gale themselves,  when  the  operator,  whose  best  blade  was 
the  one  known  as  the  pen  knife,  was  amazed  to  find  he  had 
broken  the  steel  in  his  effort  to  divide  the  treasure — the  pie 
was  frozen  stiff.     Next  day  they  went  in  company,  hot — 
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unlike  the  pie — with  anger,  and  energetically  remonstrated 
with  the  Hebrew  who  had  fooled  them  so.  They  gave  ex- 
pression to  their  views ;  he  listened  with  some  apparent  in- 
terest, but  when  they  gave  him  a  chance  to  speak,  reminded 
them  that  he  had  not  told  them  that  the  pie  was  hot,  but — 
pointing  to  the  sign — continued,  "That's  the  name  of  'em." 
The  gentleman  then  referred  to  our  bank  and  its  designa- 
tion, "The  Security"  and  hoped  that,  unlike  the  pie  the 
name  would  in  fact  be  found  to  represent  an  actual  condi- 
tion. We  all  hoped  so,  too,  and  probably  thought  so,  but 
that  speech,  at  a  later  period  more  than  once  recurred  to  my 
mind. 

Mr.  Orvis  had  a  good  knowledge  of  banking.  It  was 
said  that  he  had  been  the  responsible  head  in  starting  not 
only  the  Ninth  National,  but  also  the  great  Park  Bank,  but 
for  one  reason  or  another  had  seceded  from  each.  I  guess 
he  was  something  like  what  a  Western  man  once  called  the 
brilliant  Frank  Hatton — "A  hell  of  a  commencer" — for  af- 
ter a  time  there  was  dissatisfaction  with  our  president  in 
our  own  board.  We  had  decided  that  the  capital  was  too 
small,  and  we  would  double  it,  and  I,  to  show  my  good  will 
and  faith,  put  up  another  $10,000  for  more  stock  and  this 
made  me  the  largest  holder  next  to  Mr.  Clark — the  gap  be- 
tween him  and  me  was  pretty  wide,  however.  Finally  there 
was  a  disposition  to  induce  Mr.  Orvis  to  resign.  To  this  I 
was  opposed.  I  stood  by  him.  The  matter  was  held  a  con- 
siderable time  in  abeyance,  but  one  day  I  had  a  visit  from 
Mr.  John  Mack,  another  director — perhaps  his  principal 
claim  to  fame  may  consist  of  the  fact  that  he  was  the  father- 
in-law  of  the  great  Tammany  orator,  Bourke  Cockran — 
who  told  me  that  Mr.  Orvis  must  go ;  that  a  large  majority 
of  the  directors  were  pledged  to  vote  that  way ;  that  he  had 
felt  as  I  did,  but  had  changed  his  mind,  and  I  must,  too.  It 
would  make  no  difference  in  the  result,  but  it  would  be  bet- 
ter to  have  the  action  unanimous  and  avoid  any  appear- 
ance of  a  disagreement.  I  acquiesced,  reluctantly ;  but 
knowing  that  Mr.  Orvis  counted  me  as  a  supporter,  insisted 
that  I  would  go  to  him  at  once  and  tell  him  how  things 
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stood — and  how  I  stood.  Mr.  Orvis'  reception  of  me  and 
my  story  made  a  strong  impression  on  me.  He  had  been 
pretty  strenuous  in  his  objection  to  being  ousted,  and  pretty 
energetic  in  his  language  at  times,  but  he  listened  to  me 
calmly,  with  an  unruffled  countenance ;  thanked  me  for  my 
frankness,  found  no  word  of  fault  with  me  or  anybody  else, 
and  seemed  in  an  altogether  pleasant  and  placid  state  of 
mind.  This  was  so  different  from  what  I  had  expected 
that,  although  it  gratified  me  to  see  it,  I  could  not  refrain 
from  remarking  upon  his  calmness  and  apparent  uncon- 
cern ;  whereupon  he  said — quite  pleasantly — "It  is  my  im- 
pression that  you  will  find  that  people  always  submit  to  the 
inevitable  without  any  fuss." 

The  bank  did  no  better  under  a  new  head ;  in  fact  did 
worse ;  dividends  were  passed ;  we  on  the  inside  could  see 
that  the  capital  was  impaired ;  we  seemed  to  go  from  bad 
to  worse.  There  began  to  be  talk  of  this  measure  and  that 
— consolidation  with  some  other  bank  and  I  know  not  what 
beside.  As  I  was  the  youngest  member  of  the  board,  my 
voice  had  never  been  raised  at  the  meetings,  but  I  had  be- 
gun to  think  less  than  formerly  of  the  wisdom  of  some  who 
spoke  oftenest  and  most  influenced  the  conduct  of  the  con- 
cern. Finally  some  one  made  a  suggestion  that  seemed  to 
me  specially  objectionable ;  and,  blushing,  I  arose  to  express 
some  views  of  my  own.  Mr.  Clark  had  taken  the  presi- 
dency temporarily,  to  give  the  concern  the  benefit  of  his 
name  and  reputation  for  wealth ;  he  sat  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  and  to  him  I  addressed  what  I  had  to  say.  "We  had 
gone  on  year  after  year,  we  had  made  no  money,  every 
change  had  been  for  the  worse,  no  step  seemed  to  advance 
us  in  any  direction  other  than  down  hill ;  we  who  were 
present  represented  a  large  percentage  of  the  stockholders 
— a  majority — we  knew  there  were  assets  sufficient  to  pay 
the  depositors  in  full ;  let  us  do  that  then  while  we  can  and 
let  the  stockholders  stand  the  loss  that  they  cannot  avoid ; 
let  us  wind  up  the  institution  ourselves  and  wipe  our  hands 
of  it." 

To  the  right  and  left  of  me  I  could  see  only  disapproval. 
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In  Mr.  Clark's  face  I  could  read  nothing.  Mr.  Hopper  sat 
by  my  side  and  rose  to  speak  as  I  sat  down.  I  could  not 
guess  what  would  be  the  tone  of  his  remarks,  but  he  sur- 
prised me.  He  commended  what  I  had  said ;  commended 
the  course  I  had  mapped  out,  and  moved  that  Mr.  Rowell's 
suggestions  be  adopted  and  carried  out;  that  the  work  be 
done  by  a  committee  of  the  board,  and  that  Mr.  Rowell  be 
chairman  of  that  committee.  His  earnestness  seemed  to 
impress  Mr.  Clark.  Some  remarks  were  made  from  each 
hand,  beginning  in  a  rather  sarcastic  strain,  commenting 
upon  the  unexpected  prominence  the  youthful  member  of 
the  board  had  stepped  into,  and  suggesting  one  or  two  other 
courses.  Mr.  Clark  said  a  few  words  that  carried  much 
weight,  and  it  was  voted  that  the  plan  should  be  carried 
out  precisely  as  I  had  suggested,  by  a  committee  to  be  ap- 
pointed by  the  president.  Mr.  Clark  thereupon  appointed 
me  and  Mr.  Hopper — I  to  act  as  chairman.  Mr.  Hopper 
then  arose  and  said  if  he  was  to  serve  he  wished  to  have 
Mr.  Clark  also  added  to  the  committee,  so  that  he  might  be 
available  as  an  adviser,  and  on  account  of  the  confidence  his 
name  would  inspire.  This  was  so  ordered,  and  the  meeting 
adjourned ;  but  before  any  one  had  left  the  table,  Mr.  Hop- 
per said  to  Mr.  Clark,  with  a  half  laugh  in  his  voice— like 
a  big  boy  asking  of  a  father  a  favor  that  he  was  confident 
would  be  granted — "Mr.  Clark,  I  want  you,  now,  to  go 
down  to  the  Chemical  Bank  and  tell  them  to  let  us  have  all 
the  money  we  want — if  we  do  want  any."  Mr.  Clark 
smiled,  a  peculiar  but  not  unpleasant  smile;  his  eyes  were 
seen  to  glisten  through  his  gold-bowed  glasses ;  and  he 
went  out  and  did  just  what  Mr.  Hopper  had  suggested  that 
he  should ;  and  the  first  information  the  public  had  of  any 
trouble  in  our  little  bank  was  a  printed  notice  to  the  depos- 
itors requesting  them  to  draw  their  checks  for  the  balances 
standing  to  their  credit.  And,  would  you  believe  it?  they 
were  so  slow  about  doing  this,  and  we  realized  upon  our 
resources  so  promptly,  that  we  never  had  to  avail  ourselves 
of  Mr.  Clark's  backing  to  the  extent  of  a  single  cent. 

I  closed  up  the  affairs  of  the  concern,  paid  the  deposi- 
ts 
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tors  in  full,  and  eventually  gave  the  stockholders  about 
thirty  cents  on  a  dollar ;  but  before  the  final  dividends  were 
paid  a  broker  in  Wall  street  had  succeeded  in  buying  up 
practically  all  the  stock  at  a  percentage  below  its  actual 
value,  and  as  I  took  it  off  his  hands  I  found,  when  the  affair 
was  closed,  I,  personally,  was  protected  from  any  actual  loss 
on  my  $20,000  investment.  The  stockholders  who  did  not 
sell  never  made  any  complaint,  and  as  I  charged  nothing  at 
all  for  my  services  and  gave  them  every  cent  that  came  in, 
it  is  not  probable  that  any  one  ever  thought  of  being  other 
than  well  satisfied.  I  can  see  no  reason  why  they  should. 
This  was  my  only  experience  in  banking. 
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Among  the  things  I  attempted  during  the  time  of  my 
most  ardent  ambition  to  make  my  advertising  agency  com- 
plete in  every  respect,  was  the  establishment  of  a  printers' 
warehouse  department  from  which  the  newspapers,  to 
whom  we  should  become  indebted  for  advertising  space 
might  order  the  goods  they  needed,  and  generally  obtained 
from  typefounders,  pressmen,  inkmakers  and  others.  The 
plan  did  not  work  as  well  as  one  might  have  supposed  it 
would.  The  trouble  arose  partly  from  an  impression  that 
seemed  to  be  strongly  intrenched  in  the  mind  of  the  news- 
paper man,  as  a  rule,  that  because  he  knew  our  firm  well 
enough  to  be  willing  to  trust  us  for  a  $10  ad,  we,  on  that 
account,  must  know  him  well  enough  and  be  equally  willing 
to  trust  him  for  a  $50  paper  cutter,  or  a  $500  Gordon  press, 
upon  which  our  profit  would  be  no  more  than  $5  or  $25 
respectively.  Perhaps  that  difficulty  might  have  been  over- 
come; but  it  gave  rise  to  another  complication.  The  pub- 
lisher who  bought  wood  type  of  Mr.  Cooley,  and  agreed  to 
buy  more  wood  type  to  balance  any  charges  he  might  have 
against  Mr.  Cooley  for  advertising,  seemed  to  imbibe  from 
that  transaction  the  impression  that  we  had  also  sought  his 
patronage  for  articles  sold  on  a  closer  margin  of  profit  than 
that  afforded  by  wood  type,  and  had  also  made  an  agree- 
ment to  let  the  bill  stand  until  we  should  have  sent  adver- 
tising orders  to  an  amount  sufficient  to  balance  it. 

There  was  still  another  difficulty.  The  country  paper 
that  would  carry  a  standing  column  of  electrotyped  matter 
for  a  gross  price  of  $25  would,  when  indebted  to  us,  become 
decidedly  insistent  that  the  price  of  the  column  we  desired 
was  not  $25,  but  $80  or  $100  or  $125,  and,  in  a  correspond- 
ence that  might  ensue,  it  was  not  always  easy  to  answer  the 
statement  "We  paid  you  what  you  asked  for  the  paper  cut- 
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ter  or  imposing  stone,  why  should  you  not  pay  me  what  I 
ask  for  my  advertising  space  ?"  The  man  knew  the  answer 
as  well  as  we  did,  but  somehow  correspondence  on  the  sub- 
ject never  seemed  to  lead  out  in  a  way  that  was  satisfac- 
tory to  either.  Of  course  there  were  things  that  could  be 
sold  to  publishers  on  their  own  terms,  but  these  were  not 
standard.  I  will  mention  one  example  of  transactions  in  an 
article  of  this  description. 

The  Chicago  Advertising  Agency  of  Cook,  Coburn  & 
Co.  communicated  with  us  at  one  time  on  the  subject  of 
selling  to  publishers,  who  should  also  happen  to  be  job 
printers — as  nearly  every  publisher  of  a  country  weekly  is 
— a  recipe  for  making  a  dryer,  that  had  the  attractive  name 
of  Riley's  Indispensable.  When  that  was  used  the  ink 
would  not  smooch.  There  need  be  no  delay  before  packing 
up  and  delivering  the  job.  Their  agency  had  been  ap- 
proached in  the  same  way,  had  issued  a  circular  to  papers 
they  were  dealing  with  in  their  territory,  and  had  sold  so 
many  of  the  recipes,  and  the  buyers  were  so  well  satisfied 
that  they  were  confident  we,  with  our  broader  connection, 
could  dispose  of  a  very  large  number.  The  recipe  was 
printed  on  a  card,  was  to  be  sold  for  $10,  the  buyer  being 
understood  to  promise  to  keep  the  secret  and  not  give  it 
away.  It  was  the  same  plan  that  Mr.  E.  C.  Allen  had 
found  to  work  so  well  in  selling  his  recipe  for  making  a 
washing  compound.  For  each  recipe  sold  we  were  to  pay 
$2.50.  We  sent  the  circular  to  every  paper  to  which  we 
were  indebted  for  as  much  as  $2.50  and  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  orders  came  in,  upon  no  one  of  which  could  we  pos- 
sibly incur  any  loss.  Later  we  were  favored  with  a  right 
to  buy  other  copies  of  the  recipe  at  $1  each,  and  issued  a 
new  proposal  to  all  papers  to  which  we  were  indebted  for  as 
much  as  $1,  and  sold  a  larger  number  than  before.  Next 
there  came  an  offer  to  sell  us  a  perpetual  right  to  print  the 
cards  ourselves  for  the  payment  of  a  gross  sum  of  $100. 
We  thereupon  communicated  with  the  hundred  or  two 
printers  who  had  bought  the  recipe  of  us  and  learned  from 
their  replies  that  they  were  pretty  generally  satisfied  with 
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the  transaction.  One  facetious  editor,  noticing  that  Balsam 
Copaiba  was  one  of  the  ingredients,  wrote  to  say  that  he 
had  formerly  been  familiar  with  a  preparation  that  he  pre- 
sumed was  substantially  the  same  thing,  although  he  had 
used  it  for  an  entirely  different  purpose.  He,  as  well  as 
others,  was  satisfied  with  his  purchase  of  the  recipe.  We 
paid  the  $100  for  the  perpetual  right,  issued  a  new  circular 
to  all  of  the  about  5,000  papers  then  published,  and  within 
thirty  days  had  fully  500  orders  in  hand,  thereby  creating  a 
credit  of  $10  for  ns  on  the  books  of  the  papers  in  question, 
a  total  of  $5,000,  end  all  for  an  outlay  of  not  much  beyond 
the  $100  paid  for  the  right.  Other  orders  came  in  from 
time  to  time.  Now  and  then  an  ill-natured  man,  who  had 
a  grievance,  or  thought  he  had,  would  print  the  recipe  in 
his  columns,  and  make  remarks  about  it,  but  that  did  not 
seem  to  do  any  harm.  Still  the  trade  came  to  an  end  in 
time,  and  at  this  day  I  have  no  copy  of  the  recipe  nor  any 
knowledge  of  any  of  the  ingredients  beyond  the  one  of 
which  a  correspondent  had  spoken  so  highly. 

The  typefounders  of  the  time  had  a  combination  among 
themselves  and  would  allow  no  commissions  to  us  on  any 
sales  of  type,  and  I  went  to  England  and  perfected  arrange- 
ments there  whereby  I  might  import  type;  but  the  profit 
was  confined  to  a  much  smaller  percentage  than  that  real- 
ized on  the  Riley's  Indispensable,  and  the  inconvenient  de- 
lays in  getting  sorts,  when  wanted,  prevented  the  English 
type  from  becoming  popular  either  with  us  or  with  the 
printers  to  whom  we  sold  it. 

Eventually  I  sold  out  the  printers'  warehouse  branch  of 
our  trade  to  Mr.  R.  H.  C.  Valentine,  who  had  managed  it 
for  us  for  some  years.  He  had  no  money  to  buy  with,  but 
we  trusted  him,  and  he,  eventually,  paid  us  in  full,  although, 
before  he  died,  I  think  some  other  people  who  sold  things 
to  him  did  not  come  out  as  well  as  we  did.  We  also  sold  to 
Mr.  Valentine  our  weekly  paper,  the  American  Newspaper 
Reporter  and  Advertisers'  Gazette.  He  immediately 
changed  the  sub-head  to  Printers'  Gazette,  and  after  numer- 
ous changes  of  make-up  and  character  it  finally  ceased  pub- 
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lication  and  disappeared,  to  be  resurrected  years  later  in  the 
form  of  little  Printers'  Ink. 

While  we  sold  merchandise  to  printers  we  had  rather  ex- 
tensive dealings  in  ink,  sold  mainly  to  country  papers  who 
generally  bought  in  25-pound  kegs.  There  were  two  stand- 
ard qualities,  the  best  being  sold  at  25  cents  a  pound,  the 
other  grade  at  20  cents,  making  the  price  of  a  keg  $6.25 
and  $5  respectively.  The  cost  to  us  was  $2  for  the  best 
grade  and  $1.80  for  the  other.  We  sold  hundreds  of  kegs 
of  the  stuff.  I  remember  contracting  for  2,000  kegs  at  one 
time.  There  would  be  twenty  sales  of  the  dearer  sort  to  one 
of  the  lower  priced,  and,  as  it  complicated  matters  some- 
what to  keep  the  two  kinds  separate,  as  the  kegs  looked  ex- 
actly alike  on  the  outside,  there  came  a  time  when  we  ceased 
to  put  in  any  of  the  second  grade.  Thereafter,  when  a  man 
ordered  the  20  cent  sort,  he  got  the  same  as  he  would  if  he 
had  ordered  the  25  cent  sort.  I  once  read  in  a  paper,  edited 
by  an  embryo  humorist,  the  statement  that  "Printers'  ink 
is  a  sticky  compound  and  many  printers  have  got  stuck  with 
it."  The  indications,  so  far  as  my  observation  has  extended, 
all  go  to  show  that  the  printer  who  gets  stuck  with  ink  gen- 
erally has  a  hand  in  it  himself. 

The  differing  ideas  that  prevail  in  printing  offices  about 
the  comparative  qualities  of  inks  is  one  of  the  most  curious 
things  in  life.  There  is,  or  used  to  be,  a  sale  for  black  inks 
at  as  high  a  rate  as  $10  a  pound,  but  there  never  was  a  black 
ink  made  that  would  not  afford  a  profit  to  the  maker  at  25 
cents  a  pound,  if  selling  and  delivery  expenses  could  be 
eliminated.  Our  inks  sold  at  25  cents  a  pound  gave  uni- 
versal satisfaction,  while  those  who  bought  the  same  goods 
at  20  cents  a  pound  were  less  likely  to  be  satisfied.  The 
complaints  about  the  quality  of  the  20  cent  goods  outnum- 
bered those  about  that  of  the  25  cent  sort  more  than  two  to 
one,  although  the  sales  of  the  25  cent  sort  outnumbered 
those  of  the  other  as  much  as  twenty  to  one.  Whenever  a 
kick  came  we  took  back  the  ink,  sent  another  lot  just  like 
it  and  rarely  heard  any  further  complaint.  Inks  cost  some- 
what more  to  make  to-day  than  they  did  twenty -five  years 
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ago ;  but  in  the  advertisements  of  Printers  Ink  Jonson  that 
appear  weekly  in  the  pages  of  Printers'  Ink  at  the  pres- 
ent time  the  same  grade  of  goods  that  we  sold  for  25  cents 
or  20  cents,  as  the  buyer  preferred,  is  now  offered  at  6 
cents,  and  probably  costs  3  to  make,  with  cost  of  keg  to  be 
added.  My  old  friend  Wilson  used  to  feel  first  rate  when  he 
took  my  order  for  a  thousand  kegs,  for  which  he  would  col- 
lect $2,000  from  me,  which  I  now  know  would  make  him 
fully  $1,000  richer  than  he  was  the  day  before.  But  if  the 
keg  cost  him  $1,  me  $2,  and  the  printer  $5  or  $6.25,  as  he 
preferred,  I  did  not  seem  to  occupy  the  position  of  least 
advantage  among  the  three  of  us. 

Before  Mr.  Valentine  went  out  of  business  he  had  a  con- 
tract, for  a  considerable  time,  to  supply  the  printing  ink 
used  by  the  Delineator,  and  took  his  pay  in  advertising 
space  in  that  publication.  Of  so  little  account  was  the  ad- 
vertising considered  that  it  became  hard  to  get  an  advertise- 
ment inserted  there  without  hunting  up  Valentine  and  bar- 
gaining with  him.  So  far  as  I  know  he  may  have  obtained 
the  entire  franchise  for  advertising  in  the  Delineator  merely 
to  pay  for  its  ink  supply.  Under  better  management  to-day 
the  advertising  patronage  of  that  magazine  now  produces 
money  enough  to  pay  Mr.  Roosevelt's  yearly  salary  out  of 
the  proceeds  of  any  single  month  of  the  entire  year. 

The  United  States  Postal  Laws  say  that  a  paper  issued 
primarily  for  advertising  purposes  must  be  regarded  as  a 
circular,  and  have  postage  paid  on  it  as  suGh,  and  may  not 
enjoy  the  mailing  facilities  and  postage  rates  accorded  to  a 
periodical.  The  Delineator  was  established  for  the  purpose 
of  advertising  the  Butterick  Paper  Patterns  and  with  no 
other  view.  Its  contents,  from  cover  to  cover,  long  con- 
sisted solely  of  pictures  of  garments  and  announcements  of 
the  prices  at  which  the  patterns  could  be  had,  yet,  bare  as  it 
was  of  other  features,  it  early  found  more  than  a  hundred 
thousand  women  who  were  glad  to  pay  the  subscription 
price  in  advance  for  it,  and,  although  the  question  puzzled 
the  clerks  in  the  Department  at  Washington  who  dealt  with 
such  things,  if  they  ever  excluded  it  from  the  mails,  it  was 
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not  for  long.  Under  recent  more  intelligent  management 
the  magazine  now  has  other  excellent  features  of  a  maga- 
zine for  women,  and  instead  of  a  hundred  thousand  circu- 
lation, is  making  rapid  strides  toward  the  million  mark.  It 
already  gets  six  dollars  a  line  for  its  advertising  space. 
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In  the  sixties  and  early  seventies  many  names  of  cities, 
prominent  now,  had  a  strange  sound  to  the  ear.  Omaha 
suggested  an  Indian  tribe,  Seattle — perhaps  it  did  not  exist, 
certainly  I  heard  no  word  of  it  during  a  six  weeks'  stay  on 
the  Columbia  in  1873 :  but  before  that  time  I  was  told  about 


Denver — told  a  good  deal  about  it — in  letters  from  a  most 
enthusiastic  journalist,  already  settled  there.  He  sent  me 
maps  that  made  the  place  look  like  an  enormous  spider  with 
a  multitude  of  legs,  every  one  of  which  represented  a  rail- 
road—projected.    Whether  there  really  was  one  completed 
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road  that  would  take  a  passenger  there  I  do  not  know.  This 
man's  name  was  O.  J.  Goldrick,  and  his  paper  the  Rocky 
Mountain  Herald.  He  sent  me  his  photograph,  showing  a 
slight,  wiry,  middle-aged  man,  wearing  a  black  suit,  a  black 
tie,  a  boiled  shirt,  a  black  moustache,  and  hair  as  black  as 
only  a  photograph  or  a  hair  dye  can  make  it. 

About  this  time  Mr.  John  Taylor  Johnston  of  New 
York  City,  who  was  the  first  president  of  the  Metropolitan 
Museum  of  Art,  owned  a  picture  by  Turner  called  "The 
Slave  Ship."  It  may  be  there  was  no  other  genuine  exam- 
ple of  this  great  artist  in  America  at  that  time.  Most  of 
the  canvas  was  black  paint,  but  in  the  center  there  was  color 
of  flame,  toned  here  and  there  by  splashes  of  the  yolk  of  an 
egg;  and,  by  being  shown  now  and  then  in  exhibitions  of 
the  fine  arts,  I  was  familiar  with  it ;  but  connected  it  in  no 
way  with  my  Colorado  correspondent,  until  one  day  a  man 
came  into  my  office,  the  very  counterpart  of  the  picture  I 
had  kept  in  my  desk,  save  that  the  hair  and  moustache  were 
not  black  at  all  but  flaming  in  the  colors  and  shades  of  the 
burning  ship.  On  speaking  with  him  he  developed  a 
brogue,  not,  of  course,  to  be  detected  in  his  letters ;  and, 
on  the  whole,  he  was  a  quite  remarkable  specimen  of  an 
amiable  Irishman  of  the  sort  we  acquire  the  habit  of  speak- 
ing of  as  wild.  It  was  through  him  that  I  had  heard  of 
Denver  for  the  first  time,  and  he  had  all  the  enthusiasm 
that  has  grown  to  be  inseparable  from  every  person  who 
lives  for  so  much  as  a  week  in  that  wonderful  city.  While 
there  in  1882  a  newspaper  paragraph  directed  attention  to 
a  block  of  stores  situated  on street,  begun  last  Mon- 
day—the paper  stated — would  not  be  completed  before 
Saturday — but  in  the  meantime  had  all  been  let.  In  1890  I 
was  there  again,  and  talked  with  the  elder  of  the  Lawrence 
Brothers,  who  had  long  owned  and  published  the  Ohio 
Farmer.  His  home  was  in  Cleveland,  but  he  had  gone  to 
Denver  to  recruit  a  damaged  lung,  and,  as  everybody  else 
seemed  to  do,  had  become  fascinated  with  the  place.  "I 
suppose,"  said  I  to  Lawrence,  "you  expect  to  live  to  see  this 
city  have  500,000  people,  do  you  not  ?"    "I  don't  know  about 
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that,"  said  he,  "but  I  am  perfectly  certain  it  will  have  a 
million  in  less  than  five  years." 

Mr.  Goldrick  is  now  hardly  remembered  by  anybody  in 
Denver,  and  what  became  of  him  I  do  not  know,  but  of  the 
picture,  to  parts  of  which  I  have  compared  his  hair  and 
beard,  I  recall  something  further.  There  was  a  time  when 
the  stock  of  Jersey  Central  declined  from  180  to  8  and  Mr. 
Johnston,  who  was  interested  in  it,  sold  his  fine  art  collec- 
tion at  public  auction.  It  was  a  notable  sale,  and  among 
those  who  attended  was  Mr.  Fred  B.  McGuire,  Director 
of  the  Corcoran  Gallery  at  Washington.  By  his  side  sat  a 
man  of  advanced  years,  a  large  man,  with  bushy  hair  and 
eyebrows,  and  a  heavy  cane  with  a  hole  through  it,  embel- 
lished with  a  cord  and  tassel ;  and  when  the  "Slave  Ship" 
was  at  last  knocked  down  at  $10,000,  and  the  name  of  the 
buyer  announced,  the  old  man  seemed  to  become  crazy  with 
pleasurable  excitement.  He  bravoed,  pounded  the  floor 
with  his  heavy  cane,  stamped  his  feet,  and  could  hardly 
contain  himself,  and  his  exhibition  of  feeling  excited  Mr. 
McGuire's  surprise  to  such  an  extent  that  he  ventured  to 
ask  the  old  gentleman  what  it  was  that  excited  his  enthusi- 
asm to  such  an  unusual  degree.  Whereupon  the  older  man, 
looking  around,  broke  into  a  laugh  and  as  soon  as  he  could 
command  his  voice  said,  "Why,  the  damned  thing's  going 
to  Boston!" 

Walking  up  Broadway  one  evening  many  years  ago  I 
came  to  a  store  I  had  not  previously  observed,  and  noted 
that  it  was  devoted  to  the  sale  of  preparations  put  forth 
by  the  Boston  house  of  Joseph  Burnett  &  Co.,  proprietors 
of  Burnett's  Kaliston,  Burnett's  Flavoring  Extracts,  Bur- 
nett's Cocoaine,  Dr.  Jonas  Whitcomb's  Asthma  Remedy, 
and  so  on.  As  Dr.  Burnett  was  something  of  an  advertiser 
I  was  interested  in  this  new  enterprise  of  his,  and  stepped 
inside  the  place  to  investigate.  The  venture  being  new, 
business  was  not  brisk— I  hardly  think  it  ever  did  become 
brisk  in  that  store — and  I  found  the  man  in  charge  quite  at 
leisure  and  willing  to  talk.  He  was  of  about  my  own  age, 
of  a  rather  reserved  manner,  but  he  had  opinions,  and  was 
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not  inclined  to  keep  them  in  the  background,  even  for  the 
sake  of  making  a  conversation  go  more  smoothly.  We 
came  pretty  near  to  getting .  into  an  altercation ;  I  do  not 
remember  what  about,  but  it  was  certainly  nothing  of  any 
particular  consequence.  The  man  knew  all  about  me,  when 
I  told  my  name,  but  he  also  knew  all  about  advertising  and 
needed  no  points  on  the  subject.  He  had  been  with  Burnett 
for  some  years,  and  this  new  store  was  the  carrying  out  of 
an  idea  that  he  had  personally  urged.  Somehow  we  got  so 
warm  in  our  arguments  that  we  were  both  quite  out  of  tem- 
per when  I  came  away,  and  it  was  all  for  so  nearly  no  rea- 
son at  all  that  I  think  we  must  have  been — both  of  us — a 
little  ashamed  of  it,  for  when  we  met  again  some  months 
after  the  recognition  was  mutual  and  pleasant.  We  spoke 
of  the  former  meeting,  both  laughed  and  were  good  friends 
from  that  hour  and  always  remained  so — in  a  measure. 

This  man  was  Lyman  D.  Morse,  afterwards  associated 
with  James  H.  Bates  under  the  firm  name  of  Bates  &  Morse, 
and  the  founder  of  the  present  Lyman  D.  Morse  Advertising 
Agency,  which  still  does  an  excellent  business  at  its  offices 
in  the  Potter  Building  at  No.  38  Park  Row,  numbering 
among  its  clients  some  of  the  best  advertisers  of  the  time. 

I  might  mention  that  Dr.  Burnett  had  the  advertising 
idea,  and  all  his  efforts  at  publicity  had  about  them  indica- 
tions of  both  efficiency  and  good  taste.  He  failed  more 
than  once  while  comparatively  young  in  business,  but  even- 
tually acquired  an  ample  competence,  lived  like  a  gentle- 
man and  associated  with  gentlemen.  One  of  his  sons  mar- 
ried a  daughter  of  James  Russell  Lowell,  the  poet,  once 
our  Minister  to  the  Court  of  St.  James.  This  son  had  rural 
tastes  and  he  would  be  a  farmer.  He  also  had  the  adver- 
tising idea,  and  it  was  from  his  farm  at  Framingham,  Mas- 
sachusetts, that  the  delicious  slim  little  sausages  called  the 
Deerfoot  were  first  put  upon  the  market.  They  may  be 
had  now  in  every  State  of  the  Union,  and  the  trademark 
must  be  really  valuable.  Just  think  of  being  able  to  apply 
a  trademark  to  a  sausage. 

Morse  married  a  lady  whose   sister  was  the  wife  of 
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Frank  T.  Brown,  son  of  that  John  I.  Brown,  who  estab- 
lished the  one  time  largely  advertised  Brown's  Bronchial 
Troches.  I  am  of  the  opinion  that  another  sister  was  the 
wife  of  Jerry  Curtis,  son  of^  Jeremiah  Curtis  who  made  a 
success  of  the  Mrs.  Winslow's  Soothing-  Syrup  trademark. 
In  consequence  of  these  connections  Morse  might  be  said  to 
be  in  an  atmosphere  of  advertising  and  he  liked  it,  and  had 
ideas  of  his  own  on  the  subject,  and  they  were  good  ones. 


LYMAN    D.    MORSE. 


He  succeeded  better  than  any  other  man  I  have  known  in 
getting  large  advertising  value  out  of  small  advertising 
space. 

The  Burnett  advertisements  and  the  Deerfoot  notices 
have  almost  always  been  small,  but  particularly  well  placed. 
Mrs.  Winslow's  Soothing  Syrup  advertisements  are  always 
small,  and  the  wording  of  them  is  rarely  or  never  changed. 
The  Brown's  Troches  advertisements  were  also  small,  and 
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of  the  four  referred  to,  they  alone  used  anything  like  a  cut 
or  picture.  I  don't  think,  however,  that  Morse  had  much 
if  anything  to  do  with  shaping  the  publicity  of  the  Curtis 
or  the  Brown  publicity.  Burnett's  he  managed  long,  per- 
haps as  long  as  he  lived,  and  no  man  ever  worked  more 
faithfully,  more  tirelessly  to  get  a  low  rate,  an  extra  con- 
cession and  a  position  that  nobody  else  could  secure.  Time 
was  no  object.  If  a  small  concession  was  all  that  could  be 
had  that  was  better  than  nothing.  No  matter  how  good 
the  terms  that  were  offered  Morse  was  never  quite  satisfied. 
He  was  always  in  earnest,  never  laughed.  He  had  no  sense 
of  humor,  but  held  the  dollar  very  close  to  his  eye. 

Alfred  Cowles,  part  owner  and  so  long  the  business  man- 
ager of  the  Chicago  Tribune,  used  to  tell  a  story  of  Morse. 
He  had  been  in  Chicago  for  a  week  or  ten  days,  and  came 
daily  to  the  Tribune  office  to  talk  about  rates  and  position 
for  an  advertisement  he  wished  to  place  in  its  columns. 
Cowles  was  one  of  those  brisk,  brusque  men  who  would 
make  a  decision  off-hand  and  wait  patiently  enough  while 
you  talked  as  much  as  you  liked ;  but  when  you  were  done 
his  decision  stood  as  stated  in  the  beginning.  Morse  never 
wasted  any  time  talking  with  subordinates.  He  would  go 
to  the  fountain  head,  and  daily  he  entered  Mr.  Cowles'  pri- 
vate office,  and  daily  he  went  over  the  figures  of  the  contract 
he  had  in  mind.  "Won't  you  give  me  anything,"  said  he, 
"no  concession  whatever?"  and  to  this  Cowles  answered 
with  a  bit  of  cynicism  in  his  laugh,  "Morse,  I  don't  know 
that  I  wouldn't  give  you  a  ticket  to  get  you  out  of  town." 
The  order  was  finally  given  and  Morse  went  away,  and  for 
several  days  Cowles  had  a  rest.  But  one  day,  perhaps  a 
week  later,  Morse  came  again.  He  would  go  to  St.  Louis 
in  the  morning  and  came  now  to  ask  Cowles  if  he  was  in 
earnest  about  what  he  said  about  giving  him  a  railroad  pass. 

I  came  to  have  occasional  dealings  with  Morse  and  to 
place  some  business  for  him,  before  he  became  associated 
with  Mr.  Bates.    I  never  saw  a  man  who  so  greatly  appre- 
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ciated  commendation,  praise — I  may  say  flattery.  He 
would  wait  for  more  of  it — as  a  cat  will  to  have  her  back 
stroked.  I  would  not  have  thought  him  at  all  calculated 
to  succeed  as  an  advertising  agent,  but  he  really  did  first- 
rate,  and  Bates  always  had  a  high  opinion  of  his  abilities. 
The  two  were  no  more  alike  than  chalk  is  like  cheese. 
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Mention  has  been  made  of  an  early  ambition  to  get  back 
to  the  soil.  That  longing  never  left  me ;  and  in  the  year 
1880,  at  the  age  of  forty-two,  I  bought  a  farm  in  the  same 
White  Mountain  region  of  the  Granite  State  where  my  boy- 
hood had  been  passed.  For  half  a  dozen  years  or  there- 
abouts I  was  not  seen  at  the  office  very  much.  New  clerks 
failed  to  recognize  me  on  the  occasions  of  my  rare  appear- 
ances, and  my  partners  commonly  refrained  from  consult- 
ing me  or  telling  me  very  much  about  what  was  going  on. 
There  were  daily  or  weekly  reports  sent  to  me,  but  I  had 
sense  enough  not  to  attempt  to  control  a  business  that  I  did 
not  give  attention  to.  I  diversified  farming  with  a  six 
months'  tour  of  Europe,  an  expedition  to  the  West  Indies, 
Mexico  and  our  Pacific  States ;  devoted  considerable  time 
to  trout  and  bass  fishing — but  never  quite  so  much  as  was 
good  for  me — expended  much  energy  and  some  money  in 
improving  the  farm,  concerning  which  I  am  able  to  say, 
that  in  spite  of  my  early  training,  having  been  born  and 
bred  on  a  farm,  I  did  not,  during  any  single  month  of  the 
more  than  twenty  years  that  I  experimented  with  Prospect 
Farm,  succeed  in  getting  enough  income  from  it  to  pay  the 
running  expenses  of  that  month.  This  seems  more  strange 
when  it  is  stated  that  occasionally  nearly  the  entire  product 
for  a  year  would  be  sold  and  turned  into  money  at  one 
time.  Surely  one  might  think  that  the  month  of  the  great- 
est sale  would  now  and  then  provide  for  at  least  its  own 
share  of  the  yearly  outgo,  but  no  such  case  ever  did  hap- 
pen. I  introduced  thoroughbred  cattle,  and  at  the  county 
fair,  came  so  near  carrying  off  all  the  premiums  offered 
that  I  aroused  the  energies  of  my  brother  farmers  to  such 
an  extent  that  they  elected  me  president  of  the  Agricultural 
Society;  and  that  seemed  a  death  blow  to  its  fortunes,  for 
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a  year  or  two  later  the  grounds  were  sold  to  an  association 
of  gentlemen,  who  had  horse  trots  very  much  more  on  their 
minds  than  prize  pumpkins  or  fat  oxen. 

I  became  a  citizen  of  the  town,  voted  there,  and  was 
even  complimented  by  a  nomination  for  Representative  to 
the  State  Legislature.  This  was,  on  the  whole,  a  rather 
sad  experience.  Old  schoolmates  crossed  the  street  to  avoid 
meeting  me,  fearing  they  would  have  to  refuse  a  request  to 
vote  for  me,  and  thereby  become  false  to  party  affiliations. 
I  had  flattered  myself  that  I  was  rather  popular.  The  store- 
keeper where  I  traded  was  a  schoolmate  and  friend;  my 
farmer,  who  superintended  my  agricultural  operations, 
seemed  to  think  well  of  me ;  the  gardener — of  Irish  origin — 
talked  so  pleasantly  that  I  gave  him  a  suit  of  clothes  and  a 
good  overcoat ;  but  not  one  of  these  favored  me  with  a  vote, 
although  the  gardener  was  loyal  enough  to  leave  town  the 
day  before  election  and  thus  avoided  voting  against  me.  On 
election  morning  I  drove  over  the  four  miles  of  road  that 
intervened  between  the  farm  and  the  town  hall ;  was  alone 
in  the  wagon,  and  overtook  two  neighbors — father  and  son 
—born  Democrats,  dyed  in  the  wool,  the  older  a  man  of 
perhaps  not  less  than  seventy  years.  I  stopped  and  asked 
them  to  ride.  There  was  a  moment's  pause  before  the  old 
man  spoke ;  then  he  said  with  some  hesitation,  but  not  with- 
out dignity,  "Mr.  Rowell,  we  are  going  to  vote  for  you  to- 
day, and  there  are  some  who  will  not  expect  that,  nor  like 
it.  I  think  we  had  better  walk,  for  if  we  should  be  seen  rid- 
ing into  town  with  you  it  will  cause  talk  and  I  think  that 
would  not  be  a  good  thing."  If  any  other  Democrat  voted 
for  me  I  never  knew  it.  One  neighbor,  a  Republican, 
wanted  to  vote  for  me,  but  thought  he  ought  to  get  some 
consideration  for  it,  but  I  could  not  see  it  that  way.  The 
fact  is,  as  a  politician,  I  was  as  green  as  grass,  and  my  con- 
duct in  that  campaign  showed  it. 

A  merchant  in  the  village,  prosperous,  public-spirited 
and  popular,  was  the  Democratic  candidate  who  opposed 
me.  We  had  been  acquaintances  and  friends  from  our 
youth,  but  he  intended  to  win  if  possible,  partly  because 
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that  was  the  thing  to  do  and  more  perhaps  because  at  the 
preceding  election  he  had  seen  himself  defeated  by  a  ma- 
jority of  one.  It  was  reported  that  he  contributed  over 
$3,000  for  printed  matter  and  the  legitimate  purchase  of 
votes  in  our  innocent  rural  community,  casting  only  about 
five  hundred  ballots.  If  this  was  so,  I  am  certain  he  must 
have  felt  chagrined  when  the  count  at  town  meeting  showed 
he  had  a  majority  so  large  that  he  could  not  have  failed  of 
election  had  he  never  turned  a  hand  or  expended  a  cent  to 
influence  the  result. 

I  hunted  up  a  lake  that  was  a  famous  place  for  trout 
fishing,  and  got  up  a  little  club,  in  which  some  of  my  news- 
paper friends  took  an  interest,  and  by  buying  the  land  all 
around  the  lake  and  on  both  sides  of  the  inlet  coming  from 
mountain  springs  and  the  outlet,  falling  over  cascades  that 
pickerel  could  not  ascend ;  and  ending  in  a  river  where 
pickerel  swarmed ;  I  supposed,  in  the  light  of  the  advice  of 
leading  lawyers  of  the  State  that  our  little  association  actu- 
ally had  secured  a  trout  preserve  and  controlled  the  fishing 
and  a  right  to  be  let  alone.  And  may  be  we  did,  for  the 
case  is  still  in  litigation  in  the  United  States  Courts,  after 
about  twenty  years  of  continual  struggle,  that  have  ex- 
hausted the  resources  of  the  State  judiciary,  led  to  the  en- 
actment of  no  less  than  eight  separate  statute  laws  by  the 
Legislature — each  one  intended  to  deprive  us  of  the  rights 
we  thought  we  had  acquired.  All  of  these,  in  one  way  and 
another,  have  caused  our  little  association  to  pay  out  four 
times  more  money  for  lawyers'  fees  than  we  ever  did  for 
real  estate,  camp  furniture  and  fishing  tackle. 

There  not  being  work  enough  about  my  farm  and  gar- 
den to  occupy  my  spare  time,  I  felt  impelled  to  acquire  con- 
trol of  one  of  the  village  newspapers,  and  show  the  rural 
editors  of  the  United  States  just  how  a  village  paper  really 
ought  to  be  conducted.  A  price  was  agreed  upon,  the 
money  paid  over,  and  I  thought  I  was  in  full  possession; 
but  after  taking  over  the  office,  the  former  owner  surprised 
me  by  asserting  that  unpaid  subscriptions  up  to  date  of 
transfer  belonged  to  him.     I  referred  him  to  my  lawyer, 
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who  had  conducted  the  transaction  for  me,  and  he,  with 
commendable  loyalty  to  his  nearer  neighbor,  and  doubtless 
in  accordance  with  actual  right — though  it  did  not  seem  so 
to  me — decided  the  case  against  me. 

I  reduced  the  subscription  price  to  a  dollar  a  year,  pay- 
able always  in  advance,  made  myself  disliked  by  the  lead- 
ing and  richest  people  in  the  town,  who  were  also  my  best 
friends,  by  stopping  their  papers  when  their  subscriptions 
expired;  adopted  a  flat  rate  for" advertising,  so  low  that  a 
small  advertisement,  inserted  once,  hardly  brought  in 
money  enough  to  pay  for  handling  the  type,  and  figured 
up  such  a  considerable  sum,  on  a  yearly  contract,  that  no- 
body failed  to  be  amazed.  The  advertising  agents,  who  had 
the  prices  quoted  to  them  for  inserting  electrotypes  by  the 
year,  seemed  to  have  their  breaths  taken  away,  and  told 
their  customers  that  a  crank  had  got  possession  of  that 
office  and  it  would  be  better  to  scratch  the  paper  off  the 
list.  We  bought  new  type  and  introduced  many  improve- 
ments that  nobody  seemed  to  notice  particularly,  although 
the  St.  Johnsbury  Caledonian,  printed  thirty  miles  away, 
did  assert,  in  a  paragraph  one  day,  that  I  was  "trying  to 
run  a  nonpareil  paper  in  a  long  primer  town." 

I  was  too  proud  and  of  too  much  importance  to  solicit 
local  patronage.  The  storekeepers  resented  having  their 
old  time  contracts  superseded,  or  were  glad  to  be  free  from 
importunities  to  renew  them.  They  advertised  but  little. 
Occasionally  I  wrote  a  few  lines,  in  my  simple  kindly  man- 
ner, making  reference  to  some  village  affair;  possibly  an 
individual;  and  was  uniformly  amazed  to  note  that  some 
people  were  thin-skinned  and  not  at  all  disposed  to  submit 
to  criticism  from  such  an  outsider  as  I  was.  One  para- 
graph, which  asserted  that  some  people  thought  rum  was 
sold  at  one  of  the  drug  stores,  gave  no  offense  at  all  to  the 
one  I  had  in  mind,  but  made  a  good  deal  of  hard  feeling  on 
the  part  of  the  owner  of  the  other  store.  If  a  boy  stole 
money  out  of  a  till  and  left  town  he  was  pretty  certain  to 
have  been  born  near  the  schoolhouse  that  Nelson  Chesman 
and  I  had  attended  in  our. youth;  and  his  mother,  perhaps, 
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was  that  red-cheeked  girl  who  wore  her  dark  hair  in  such 
big  braids.  Anyhow  it  would  not  do  to  mention  the  affair 
in  the  paper  and  it  even  seemed  hardly  safe  to  make  a  six 
line  reference  to  a  six  column  account  that  appeared  next 
day  in  the  Boston  Globe,  of  which  a  good  many  copies 
came  into  the  village. 

One  day  the  foreman  directed  my  attention  to  a  two  col- 
umn electrotype,  about  five  inches  long,  that  had  been  sent 
in,  direct,  from  an  insurance  company,  and  asked  how  much 
he  should  bill  them  for  it.  "You  know  the  rates,"  said  I. 
"It  measures  ten  inches  of  column  space;  that  makes  120 
lines  nonpareil ;  at  2  cents  a  line  the  price  will  be  $2.40. 
What's  the  matter?"  "Nothing,"  he  said,  "only  that  elec- 
trotype comes  every  year,  and  we  have  always  received 
$12.50  for  putting  it  in.  They  never  ask  the  price."  "Well, 
I  can't  help  that,"  was  my  decision,  "we  charge  two  cents  a 
line  flat  and  as  we  will  take  no  less  neither  can  we  receive 
any  more."  The  bill  was  paid  without  comment,  but  next 
year  the  order  went  to  the  other  paper  that  had  an  old  time 
publisher,  who  knew  enough  to  make  hay  on  the  few  sun- 
shiny occasions  that  turn  up  in  the  office  of  a  village  news- 
paper. That's  mixed  metaphor,  but  no  one  can  fail  to  get 
the  idea. 

While  in  control  of  that  office  I  had  an  opportunity  to 
note  how  lean,  how  destitute  of  possible  profit,  were  most  of 
the  proposals  that  came  to  hand  through  the  mail.  If  the 
price  was  liberal  the  sender  was  unknown ;  or  if  known,  was 
poor  pay.  If  not  known  he  would  not  often  turn  out  on 
investigation  to  be  worth  knowing.  If  the  soundness  of 
the  sender  was  beyond  peradventure  the  price  offered  would 
be  cut  to  the  quick,  while  the  conditions  of  insertion  would 
be  exacting  and  onerous.  There  were  proposals  to  give 
fifty-two  reading  notices  for  subscription  to  an  unknown 
magazine,  or  to  insert  three  inches  a  year  to  pay  for  the 
Scientific  American  (that  a  mechanic  in  the  town  would 
take  off  our  hands  at  half  price)  and  all  the  thousand  and 
one  schemes  and  proposals  that  country  papers  had  been 
writing  me  about  and  kicking  about,  charging  them  all  to 
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the  evil  influences  of  advertising  agencies  ever  since  I  had 
elected  myself  to  be  an  advertising  agent  a  dozen  or  twenty 
years  before.  I  had  always  talked  to  such  publishers  in  a 
patronizing  way,  told  them  they  held  the  remedy  in  their 
own  hands,  if  they  did  not  like  a  proposal  they  need  not 
accept  it,  but  that  every  proposal  ought  to  have  an  answer, 
and  so  on  and  so  on.  All  the  experiences  referred  to  and 
the  alleged  remedies  for  them  as  well  are  known  to  every 
one  of  the  class  of  human  beings  whom  Horace  Greeley,  in 
a  moment  of  petulance,  once  denominated :  "Those  little 
creatures  whom  God  for  some  inscrutable  purpose  has  per- 
mitted to  edit  country  newspapers."  I  was  one  of  these 
now  and  could  see  for  myself. 

It  would  be  all  very  well  to  conduct  the  business  on  iron- 
clad rules.  Surely  everybody  ought  to  get  the  same  treat- 
ment that  was  afforded  to  everybody  else ;  but  there  was 
one  difficulty  to  which  I  had  not  given  sufficient  thought. 
The  country  editor  must  live.  The  advertising  agent  and 
foreign  advertiser  may  not  admit  this  necessity,  but  if  he 
does  live  he  must  generally  make  his  paper  bring  in  the 
money  he  pays  for  food,  fuel  and  shelter.  The  man  who 
sold  out  to  me  did  this,  and  lived  very  well.  He  had  be- 
tween nine  and  ten  hundred  subscribers  and  those  that  did 
not  pay  in  advance  paid  a  higher  price  later — sometimes. 
He  took  the  $12.50  from  the  insurance  company  and  re- 
tained their  respect.  I  cut  the  price  to  $2.40  and  made  them 
think  that  a  paper  that  valued  its  columns  no  higher  than 
that  could  not  be  worth  continuing  on  the  list  of  papers  to 
which  their  advertisements  should  be  sent.  Had  the  com- 
pany sought  a  yearly  contract  and  placed  the  order  with  an 
agent  who  knew  his  business  my  predecessor  would  have 
received  possibly  as  much  as  $30  gross,  $22.50  net  for  fifty- 
two  insertions,  while  the  gross  charge  under  my  system 
would  be  $124.80  and  the  agent  would  have  to  pay  it  or  keep 
out.  If  the  company  took  the  agent's  advice  it  would  stay 
out — and  it  ought  to. 

As  I  have  said,  my  predecessor  made  a  living  out  of  the 
paper.     I  did  not.     I  had  many  compliments  on  the  first 
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rate  character  of  the  paper  I  produced ;  some  of  the  village 
people  asserted  that  they  were  proud  of  it;  but  never  did  I 
get  so  many  as  900  subscribers  on  the  list.  I  think  844  was 
high  water  mark.  My  predecessor  had  a  little  larger  mail 
list  than  I  ever  secured.  When  I  had  conducted  the  paper 
three  years  I  found  the  net  deficit,  the  amount  the  outgo  had 
exceeded  the  income,  was  a  little  more  than  $6,000  or  an 
average  loss  of  a  trifle  over  $2,000  a  year.  So  I  sold  the 
material  at  public  auction,  sent  postage  stamps  to  the  sub- 
scribers to  pay  back  the  balance  due  on  subscriptions  and 
the  paper  was  dead — for  as  much  as  a  week.  My  predeces- 
sor took  it  up  again,  made  a  fair  income  from  the  start,  sold 
it  out  to  other  parties,  at  a  profit  on  its  cost  to  him,  and  it 
has  gone  on  ever  since,  fully  a  score  of  years,  showing  so 
much  prosperity  as  to  indicate  that  the  management  is  in  no 
need  of  points  from  me. 

Some  people  would  think  I  might  have  learned  a  practi- 
cal lesson  in  publishing  from  the  experience  I  have  nar- 
rated, but  in  spite  of  it  all  I  not  very  long  afterwards  be- 
came responsible  for  a  little  weekly  issued  in  New  York 
City  by  the  Charity  Organization  Society.  I  was  a  member 
of  the  executive  committee,  wanted  the  paper  run  in  a  cer- 
tain way,  and  agreed  if  there  was  a  deficit  I  would  make  it 
good.  Well,  Charities  run  me  behind  in  twelve  months  as 
many  dollars  as  the  Lancaster  Gazette  did  in  three  years, 
and  I  do  not  think  my  brother  members  of  the  executive 
committee  understand  to  this  day  what  it  was  that  made  me 
so  firm  in  my  determination  to  have  nothing  more  to  do  with 
the  publication  after  my  time  of  guarantee  had  expired.  It 
is  still  published  and,  judging  by  the  look  of  it,  I  should 
think  it  a  self-supporting  enterprise.  If  it  is  so,  it  is  equally 
certain  that  it  was  not  I  that  made  it  so. 

■After  both  these  unhappy  experiences  I  conducted  little 
Printers'  Ink  on  pretty  much  the  same  plan  and,  since 
Editor  Zingg  has  supplanted- me  in  the  control,  I  have  still 
had  influence  enough  to  induce  him  to  keep  on  with  it,  and 
in  its  case  the  plan  works  so  well  that  there  appears  to  be 
no  present  temptation  to  change  it. 
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Probably  not  a  very  large  number  of  people  have  ever 
devoted  any  particular  thought  to  the  subject,  but  the  few 
who  have  know  that  at  no  time,  and  under  no  circumstances, 
has  a  newspaper  publisher  or  editor  been  the  leading  man  in 
the  town  where  he  lives.  The  person  of  greatest  influence 
may  be  a  shoemaker,  a  lumberman  or  a  farmer,  but  never  a 
newspaper  man.  Whenever  a  man  who  thinks  himself  of 
some  local  consequence,  or  really  is  so,  undertakes  to  con- 
duct a  paper  he  burns  his  fingers  every  time  and  loses  both 
money  and  prestige.  There  is  a  way  of  accomplishing  the 
desired  result,  however,  that  is  much  more  successful,  and 
easier  as  well  as  cheaper.  It  is  managed  by  lending  money 
to  the  man  who  ostensibly  owns  and  runs  the  paper.  This 
works  much  better  when  applied  to  a  paper  already  having 
a  foothold  than  it  does  in  an  effort  to  establish  a  new  enter- 
prise, for  new  papers  fail,  as  a  rule,  and  before  they  come  to 
the  last  gasp  are  certain  to  use  up  a  lot  of  money ;  while  an 
established  paper,  even  a  pretty  poor  one,  can  go  on  year 
after  year  with  a  small  deficiency,  or  none  at  all ;  and  the 
man  who  owns  a  mortgage  on  it  will  always  have  a  greater 
power  to  influence  its  policy  than  he  would  if  he  stood  be- 
fore the  world  as  the  actual  owner. 

It  has  been  told  that  after  having  had  notice  to  go  forth 
from  the  Garden,  our  progenitor,  Adam,  was  so  convinced 
of  the  error  of  his  ways  that  he  decided,  if  he  could  be 
allowed  to  remain,  he  would  turn  over  a  new  leaf.  I  fear, 
however,  I  am  not  of  so  yielding  a  disposition,  and  if  I 
should  live  again  and  be  a  publisher  I  should  still  strive  to 
establish  and  maintain  a  flat  rate  for  advertising.  If  I  were 
a  publisher  of  a  paper  in  a  small  place  I  would  surely  de- 
vote myself — heart  and  soul — to  encouraging  and  helping 
local  interests,  and  although  I  would  answer  applications 
from  foreign  advertisers,  would  be  civil  in  wording  my  re- 
plies, and  always  tell  the  number  of  dollars  and  cents  that 
the  service  would  cost,  I  would  still  get  my  price  to  the  last 
cent  every  time.  Whatever  favors  I  had  to  bestow  should 
go  to  the  people  who  did  business  nearest  my  own  office — 
my  home  patrons. 
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After  seven  years  of  farming,  more  or  less  intense,  there 
came  a  desire  to  be  an  advertising  agent  again — in  fact,  in- 
stead of  only  in  name — and  I  began  to  be  a  more  regular 
occupant  of  my  desk  at  the  office ;  although  I  by  no  means 
thought  of  surrendering  the  four  months'  vacations-  I  had 
granted  myself  in  the  year  1871,  and  latterly  extended  to 
cover  pretty  nearly  the  whole  twelve.  I  had  kept  a  lodging 
place  in  the  city,  during  all  the  frequent  and  long  absences, 
and  at  the  time  of  the  great  blizzard,  in  March,  1888,  was 
snugly  domiciled  in  the  best  suite  of  rooms  the  Union 
League  Club  afforded.  Perhaps  it  was  from  the  walls  of 
those  very  rooms  that  I  acquired  the  literary  style  shown  in 
the  construction  of  these  reminiscences,  for  before  I  secured 
them  they  were  long  occupied  by  James  R.  Osgood,  who 
had  succeeded  to  Ticknor  &  Fields,  the  oldest  and  best  of 
Boston's  publishers  of  high  grade  literature ;  and  after  me, 
and  interchangeably  with  me,  domiciled  General  Horace 
Porter,  until  our  country  sent  him  to  represent  it  in  Paris, 
and  to  resurrect  the  body  of  Paul  Jones ;  and  after  him 
came  Frank  A.  Munsey,  the  founder  of  the  first  ten  cent 
magazine.  The  last  time  I  was  privileged  to  occupy  one  of 
these  rooms  I  found  it  regularly  assigned  to  Col.  Pope,  who 
made  bicycles  famous,  and  is  now  exploiting  automobiles. 
One  of  the  rooms,  in  my  time,  looked  on  a  little  balcony; 
and  by  opening  the  French  windows  it  was  possible  to  set 
a  chair  out  in  the  open  air,  and  from  it  watch  the  life  in 
Fifth  Avenue,  through  the  blue  smoke  of  a  cigar.  I  had 
retired  to  bed  at  midnight  the  night  before  the  blizzard.  It 
was  raining  and  the  air  was  close — so  the  French  window 
was  allowed  to  stand  ajar  like  an  opened  door.  When  I 
awoke  there  was  a  snow  drift  across  the  room  about  two 
feet  wide  and  in  height  like  a  wedge,  thin  at  the  farther  end, 
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three  feet  thick  by  the  window,  but  with  the  symmetry 
vastly  marred  by  bending  over  the  bed,  that  stood  in  its 
range,  and  carried  at  least  a  hundred  pounds  or  half  a  dozen 
bushels  of  the  white  crystals  that  covered  the  city.  After 
escalading  the  snowy  ridge  and  getting  into  every-day  wear 
and  outside  of  a  breakfast,  I  hardly  realized  that  anything 
special  had  happened ;  and  as  the  weather  was  certainly  not 
of  the  best  I  ordered  a  coupe  to  take  me  down  town — just 
as  though  coupes  grew  on  bushes  and  could  be  had  by 
reaching  out  a  hand — and  it  so  happened,  queer  as  it  was, 
that  although  men  who  were  before,  and  those  who  came 
after  me,  failed  utterly,  my  demand  was  responded  to,  with- 
out the  least  delay,  and  I  started  for  No.  10  Spruce  street, 
without  realizing  that  anything  very  extraordinary  had  taken 
place.  Before  getting  there,  however,  I  began  to  take  notice, 
and  by  the  time  of  arrival  had  concluded  I  should  be  worse 
than  an  idiot  if  I  parted  with  that  cabman  and  his  comfort- 
able vehicle  before  he  should  leave  me  again  at  the  still  more 
comfortable  lodging  from  which  he  had  brought  me.  I  gave 
him  a  five  dollar  bill — to  put  in  his  pocket — told  him  to  seek 
shelter  somewhere,  feed  his  horse,  and  come  for  me  at  three 
p.  M.  It  was  then  about  eleven  in  the  morning.  Well,  at 
three  o'clock  he  came,  returned  me  to  the  club  house,  in  per- 
fectly good  order  and  condition,  being  no  more  than  two 
hours  and  a  half  in  getting  there,  and  it  was  not  until  some 
days  after,  that  I  began  to  realize  how  lucky  I  had  been.  I 
have  never  since  seen  a  man  who  secured  a  ride  both  down 
and  uptown  that  fearful  day ;  -and  our  great  man,  Roscoe 
Conkling,  was  by  no  means  the  only  one  who  lost  a  life 
through  efforts  to  buffet  the  storm. 

In  establishing  my  advertising  agency  in  New  York  I  had 
an  ambition  to  make  it  in  every  way  excellent  and  complete. 
We  would  represent  American  newspapers — all  of  them. 
We  would  have  facilities  for  keeping  a  file  of  each,  so  that 
any  paper  could  be  produced  at  a  moment's  notice,  and  ad- 
vertisers could  see  their  announcements,  and  watch  the  in- 
sertion of  them,  to  any  extent  they  pleased ;  and  the  rate 
cards  of  every  paper,  kept  up  to  date,  should  also  be  con- 
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veniently  at  hand.  In  those  days  papers  counted  on  an  in- 
come, possibly  a  profit,  from  the  subscription  list.  Making 
paper  out  of  spruce  trees  had  not  so  demoralized  the  busi- 
ness as  to  make  publishers  more  than  willing  to  recognize 
any  excuse  that  would  warrant  placing  a  name  on  the  sub- 
scription list,  without  the  shadow  of  a  chance  of  ever  being 
paid.  We  accomplished  something  pretty  good  in  the  way  of 
keeping  complete  files,  and  eventually  our  efforts  produced 
some  result.  Advertisers  did  not  care  particularly  about  the 
perfection  of  our  files,  for  they  relied  upon  our  keeping  a 
record  of  all  insertions  and  being  able  to  prove  up  the  cor- 
rectness of  a  bill ;  but  everybody  who  had  occasion  to  visit 
New  York,  from  any  point  outside,  learned  by  and  by  that 
he  could  see  at  our  office  a  paper  from  his  native  burg ;  and 
would  be  given  a  chair,  wherein  he  might  sit,  in  the  best 
lighted  part  of  the  room,  and  read  at  his  leisure,  with  his  feet 
on  another  chair.  There  was  nothing  to  pay,  and  the  service 
was  not  much,  and,  on  the  whole,  he  generally,  or  at  least 
occasionally,  seemed  to  think  us  a  Puritanical  one-horse  con- 
cern, because,  in  the  room  that  contained  little  beside  thou- 
sands and  tens  of  thousands  of  dry  newspapers,  arranged  in 
racks  that  kept  them  in  just  such  a  position  as  would  make 
them  burn  like  tinder — almost  like  guncotton — we  did  not 
permit  a  visitor  to  enjoy  his  cigar  while  he  sojourned  there. 
Everybody  who  heard  of  a  notice  that  concerned  him, 
whether  complimentary  or  libelous,  came  to  us  to  see  the 
paper,  felt  injured  because  he  could  not  buy  and  carry  it 
away ;  was  slightly  but  not  enormously  grateful  when  al- 
lowed to  clip  the  notice  and  take  that  with  him,  if  it  would 
not  mutilate  the  paper  to  a  ruinous  degree. 

Publishers  who  dealt  with  advertisers  direct,  and  allowed 
them  the  agent's  commission — because  they  were  their  own 
agents — sent  those  advertisers  to  us,  to  see  such  missing 
papers  as  were  needed  to  be  checked  before  a  bill  could  be 
paid  ;  and,  if  it  so  happened  that  the  particular  copy  they  had 
failed  to  receive — because  the  edition  ran  short  that  day — 
had  also  failed  to  come  to  us,  they  went  away  with  the  im- 
pression that  our  boasted  complete  files  of  all  newspapers 
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was  a  very  faulty  institution  after  all.  We  were  a  tremen- 
dous convenience  to  other  advertising  agents,  who  would 
come  to  us  and  see  the  papers  they  did  not  receive;  and 
some  of  our  friends,  the  editors  of  city  papers,  sent  their 
youngest  and  most  inexperienced  employees  to  us,  from  time 
to  time,  with  polite  notes,  asking  the  loan  of  this  paper  or 
that,  that  should  be  returned  in  an  hour  or  two — and  some- 
times was  and  sometimes  was  not — and  these  did  not  fail  to 
think  small  beer  of  us  when  the  time  came  that — because 
such  papers  sometimes  failed  to  come  back — we  adopted  a 
rule  that  no  paper  from  our  files  could  be  taken  away  from 
the  office. 

Trying  to  make  our  institution  so  complete  involved  ex- 
tra expenses  for  room  space  and  attendants ;  and,  to  some 
small  extent,  added  a  percentage  to  the  cost  of  conducting  the 
business,  a  fact  that  competitors,,  who  attempted  nothing  of 
the  sort,  were  not  slow  to  mention  to  advertisers  as  going  to 
show  that  they  could  afford  to  do  business  cheaper  than  we 
could ;  and  as  the  best  papers  took  pride  in  announcing  that 
they  treated  all  agents  alike,  and  all  papers  seemed  to  be  con- 
firmed in  a  practice  of  allowing  the  agent's  commission  to 
everybody  who  said  he  was  an  agent,  the  practice  among 
competing  agents,  some  of  whom  kept  neither  files  nor 
offices,  of  remitting  to  the  advertiser  some  portion  of  the 
commission  allowed  by  the  papers  soon  got  a  foothold.  To 
this  practice  I  was  opposed.  It  did  not  seem  to  me  fair  and 
right.  May  be  it  was  only  done  in  exceptional  cases — pos- 
sibly never  unless  it  seemed  advisable  for  the  purpose  of 
nailing  an  order.  Once  begun,  however,  the  practice  grew, 
and  as  it  was  always  my  theory  that  I  should  use  the  man 
who  trusted  me,  and  had  confidence  in  me,  just  as  well  as 
I  did  the  one  who  did  neither,  I  finally  concluded  that  I,  too, 
must  divide  commissions ;  and  I  thereupon  issued  a  circular, 
to  all  the  customers  we  had,  and  to  all  whose  names  we 
knew,  that  we  hoped  to  have,  agreeing  to  remit  five  per 
cent  from  the  regular  commission  upon  all  orders  for  adver- 
tising in  the  New  York  daily  papers.  The  New  York 
Times,  in  whose  building  our  office  was  at  the  time,  soon 
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had  one  of  our  circulars  brought  to  its  notice  as  an  argu- 
ment for  allowing  the  agent's  commission  to  the  advertiser 
direct ;  and  George  Jones,  the  proprietor — practically  the 
proprietor — immediately  changed  the  rate  of  commission 
allowed  to  agents  from  fifteen  per  cent  to  ten.  He  was  the 
first  to  take  that  step.  It  afterwards  became  nearly  univer- 
sal among  the  papers  of  highest  grade  whose  advertising 
columns  were  most  sought  at  highest  rates  for  space. 

There  was  another  idea  that  I  entertained,  and  long 
thought  to  be  a  good  one.  It  was  my  theory  that  when  a 
newspaper  had  accepted  my  order,  had^  carried  it  out  in 
accordance  with  the  agreement,  and  sent  in  a  bill,  with  a 
view  to  obtaining  payment  for  the  service,  the  bill  would 
then  be  due  and  payment  should  be  made  forthwith.  I 
knew  that  not  all  agents  agreed  with  me  on  this  point ;  but 
my  methods  had  mainly  been  studied  out  by  myself  and  I 
was  never  given  to  acknowledging  it  a  sufficient  reason  for 
doing  a  thing,  or  refraining  from  doing  it,  because  others 
did  or  did  not  do  it.  I  would  borrow  money  to  pay  a  bill 
that  was  due,  even  though  the  man  to  whom  it  was  due  said 
he  was  in  no  hurry.  Let  me  say  here,  that  in  the  matter  of 
collections  I  never  allowed  any  of  our  people  to  admit  that 
we  were  in  no  hurry  to  be  paid.  If  any  customer  ever  said 
to  me,  of  an  account  then  due,  that  I  could  have  the  money 
any  time  I  wanted  it,  he  never  failed  to  be  told  that  it  would 
be  exceedingly  useful  that  very  day. 

On  one  occasion,  I  saw,  on  the  bookkeeper's  desk,  a  very 
great  pile  of  unpaid  bills.  While  I  was  looking  them  over 
the  bookkeeper  came  in.  It  was  the  luncheon  hour,  and  he 
was  a  little  late.  May  be  I  suspected  he  had  supplemented 
the  luncheon  with  a  game  of  pool  in  the  billiard-room  then 
situated  in  the  basement  of  the  Times  building.  He  was  an 
adept  with  the  cue,  and  I  was  not.  He  enjoyed  the  game 
immensely,  and  it  did  not  cost  him  much,  because  it  was  the 
custom  for  the  score  to  be  paid  by  the  defeated  one,  and 
Pierce  did  not  often  stand  in  that  position.  Perhaps  I  felt  a 
bit  ill-natured.  I  remonstrated  with  him  on  the  accumula- 
tion of  work  before  him  in  the  shape  of  bills  to  be  ex- 
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amined,  approved  and  paid;  and  he,  with  a  shade  of  tri- 
umph in  his  tone,  administered  a  reply  that  was  thought  to 
be  a  sockdologer;  and  it  was  a  pretty  good  effort  in  that 
direction!  What  he  said  was,  "Mr.  Rowell,  there  is  not 
money  enough  in  the  bank  to  pay  them."  A  little  examina- 
tion showed  two  things.  It  was  true  the  balance  was  not 
enough  to  pay  for  them  all,  but  it  was  sufficient  for  caring 
for  half  of  them,  and  if  the  half  had  been  paid  the  accumula- 
tion would  not  be  so  tremendous.  I  insisted,  thereupon, 
that  the  work  be  taken  in  hand  with  earnestness,  and  it  was : 
and  it  so  happened  that  next  day  money  enough  came  in  to 
admit  of  clearing  the  deck ;  and  there  was  a  grand  discus- 
sion of  the  whole  subject  between  the  bookkeeper  and  me. 
"It  takes  time  to  examine  a  bill."  "Yes,  but  it  takes  no 
more  time  to  examine  one  to-day  than  it  will  to  examine  the 
same  one  to-morrow,  and  if  it  is  done  to-day  it  will  not  have 
to  be  done  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow  will  be  open  to  attend 
to  new  bills  that  come  in  to-morrow." 

But  we  did  not  always  have  money  on  hand  to  meet  all 
obligations.  Possibly  if  the  matter  was  carefully  looked 
into  such  occasions  did  not  arise  as  often  as  might  seem. 
At  any  rate,  if  no  accumulations  were  ever  permitted,  ex- 
cept at  times  when  we  were  short  of  money,  then  the  accu- 
mulation would  advertise  that  the  stringency  existed. 
Finally,  we  agreed  that  it  should  be  the  rule  that  every  bill 
that  came  to  the  office  before  noon  should  be  examined  and 
paid  before  the  office  was  closed  that  night,  excepting  only 
instances  when  the  office  should  not  be  in  possession  of  the 
funds  necessary  to  carry  out  the  plan  adopted.  I  then  went 
to  the  printing  office  and  caused  a  sentence  to  be  printed  on 
white  sheets  of  paper,  in  heavy  gothic  letters,  reading  as  fol- 
lows : 

ALL    BILLS    RECEIVED    BEFORE    TWELVE    O  CLOCK 
WILL    BE    EXAMINED    AND  PAID   TO-DAY. 

Several  of  these  strips,  about  a  foot  in  length,  were  taken 
to  the  bookkeeper;  and  one  of  them  was  pasted  in  front  of 
him,  over  the  window  labeled  Cashier,  and  he  was  in- 
structed to  live  up  to  what  was  printed  there,  whenever  the 
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funds  on  hand  would  permit ;  and  when  they  would  not  per- 
mit, he  was  to  cover  the  notice  with  a  larger  piece  of  white 
paper  to  be  pinned  over  it — so,  I  told  him,  that  every  boy 
and  man  in  the  office  might  know,  by  the  sign,  that  the  con- 
cern was  out  of  money.  That  sign  remained  in  position  a 
great  many  years,  and  was  so  generally  lived  up  to  that 
some  newspapers  grew  to  consider  us  a  sort  of  savings 
bank,  or  safe  deposit  vault,  that  could  always  be  counted 
on  in  an  emergency. 

I  arrived  at  my  office  desk  rather  early  one  morning  in 
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the  8o's,  and  had  hardly  taken  a  seat  by  my  desk  before  I 
was  approached  by  a  tall  man,  who  had  in  his  hand  one  of 
those  black  varnished  bags,  with  white  stitches  showing  on 
it,  such  as  commonly  used  to  identify  the  countryman  when 
he  appeared  in  the  streets  of  New  York.  My  visitor  also 
wore  a  long  linen  duster,  then  all  out  of  fashion,  and  his 
head  was  surmounted  by  one  of  those  white  fur  hats  that 
people  who  are  seventy  years  old  or  thereabouts  may  re- 
member seeing  on  the  heads  of  well-to-do  men  when  they 
attended  church,  funerals,  town  meeting  or  went  a-visiting. 
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The  surface  was  fluffy,  the  fur  stood  out  pretty  straight, 
and  if  you  blew  upon  it  the  impact  of  the  breath  would  pro- 
duce a  sort  of  a  rosette  that  was  very  pretty.  My  visitor 
put  his  bag  down  by  my  desk,  and  from  a  very  great  pocket- 
book,  that  was  fastened  by  a  long  leather  strap,  that  passed 
more  than  once  around  it,  produced  a  quantity  of  paper- 
that  had  plainly  protruded  from  each  end  before  the  thing 
was  unstrapped— that  proved  to  be  a  bill  for  advertising  in 
his  paper ;  and  by  actual  measurement  it  was  over  fourteen 
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feet  long,  and  the  sum  of  its  charges  amounted  to  a  total  of 
more  than  fourteen  hundred  dollars.  His  paper  was  one  of 
a  sort  that  we  should  think  we  were  doing  a  pretty  lively 
business  with,  if  we  sent  it  orders  amounting  to  so  much 
as  a  hundred  dollars  a  year.  I  was  familiar  enough  with 
the  paper  he  purported  to  represent,  but  had  never  seen  the 
man  before.  Leaving  him  and  his  belongings  where  they 
were  I  stepped  to  the  bookkeeper's  desk,  and  said,  "Mr. 
Wayre,  how  does  your  account  stand  with  the  Journal,  pub- 
lished at  Horseheads,  New  York?"  He  looked  up  with  a 
curious  expression  on  his  face  and  said,  "About  all  I  can 
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tell  you  about  it  is  that  we  seem  to  be  doing  business  with  it 
all  the  time,  and  we  have  never  paid  them  a  cent  of  money, 
or  seen  a  bill  from  them,  since  I  came  with  you  in  1871." 

I  looked  at  the  account  on  the  ledger.  It  covered  page 
after  page — most  of  the  items  outlawed  long  ago — and  go- 
ing back  to  my  waiting  guest,  said  to  him,  "We  can  make 
neither  head  nor  tail  of  an  account  like  that,  unless  you 
choose  to  leave  it  with  us  for  several  days.  If  you  wish  to 
look  at  our  ledger,  and  be  paid  in  accordance  with  what 
appears  there,  we  can  probably  fix  you  up  while  you  wait." 
That  seemed  to  him  quite  reasonable.  He  and  the  book- 
keeper compared  notes  for  a  few  moments.  The  man  re- 
marked that  there  didn't  seem  to  be  much  difference,  and  a 
little  later  expressed  some  surprise  that  the  amount  to  his 
credit  was  quite  a  good  many  dollars  more  than  the  foot- 
ings of  his  bill.  He  wrote  a  receipt  in  full  of  all  demands 
upon  the  ledger  page,  also  receipted  his  mammoth  paper 
document,  and  was  given  a  check  in  satisfaction  of  his  claim 
to  date.  When  this  had  all  been  done,  and  he  sat  by  my 
desk  before  taking  his  grip  to  depart,  I  said  to  him :  "Tell 
me,  please,  why  did  you  allow  that  account  to  run  so  long?" 
He  replied  that  it  was  his  experience  that  whenever  he  got 
any  money  he  spent  it ;  that  he  had  long  wanted  a  new  press, 
of  the  kind  then  known  as  a  Whitlock,  costing  about  $1,200 ; 
that  all  the  newspaper  men  said  we  paid  all  bills  on  presen- 
tation, and  he  decided  to  let  the  account  run  until  it 
amounted  to  enough  to  buy  the  pre^s ;  and,  when  at  last  it 
did,  he  concluded  to  come  to  New  York  himself  and  attend 
to  the  matter  in  person.  I  tried  to  impress  upon  him  that 
although  as  a  class  advertising  agents  were  little  lower  than 
the  angels,  yet  he  was  putting  more  trust  in  them  than  exist- 
ing conditions  would  warrant;  that  he  was  lucky  in  this 
case  in  getting  all  his  money  without  delay  or  friction,  but 
urged  him  never  to  let  our  account,  or  any  other,  run  on  in 
such  a  way.  He  seemed  to  see  the  point  and  the  danger, 
and  to  recognize  the  reason  for  thankfulness  in  this  case, 
promised  he  would  not  do  so  any  more,  went  away,  and  I 
never  saw  him  again. 
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I  made  mention  of  the  circumstance  that  in  the  case  just 
described  at  length  the  ledger  showed  a  larger  amount  to  be 
due  than  the  bill  called  for.  This  is  by  no  means  an  un- 
common condition  in  an  advertising  agency,  and  it  is  not 
always  by  any  means  safe  to  attempt  to  make  the  needed 
correction.  In  some  cases  there  is  a  conflict  of  interest  in 
the  office  of  a  paper,  and  the  unexpected  collection  of  an 
overlooked  item  leads  to  an  attempt  to  collect  the  same  over 
again  by  some  other  person  who  claims  to  have  had  an  in- 
tervening interest,  and  to  be  one  to  whom  the  money  should 
be  paid,  while  the  man  to  whom  it  was  paid  had  no  right 
to  receive  it,  but  is  irresponsible,  will  not  pay  it  over — and 
so  on  and  so  on.  I  was  much  troubled  by  this  condition 
when  I  first  observed  it  and  had  a  consultation  on  the  sub- 
ject with  S.  R.  Niles  and  U.  L.  Pettingill  of  Boston,  each 
of  whom  had  had  vastly  more  experience  than  I,  and  found 
that  both  had  long  before  arrived  at  a  conclusion  that  it 
would  be  time  enough  to  pay  a  bill  when  it  was  presented 
for  payment.  The  items  that  are  overlooked  amount  to 
more  than  enough  every  year,  with  every  agency  doing  a 
general  business,  to  more  than  cover  the  bad  debts  made  in 
conducting  the  business.  I  have  no  doubt  that  outlawed 
charges  might  be  resurrected  against  my  firm,  that  have 
never  been  presented  and  never  will  be,  that  would  amount 
to  a  total  a  good  deal  in  excess  of  $50,000. 
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New  conditions  had  arisen  during  the  seven  years  when 
my  absences  from  the  office  were  so  frequent  and  prolonged. 
Before  that  L.  H.  Crall  and  E.  B.  Mack  were  domiciled  in 
New  York  as  special  agents  for  papers  mainly  in  Chicago 
and  Cincinnati.  Now  the  woods  were  full  of  special  agents, 
prominent  among  them  being  Mr.  S.  C.  Beckwith  and  Mr. 
J.  E.  Van  Doren.  Now  and  then  a  so-called  special  was  an 
actual  representative  of  a  single  paper,  notably  in  the  .case 
of  the  Chicago  News,  but  usually  the  special  agent  repre- 
sented several  papers,  from  two  to  six,  from  five  to  twenty- 
five,  and  received  a  commission  on  the  amount  of  business 
he  sent.  The  special  agent  had  some  important  advantages 
over  the  so-called  general  agent,  such  as  our  firm  would  be 
considered.  The  special  was  in  direct  daily  communication 
with  the  few  papers  he  represented.  All  advertisers  within 
certain  geographical  limits  were  considered  under  his 
charge.  Inquiries  addressed  direct  to  the  office  of  the  paper 
were  sent  to  him,  and  the  inquirer  was  referred  to  the 
special  as  the  proper  man  to  convey  the  information  he  de- 
sired. The  special  did  not  wait,  however,  for  an  applica- 
tion to  be  made  to  him,  but  promptly  presented  himself,  or 
sent  a  representative,  to  interview  the  inquirer  at  his  own 
domicile.  If  he  took  an  order  that  was  never  paid  for  he 
did  not  stand  the  loss.  The  general  agent,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  supposed  to  guarantee  payment  on  all  orders  he 
forwarded. 

When  the  general  agent  talked  with  an  advertiser  who 
would  spend  $5 ,000  or  $50,000  in  a  certain  campaign  he 
spread  it  out  pretty  thin,  made  it  cover  as  many  good  papers 
as  he  could,  cut  the  price  as  close  as  he  dared,  because  the 
better  he  could  make  the  investment  pay  his  principal  the 
more  likely  he  would  be  to  receive  continued  orders — year 
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after  year.  The  special  agent,  on  the  other  hand,  when  he 
learned  that  the  appropriation  was  to  be  $5,000  or  $50,000, 
set  himself  the  task  of  seeing  how  near  he  could  come  to 
capturing  the  entire  appropriation  for  his  own  little  list, 
or  single  paper ;  and,  as  it  is  true  that  a  liberal  advertise- 
ment in  almost  any  paper  is  more  likely  to  prove  profitable 
than  a  small  one  the  general  outcome  of  the  special  agent's 
operations  were  not  less  satisfactory  than  those  of  the 
other,  and  it  often  came  about,  and  does  come  about  to-day, 
that  a  special  agent  representing  a  dozen  papers  or  there- 
abouts gets  more  advertising  for  his  little  list  than  some  gen- 
eral agent,  well  known  and  apparently  prosperous,  sends 
to  all  the  papers  that  exist — for  he  pretends  to  represent 
them  all.  I  know  one  man  who  received  a  salary  of  $12,000 
a  year  for  representing  a  single  paper  in  New  York  City, 
and  considered  himself  underpaid  and  surrendered  his  job 
on  that  account.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  amount  of  busi- 
ness he  sent  was  such  that  the  salary  he  received  was  by  no 
means  equivalent  to  what  a  general  agent's  commission 
would  have  been  had  he  forwarded  the  same ;  and  although 
the  special  representative  guaranteed  no  account  yet  so 
careful  was  he  about  extending  credits,  and  so  good  about 
making  collections,  that  the  total  losses  incurred  did  not 
amount  to  so  much  as  a  half  of  one  per  cent. 

A  large  share  of  the  best  service  a  general  agent  can 
render  a  client  consists  of  informing  him  about  the  papers 
that  he  ought  to  keep  out  of;  but  when  he  does  this  he  is 
constantly  liable  to  the  charge  that  his  advice  is  given  be- 
cause the  commission  that  paper  will  allow  him  is  small. 
The  special  agent  is  much  better  situated  about  giving  this 
sort  of  advice.  Of  course,  he  will  not  recommend  that  any 
of  his  own  papers  be  omitted — that  would  not  be  expected 
even  if  he  thought  they  ought — but  he  can  safely  make  up 
for  restrictions  in  this  direction  by  recommending  the  ad- 
vertiser to  keep  out  of  practically  all  the  papers  that  he  does 
not  represent.  People  who  are  expected  to  give  disinterested 
advice  are  not  wisely  chosen  from  among  those  who  are  too 
near  to  the  subject.    It  is  said  that  an  artist  is  never  a  safe 
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adviser  for  a  buyer  of  paintings.  Mr.  Whitelaw  Reid  and 
Mr.  William  R.  Hearst  probably  both  know  that  the  Herald 
is  the  best  want  ad  medium  in  America,  but  would  any  one 
suppose,  in  case  these  gentlemen  were  approached  for  ad- 
vice about  where  to  place  a  want  ad,  they  would  refrain 
from  mentioning  the  Tribune  and  the  Journal?  although  it 
is  perhaps  probable  that  neither  would  mention  the  other 
paper  if  a  second  one  were  to  be  chosen. 

The  special  agent  gets  closer  to  his  custorrfer  than  the 
general  agent  does ;  goes  to  see  him  oftener,  knows  his  pe- 
culiarities better  and  can  humor  them.  He  has  no  competi- 
tion to  fear,  for  if  the  order  is  to  go  to  his  paper  at  all  it 
must  go  through  him.  He  is  headquarters.  Advertisers 
have  very  little  idea  of  what  an  advertisement  is  worth,  and 
are  always  well  satisfied  when  they  are  convinced — not  that 
what  they  get  is  worth  what  they  will  pay  for  it,  but  that 
they  did  not  pay  any  more  than  the  smallest  sum  that  would 
have  secured  it.  Many  an  advertiser  has  patted  himself  on 
the  back  in  congratulation  for  a  specially  low  deal  forced 
with  much  talk,  and  the  canvasser  has  retired  chuckling 
with  the  consciousness  that  he  would  have  been  glad  of  the 
order  at  half  the  price  he  is  to  receive. 

In  the  days  of  my  connection  with  the  Boston  Post  I 
was  sent  to  New  York  one  day  on  a  matter  that  illustrates 
what  has  been  said  above.  A  firm  of  steamship  agents,. 
Spofford,  Tileston  &  Co.  was  I  think  the  name,  had  written 
asking  the  cost  of  inserting  a  certain  advertisement.  Now 
the  Post  was  a  commercial  paper,  and  steamship  advertise- 
ments were  right  in  its  line.  That  particular  one  was  spe- 
cially wanted,  but  the  Post  had  another  object  in  life,  and 
that  was  to  earn  an  income  for  its  owners,  and  the  Post  had 
three  scales  of  rates  that  might  be  applied  to  such  an  adver- 
tisement as  the  one  in  hand.  By  one  rate  the  space  of  eight 
lines  could  be  inserted  for  $40  a  year,  by  another,  a  charge 
of  $80  would  be  proper,  and  by  the  third  it  might  be  possible 
to  charge  $156 ;  and  in  an  emergency  the  last  rate  might  be 
shaded  down  to  the  second  one,  or  pretty  near  it.  The 
advertisement  then  before  us  if  ordered  in  at  the  $40  rate 
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would  have  been  satisfactory  and  necessitated  no  visit  to 
New  York.  It  occupied  the  space  of  twenty  lines,  and  at 
the  lowest  rate  would  cost  $100 ;  but  any  one  who  has  been 
trained  in  the  office  of  a  daily  newspaper  of  long  ago — per- 
haps no  such  condition  exists  now— knows  what  a  pity  it 
would  be  to  take  an  order  for  $100  for  which  the  advertiser 
would  just  as  cheerfully  pay  $390  or  even  $200;  and  it  was 
my  task  to  go  to  New  York,  with  the  letter  in  my  hand, 
talk  with  the  advertising  manager,  feel  his  pulse,  and  bring 
back  the  order  at  one  price  or  another.  He  shied  at  the 
$390  price.  Talk  of  newspaper  values  ensued,  and  the  value 
of  newspaper  space,  firmness  of  rates  and  what  not  and, 
finally,  he  gave  me  the  order  at  one-third  discount  from  the 
$390  rate,  viz.,  at  $260  net. 

This  very  satisfactory  transaction  had  not  occupied  more 
than  twenty  minutes'  time,  and  I  could  not  return  to  Boston 
until  evening.  I  had  in  my  pocket-book  a  large  advertise- 
ment of  a  proprietary  article,  denominated  Constitution  Wa» 
ter,  emanating  from  a  firm — in  Liberty  street,  I  think  it 
was — named  Morgan  &  Allen.  To  that  place  I  proceeded. 
It  was  about  noon.  On  asking  for  the  advertising  man- 
ager I  was  directed  to  Dr.  Morgan,  who  was  found  in  the 
middle  of  the  floor  showing  a  green  porter  how  to  fasten 
in  the  head  of  a  barrel,  that  had  just  been  filled  with  a  mis- 
cellaneous order  for  goods,  and  the  admiration  his-  skill 
evoked  from  the  porter,  in  connection  with  the  tingling  of 
the  blood  caused  by  his  unwonted  exercise,  had  put  the 
good  man  in  the  best  of  humor.  He  was  a  kindly  appear- 
ing man  anyway — about  fifty  years  of  age.  "We  can't  ad- 
vertise in  your  paper,"  said  he ;  "you  charge  too  much." 
"The  trouble  is,"  was  my  reply,  "not  that  we  charge  so 
much,  but  that  you  are  not  willing  to  pay  a  fair  price."  He 
seemed  to  pay  no  particular  attention  to  what  I  said,  but 
handed  over  to  the  porter  the  hatchet  he  had  been  handling, 
and  I  continued — with  the  advertisement  in  my  hand:  "At 
our  full  rates  that  advertisement  would  cost  $800  for  in- 
sertion for  a  year."  "That's  altogether  too  much,"  he  said. 
"I  don't  know  about  that,"  I  responded,  "but  if  I  should  ask 
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you  half  that  sum,  you  would  still  say  the  same  thing." 
"No,  I  wouldn't,"  said  he.  "Do  you  mean  that  if  I  will  take 
it  at  $400  you  will  pay  $400  ?"  was  my  next  inquiry,  and  to 
that  he  said,  "Yes,"  and  I  said,  "I'll  take  it  just  to  meet 
your  views  for  this  once."  If  the  conversation  had  begun 
in  some  other  way  I  do  not  think  I  should  have  ventured  to 
ask  more  than  $300  as  a  starter.  When  I  reached  the  office 
I  really  thought  they  ought  to  tack  a  couple  of  dollars  to  the 
$16  a  week  salary  I  was  then  receiving,  but  they  did  not  do 
it  until  some  time  after. 

To  feel  the  advertiser's  pulse  is  very  important  to  the 
man  who  would  secure  his  patronage  at  paying  rates.  It  is 
also  often  necessary  for  the  general  agent  to  feel  the  pulse 
of  the  newspaper  man,  to  learn  what  sort  of  a  price  he  will 
or  will  not  stand.  I  was  once  placing  an  eight  inch  electro- 
type for  a  paint  warehouse.  We  wanted  to  make  the  money 
go  as  far  as  we  could  and  we  sent  the  order  to  a  Halifax 
daily  to  be  inserted  a  year  for  $40.  It  was  accepted.  A 
little  later  we  had  a  four-inch  advertisement  from  Oliver 
Ditson  &  Co.,  the  great  music  publishers  of  the  time,  to  go 
to  the  same  paper,  and  feeling  that  we  had  crowded  the 
mourners  a  little  on  the  preceding  order,  we  decided  to  offer 
just  as  much  for  inserting  the  smaller  advertisement  as  we 
had  paid  the  month  before  for  twice  the  space.  We  did 
this,  but  the  order  came  promptly  back  and  the  price  de- 
manded was  $120.  Correspondence  ensued.  The  case  of 
the  paint  ad  was  cited.  'We  know  that  very  well,"  was  the 
response ;  "we  had  the  space  to  spare  and  took  the  order, 
although  the  price  was  low,  but  this  ad  we  receive  regu- 
larly, year  after  year.  We  get  $120  for  it.  It  is  bad  enough 
to  have  you  step  in  and  intercept  it,  and  demand  a  commis- 
sion of  twenty-five  per  cent,  without  trying  to  induce  us  to 
take  it  at  a  gross  price  of  precisely  one-third  of  what  we 
have  been  getting,  net,  when  it  came  to  us  direct  from  the 
advertiser."    And  we  had  to  yield. 

It  is  quite  important  that  a  special  agent  shall  be  on 
good  terms  with  the  publishers  of  the  paper  he  represents. 
The  more  friendly  and  intimate  their  relations  become  the 
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better  for  both,  for  they  work  together  and  can  exchange 
confidences.  The  special  agent  is  the  only  one  acting  in  his 
field.  With  the  general  agent  the  case  is  quite  different. 
He  is  one  of  many,  and  whatever  terms  are  extended  to  him 
must  in  good  faith  be  offered  to  every  other  general  agent 
in  the  field,  and  if  the  general  agent  becomes  a  warm  per- 
sonal friend  of  the  publisher  that  becomes  a  reason  why  he 
should  not  try  to  break  his  prices,  while  another  general 
agent,  who  does  not  know  this  publisher,  is  under  no  such 
constraint  and  may  offer  a  half  or  a  quarter  of  his  rates 
without  any  compunction. 

A  special  agent  represents  but  few  publishers ;  so  few 
that  when  one  of  them  comes  to  town  he  can  afford,  if  the 
publisher  will  allow  it,  to  wine  and  dine  him,  and  take  him 
to  the  theater,  and  when  he  goes  to  the  publisher's  town  he 
practically  lives  with  him  and  they  spend  all  their  time  re- 
viewing the  situation.  Their  interests  are  mutual.  They 
are  agreed  that  the  thing  to  do  is  to  get  all  the  advertising 
that  can  be  had,  and  at  just  as  high  a  price  as  can  be  had. 
With  the  general  agent  all  is  different.  He  assumes  to  rep- 
resent every  periodical  that  is  published.  If  he  visits  a 
town  and  calls  on  half  the  newspaper  men,  the  other  half, 
if  they  hear  of  it  and  esteem  his  patronage,  feel  neglected 
because  he  did  not  call  on  them  also.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  he  travels  a  good  deal,  is  active  and  successful,  and  gives 
publishers  a  chance  to  entertain  him,  they  will  put  him  un- 
der more  obligations  socially  than  he  can  ever  repay.  When 
he  has  visited  a  city  of  20,000  people,  and  the  manager  of 
the  prosperous  newspaper — in  which  he  is  running  two  or 
three  fairly  good  contracts — finds  that  the  agent  has  leisure 
he  seizes  the  opportunity  to  prove  to  him  the  growing  con- 
sequence of  the  town  and  of  his  own  paper;  brings  out  a 
pair  of  horses ;  shows  him  the  suburbs ;  takes  him  to  the 
club,  and  later  carries  him  home  to  tea  with  his  wife  and 
daughters ;  and  at  a  cash  outlay  of  perhaps  no  more  than  a 
dollar  and  a  quarter  has  put  the  agent  under  an  obligation 
that  in  New  York  it  would  cost  $25  or  more  to  return.  Fur- 
thermore the  agent  may  never  go  to  that  town  again,  but 
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the  resident  publisher  will  go  to  New  York  this  year,  next 
year,  and  every  year,  world  without  end. 

Some  one,  who  has  thought  the  subject  over,  has  as- 
serted that  the  general  agent  is  a  judge,  the  special  agent 
an  advocate  whose  business  it  is  to  sell  space  in  his  own 
paper  and  sell  as  much  of  it  as  he  can,  and  that  cases  have 
been  known  where  men  who  might  have  become  good  ad- 
vertisers have  been  put  practically  out  of  business  by  fol- 
lowing the  special's  advice.  May  be  somebody  else  would 
have  just  as  bad  a  story  to  tell  about  the  effect  of  some 
advice  given  by  a  general  agent 

Things  tend  to  set  themselves  right  in  the  long  run. 
The  first  thing  the  special  agent  generally  does  after  his 
appointment,  is  to  induce  the  publisher  to  issue  a  new  rate 
card,  putting  up  the  prices  to  a  point  that  will  admit  of  giv- 
ing the  general  agent  the  commission  he  expects,  leave  a 
satisfactory  margin  for  the  special,  and  eventually  bring  to 
the  newspaper  a  somewhat  larger  net  price  than  it  received 
formerly,  and  it  is  the  hope  that  the  gross  amount  of  busi- 
ness may  be  materially  increased.  The  result,  in  the  case 
of  papers  of  first-class  importance,  has  generally  been  satis- 
factory ;  but  the  specials  have  so  increased  in  number  that 
it  is  doubtful  if  any  of  them  are  now  able  to  do  very  much 
for  papers  that  are  not  of  the  highest  grade,  although  doz- 
ens of  such  are  represented.  The  special  agents  in  New 
York  City  are,  as  a  class,  a  bright,  busy  set  of  men.  Among 
the  most  conspicuous  are  the  S.  C.  Beckwith  Special 
Agency,  Mr.  Dan  A.  Carroll,  Mr.  Emanuel  Katz,  Mr.  C. 
J.  Billson,  J.  E.  Van  Doren  &  Co.,  Smith  &  Thompson,  La 
Coste  &  Maxwell,  Leith  &  Stuart,  and  L.  H.  Crall  &  Son. 

The  influence  of  these  active  special  agents  has  been 
sufficient  to  cause  it  to  be  pretty  generally  understood  by 
this  time  that  there  are  good  papers  enough  published  to 
exhaust  any  advertising  appropriation  no  matter  how  large, 
and  that  there  is  no  price  low  enough  to  make  it  wise  for  a 
general  advertiser  to  attempt  to  use  the  poor  papers.  The 
good  papers  naturally  tend  to  a  uniform  rate  of  charge  and 
adhere  to  their  schedules  with  so  much  firmness  that  the 
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variation  from  rates  that  in  old  times  made  it  fatal  for  a 
general  agent  ever  to  consult  a  rate  card  has  practically 
passed  away.  The  old  conditions  still  exist  with  the  small 
papers,  but  the  advertisers  who  place  business  through  rep- 
utable general  agents  no  longer  use  the  small  papers  to  any 
extent,  except  such  as  would  exert  a  valued  influence  in 
some  specified  localities,  and  in  such  cases  even  the  man- 
agers of  the  small  papers  have  learned  that  they  in  the  long 
run  get  more  actual  money  in  a  year  when  they  hold  to  the 
rate  card  than  they  do  when  they  allow  their  prices  to  be 
split  into  fractions. 
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In  the  early  days  of  advertising  agencies  I  do  not  think 
the  majority  of  papers  had  any  price  for  advertising.  They 
depended  mainly  upon  subscriptions  for  a  livelihood,  and 
if  anything  came  for  an  advertisement  it  was  so  much  clear 
gain,  whether  the  price  was  high  or  low.  When  papers  had 
rate  cards  the  agent  was  justified  in  charging  in  accord- 
ance, if  the  rate  seemed  reasonable ;  but  when  agents  multi- 
plied and  competed  with  each  other  it  soon  became  the 
thing  to  do  to  charge  an  advertiser  as  near  to  the  prices 
named  on  a  rate  card  as  it  seemed  likely  he  could  be  in- 
duced to  pay,  and  then  cut  the  paper  down  to  as  near  noth- 
ing as  the  paper  could  be  induced  to  accept.  From  sixty 
to  a  hundred  dollars  a  column  a  year  was  an  average  price 
in  a  country  weekly,  forty  years  ago,  but  an  agent  who  could 
secure  an  order  for  five  hundred  such  papers  at  $25  a  col- 
umn— taking  them  as  they  run,  in  a  specified  territory — 
would  very  likely  double  his  money  on  the  cost  of  placing 
in  four  hundred  and  seventy-five  out  of  the  lot,  while  the 
other  twenty-five  might  cost  him  $125  each,  without  one  of 
those  that  cost  so  much  being  of  a  higher  value  than  the 
average  of  the  others. 

Publishers,  after  a  time,  began  to  catch  on  to  the  agent's 
scheme,  and  to  assume  that  he  had  contracted  for  the  use 
of  their  space,  and  would  be  obliged  to  deliver,  no  matter 
how  much  he  had  to  pay  for  it,  and  it  was  not  a  cheerful 
thing  for  an  agent  to  sit  in  a  newspaper  convention  and 
hear  some  of  these  tell  of  the  successes  they  had  had,  and 
what  fools  the  other  publishers  were  that  they  did  not  pur- 
sue the  same  tactics.  If  an  advertiser  had  corresponded 
with  the  papers  before  giving  the  order  to  an  agent  he 
thereby  made  the  order  much  more  expensive  to  place,  for 
a  newspaper  man,  having  named  a  price,  felt  to  some  extent 
in  honor  bound  to  maintain  it. 
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There  is  an  oft-told  story  of  a  circus  man  who  visited 
the  office  of  the  only  paper  issued  in  the  town  where  the 
show  would  presently  arrive,  to  negotiate  for  advertising 
space.  The  price  demanded  seemed  exorbitant,  but  the 
editor  would  take  no  less.  Then  a  price  was  asked  for  half 
as  much  space,  and  for  that  as  much  money  was  insisted 
on  as  for  the  other — but  an  entire  page  could  be  had  with- 
out paying  any  more.  The  circus  man  was  mystified,  but 
bought  the  page  and  issued  his  order  on  the  show  to  pay 
the  price ;  then  he  asked  for  an  explanation  and  got  it.  The 
newspaper  man  had  calculated  on  a  show  at  this  season,  had 
borrowed  money  to  tide  him  over  a  pressing  need.  The 
note  would  be  due  shortly.  He  had  counted  on  the  circus 
to  pay  it,  and  pay  it  it  must.  The  price  would  be  the  same 
whether  the  space  used  was  an  inch  or  a  page. 

For  many  years  my  largest  customer  was  P.  H.  Drake, 
the  Plantation  Bitters  man.  In  those  days  a  $50,000  con- 
tract was  unheard  of,  but  he  gave  me  an  order  one  day 
amounting  to  $46,000.  On  another  occasion  I  was  in  his 
office,  not  expecting  any  business,  when  he  showed  me  a 
small  slip  of  paper,  about  two  inches  square,  on  which  was 
written  the  names  of  twelve  Pacific  Coast  newspapers,  and 
exhibiting  a  great  sheet  of  reading  notices,  intended  to  ap- 
pear every  other  day  in  the  daily  editions  and  in  every 
weekly  issue,  asked  at  what  price  I  would  insert  the  notices 
in  the  papers  named.  It  was  in  the  days  when  currency 
was  at  a  discount,  while  the  Pacific  Coast  journals  had  never 
gotten  away  from  gold  payments.  The  railroad  had  not 
then  crossed  the  Continent,  but  would  be  completed  very 
soon.  The  papers  were  high-priced  and  hard  to  deal  with ; 
but  I  said,  off-hand,  in  reply  to  his  question,  "I'll  place  it 
for  $9,000  gold."  To  which  he  responded,  without  a  sec- 
ond's delay,  "Go  ahead."  After  a  moment  more  he  added, 
"Now,  I  don't  want  you  to  come  around  here  in  a  couple  of 
months  and  ask  to  be  let  off.  I  want  you  to  do  the  advertis- 
ing in  every  paper  on  that  list."  To  this  I  responded  that 
he  need  have  no  fear. 

When  I  came  to  place  the  business  I  found  there  had 
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already  been  a  good  deal  of  correspondence  with  each  paper, 
and  each  had  named  a  price.  An  agent  in  San  Francisco,  a 
Mr.  L.  P.  Fisher,  whose  office  is  still  in  existence,  in  1905, 
then  had  pretty  much  the  run  of  the  business  for  the  Pacific 
Coast,  and  he  also  had  been  experimenting  with  the  order ; 
and  each  paper  knew  what  was  coming,  and  not  one  in- 
tended to  abate  anything  from  the  price  that  had  been 
named.  With  considerable  promptness  I  secured  the  ser- 
vice in  nine  of  the  twelve  papers,  and  had  an  ultimatum 
from  the  other  three  at  prices  that  seemed  out  of  all  reason. 
I  had  no  disposition  to  shirk  my  responsibility,  but  thought 
I  saw  a  way  out;  so  I  went  to  Mr.  Drake  and  showed  the 
nine  acceptances.  He  inquired  about  the  other  three. 
"Those  shall  begin  at  once,  by  order  by  telegraph,  unless 
you  choose  to  avail  yourself  of  a  better  thing  which  I  have 
come  to  offer  you.  You  are  to  pay  me  $750  a  month  in 
gold  for  the  job.  The  work  is  started  in  nine  papers.  If 
you  will  give  me  a  memorandum  that  the  work  is  completed 
to  your  satisfaction  in  the  other  three  and  will  pay  the 
$9,000  as  you  agreed,  I  will  leave  the  notices  out  of  those 
three  papers  and  give  you,  this  minute,  a  gold  check  for 
$3,600."  He  thought  for  a  moment,  then  said  in  a  tone  that 
indicated  he  was  pleased,  "I'll  do  it"  and  I  gave  him  the 
check.  Within  three  months  the  railroad  was  through ;  the 
Pacific  Coast  experienced  a  fall  in  prices,  and  I  tried  to  get 
a  new  order  for  the  three  papers  that  had  been  dropped; 
but  Mr.  Drake  did  not  seem  to  be  interested.  Finally  I 
was  able  to  offer  him  the  service  for  $1,200  currency,  or 
less  than  one-third  the  sum  paid  back  to  him,  but  he  de- 
clined. 

As  further  illustrating  the  different  rates  that  may  be 
named  for  a  paper  I  recall  one  extreme  case.  A  traveling 
representative  for  a  Texas  journal  called  on  me,  soliciting 
the  Drake  notices  I  was  then  giving  out.  He  looked  at  the 
huge  sheet  of  print,  sat  down  and  with  a  pencil  made  many 
figures.  Finally  he  said,  "It  comes  to  a  great  deal  of 
money."  Being  asked  how  much,  he  said,  "It  comes  to 
$15,000."    His  tone  seemed  to  indicate  that  the  price  might 
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be  shaded  somewhat,  but  the  figures  were  so  preposterous 
that  I  thought  it  would  be  a  good  joke  to  send  the  man  to 
interview  my  principal.  He  came  back  later  in  the  day  and 
surprised  me  by  saying  that  he  got  the  order.  I  dropped 
everything  to  listen  to  the  details.  It  appeared  he  had  ac- 
cepted the  work  for  $120,  that  at  his  rates,  he  had  said, 
would  amount  to  $15,000.  The  price  he  accepted  was  not 
far  from  a  fair  figure,  but  I  lost  $30,  my  commission  on  the 
order,  by  my  effort  to  have  a  joke  out  of  the  matter.  In 
business  matters  it  rarely  pays  to  attempt  to  be  funny. 

There  were  a  few  papers  that  became  famous,  among 
the  general  agents,  for  having  schedules  that  would  run  up 
the  price  of  a  yearly  order  to  most  unexpected  sums,  and 
would  abate  no  penny,  relying  upon  what  experience  had 
taught  them,  that  the  agent  had  bound  himself  to  deliver  the 
service  in  their  columns  before  negotiating  with  them  for  a 
price.  The  Utica,  N.  Y.,  Herald,  the  Cleveland,  Ohio, 
Herald,  and  the  Sacramento,  Cal.,  Union  were  in  this  list; 
and  I  particularly  remember  one  village  paper  in  Western 
New  York — the  Leroy  Gazette — having  perhaps  a  circula- 
tion of  eight  hundred  copies,  that  more  than  once  got  $100 
from  me  for  a  service  that  better  papers,  in  the  same  region, 
thought  themselves  well  paid  for  at  $30  or  $25.  It  was  this 
peculiar  way  of  doing  things  that  induced  me,  in  the  early 
seventies,  to  adopt  what  came  to  be  known  as  the  open  con- 
tract plan  which,  when  it  was  finally  well  digested,  was  ex- 
pressed in  a  headline  on  all  our  estimates  in  these  words : 

THIS    ESTIMATE    DOES    NOT   GUARANTEE   THAT   ANY   PAPER    NAMED   UPON 
IT  WILL  DO  THE  WORK   AT  THE  PRICE  NAMED. 

The  old  plan  worked  well  enough  so  far  as  profits  on 
orders  went,  but  it  seemed  hardly  honest  to  charge  $40  for 
a  service  in  a  paper  that,  although  at  its  rates  would  amount 
to  $75,  yet  in  practice  would  commonly  be  secured  at  a 
gross  price  of  possibly  iess  than  $25,  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  it  was  exceedingly  unpleasant  to  be  mulcted  $100  or 
more  for  a  service  for  which  we  received  less  than  $50,  and 
which  papers  of  equal  value  were  generally  willing  to  ren- 
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der  for  $20  or  $25.  By  the  plan  we  were  inaugurating  we 
should  no  longer  expect  to  receive  more  than  the  gross  price 
paid  the  paper.  In  practice  we  were  led  to  waive  some  por- 
tion of  our  commission,  sometimes  all  of  it,  rather  than  go 
to  the  advertiser  to  ask  for  an  increased  price — particu- 
larly as  it  was  expected  in  such  cases  that  the  publisher's 
letter  would  be  exhibited  as  a  statement  of  the  conditions 
that  existed.  This  led  finally  to  a  general  practice  of  divid- 
ing commissions,  until  at  last  the  papers  stepped  in  and 
simplified  the  matter  by  cutting  the  commission  to  a  point 
where  any  further  division  made  business  undesirable. 
Some  of  them  simplified  the  matter  still  further  by  arguing 
that  when  an  advertiser  placed  his  own  advertising  he  be- 
came his  own  agent,  and  allowing  him  the  agent's  commis- 
sion, for  that  reason. 

Anybody  with  experience  in  canvassing  for  advertise- 
ments has  had  occasion  to  notice  the  peculiar  fondness  ad- 
vertisers have  for  a  discount  from  the  price.  Many  an  or- 
der has  been  landed  at  $100  because  from  that  sum  the 
paper  would  remit  the  agent's  commission,  formerly  25  per 
cent,  thus  getting  $75  net,  while  had  $50  net  been  asked  in 
the  beginning,  and  insisted  on,  there  would  have  been  no 
chance  of  securing  the  patronage.  It  wasn't  the  price  that 
nailed  the  order  it  was  the  discount. 

Mr.  E.  B.  Mack,  one  of  the  two  original  special  agents 
in  New  York  City,  once  made  a  contract  with  the  managers 
of  the  B.  T.  Babbitt  soaps  based  on  this  discount  fascination. 
He  would  act  as  a  general  agent,  place  the  business  in  any 
papers  selected,  charge  the  schedule  rate,  and  make  a  spe- 
cified large  discount  from  the  amount  in  every  case.  On 
the  greatest  papers  he  would  have  his  labor  for  his  pains, 
but  great  papers  are  comparatively  few,  and  smaller  ones 
were  so  numerous  that  on  a  $100,000  contract  he  stood  to 
have  $50,000  in  profits.  Before  the  bills  were  paid  the  ad- 
vertiser was  put  wise  by  somebody ;  but  Mack  relied  on  his 
contract ;  the  case  went  to  the  courts ;  Mack  died  before  it 
came  to  a  decision — what  was  the  basis  of  the  final  com- 
promise I  never  knew. 
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It  was  at  one  time  a  common  practice  with  general  ad- 
vertisers to  prepare  two  sorts  of  copy :  a  set  of  reading  no- 
tices and  a  set  of  electrotypes  of  display  space ;  and  offer 
the  work  to  publishers  at  what  would  be  rather  a  low  price 
for  either  the  notices  or  the  display  space  alone.  No  pro- 
posal for  advertising  was  ever  yet  sent  out  at  a  figure  so  low 
that  some  paper  would  not  be  found  to  accept  it.  This  is 
the  reason  why  publishers  are  so  often  annoyed  by  what 
seem  to  them  to  be  preposterous  offers.  In  the  case  I  have 
mentioned  a  few  would  accept  the  whole  at  the  price  named. 
By  doing  that  they  made  sure  of  the  order  beyond  perad- 
venture.  Such  as  did  not  accept  would  be  asked  to  name  a 
price  for  the  notices  separately  and  the  electrotypes  sep- 
arately. We  never  could  tell  how  the  answers  would  come 
in.  Some  would  run  the  notices  free  if  the  price  for  the 
electrotypes  could  be  advanced  somewhat;  others  would 
run  the  electrotypes  free  if  the  reading  notices  were  figured 
a  little  closer  to  the  price  on  the  rate  card ;  some  would  cut 
the  price  for  the  notices  very  low  indeed,  because  they 
looked  like  reading  matter,  and  demand  a  high,  or  at  least  a 
higher  price  for  the  cuts,  while  others  wanted  cuts,  to  fill 
up  with,  and  wished  to  avoid  the  extra  composition  that 
the  notices  would  entail.  When  the  final  round-up  was 
made,  one  paper  would  have  the  order  for  both  sorts  of 
copy  and  others  for  whichever  at  their  prices  seemed  most 
likely  to  be  profitable.  If  a  small  paper  insisted  upon 
charging  for  notices  by  the  line  it  would  often  demand  as 
much  as  $100  for  inserting  what  a  brother  publisher  of  per- 
haps a  better  paper,  who  charged  only  for  the  space  occu- 
pied, would  accept  perhaps  quite  gladly  for  $10.  Often- 
times it  seemed  that  a  paper  was  only  interested  in  knowing 
how  much  money  was  to  come  and  was  practically  indiffer- 
ent about  how  much  service  was  to  be  given  for  it.  The 
story  of  the  circus  man  is  a  case  in  point. 

Newspaper  men  used  to  complain,  in  conventions  and 
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elsewhere,  of  the  unreasonable  conditions  that  advertising 
agents  impose  along  with  their  contracts ;  but  every  one  of 
these  unusual  demands,  if  traced  to  its  source,  will  be  found 
to  have  originated  with  some  advertiser  who  placed  his  own 
business.  A  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  manufacturer  of  fireproof 
safes,  Warner  by  name,  who  bought  a  second-hand  kidney 
remedy — which  he  vigorously  pushed  into  notice  as  War- 
ner's Safe  Cure — was  responsible  for  the  beginning  of  the 
condition  of  mixing  advertising  with  reading  matter — un- 
til it  is  difficult  to  tell  which  is  which — that  now  so  uni- 
versally prevails.  The  advertising  agent  never  invents 
these  schemes.  He  likes  to  have  the  conditions  simple,  so 
that  the  work  will  go  smoothly,  and  the  bill  may  be  paid  in 
full ;  but  when  the  advertiser  sees  another  advertiser  enjoy- 
ing this  and  that  good  thing,  the  agent,  who  wants  to  get 
and  keep  business,  finds  himself  obliged  to  promise  what 
others  are  securing.  It  used  to  be  asserted  of  the  late  S.  M. 
Pettengill  that  he  would  always  make  an  attempt  to  pro- 
cure whatever  unreasonable  thing  an  advertiser  should 
specify.  I  heard  a  publisher  say  to  him  once,  "I  believe 
you  would  contract  that  I  should  put  this  ad  on  the  top  of 
the  City  Hall  spire."  He  often  seemed  so  incapable  of  un- 
derstanding any  difficulty  in  the  way  of  carrying  out  a  spe- 
cification that  the  newspaper  man  would  sometimes  accede 
to  it  in  sheer  despair. 

No  advertising  agent  ever  finds  it  prudent  to  take  any 
publisher's  word  that  he  will  not  vary  from  his  published 
rates.  He  may  say  it  over  and  over  again,  but  it  is  not  safe 
to  believe  it  until  it  has  been  proved  by  repeated  trials  that 
he  really  means  what  he  says.  It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the 
comparatively  few  papers  that  never  break  their  rates  are 
the  ones  who  will  go  on  writing  courteously  to  that  effect 
day  after  day,  and  year  after  year,  with  never  any  evidence 
of  impatience.  If  a  publisher  writes  in  an  exasperated  tone 
on  the  subject,   expressing  the  sort  of  feeling  often  de- 
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scribed  as  "getting  hot  under  the  collar,"  the  agent  gen- 
erally concludes  that  he  did  break  his  rates  yesterday  or 
probably  will  to-morrow.  We  kept  for  a  long  time  a  speci- 
men letter  at  our  office,  wherein  a  publisher  devoted  four 
full  pages  to  impressing  upon  us  the  necessity  of  paying 
according  to  his  schedule,  said  the  price  would  be  the  sum 

he  named,  "and  not  one  d d  cent  less"  and  added  in  a 

postscript,  "Now  what  will  you  give?" 
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Inasmuch  as  it  has  been  made  to  appear  that  these  pa- 
pers are  being  read  by  a  considerable  number  of  office  boys 
and  clerks,  as  well  as  other  young  men  who  are  interested 
in  advertising  as  a  profession,  although  may  be  not  at  pres- 
ent engaged  in  any  business  of  which  advertising  forms  a 
part;  and  inasmuch  as  it  is  from  these  that  the  advertising 
men  of  the  future  will  have  to  be  recruited,  I  am  tempted  to 
avail  myself  of  the  opportunity  to  preach  a  short  sermon 
to  that  portion  of  my  audience  that  is  composed  of  young 
and  inexperienced  students  of  advertising,  as  indicated 
above.  The  youth  who  has  a  connection  with  an  advertis- 
ing agency,  likes  the  business,  thinks  it  has  possibilities,  and 
determines  that  one  day  he  will  have  such  a  business  of  his 
own,  should  realize  that  his  material  progress  will  depend 
upon  his  acquaintance  with  the  men  who  have  advertising 
to  place,  and  the  degree  to  which  he  can  deserve  and  win 
their  confidence.  The  solicitor  for  advertising  orders  is 
often  supposed  to  have  a  pretty  rocky  path  before  him,  but 
his  is  the  one  place  from  which  an  upward  step  comes  most 
natural  and  easy.  The  solicitor,  or  canvasser,  touches  the 
pulse  of  the  advertising  public,  and  learns  much  that  the 
people  in  the  office  ought  to  know,  but  never  have  the 
opportunity.  He  meets  men ;  comes  in  contact  with  them 
face  to  face,  and  on  rather  pleasant  terms,  if  he  understands 
his  business  and  respects  himself.  There  are  few  better 
positions  from  which  to  study  human  nature.  Let  the 
young  man,  then,  seek  every  opportunity  to  come  face  to 
face  with  the  advertising  patrons  of  the  office.  Let  him  be 
glad  when  he  is  called  upon  to  go  on  an  errand  that  will 
bring  him  in  contact  with  a  customer  or  one  who  is  sought 
or  desired  as  a  customer. 

A  young  man  who  would  do  work  as  a  canvasser  for 
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advertisements  should  be  neat  and  cleanly  in  his  dress.  I 
would  not  think  it  advisable  to  be  too  well  attired.  That 
the  clothing  appeared  to  be  well  brushed,  well  cared  for, 
but  inconspicuous,  is  better,  I  think,  than  to  have  it  of  a 
quality  that  is  noticeably  fine.  Cleanliness  and  care  in  the 
matter  of  clothing  indicate  self-respect,  while  finery  sug- 
gests vanity.  The  vain  man,  or  youth,  is  intolerable  to 
many  plain  substantial  business  men,  and  is  not  specially 
admired  by  anybody ;  but  the  quiet,  self-respecting  boy  or 
man  has  an  unobtrusive  dignity,  that  places  him  in  a  posi- 
tion of  advantage  in  every  case  where  his  personality  is 
brought  into  notice. 

As  we  understand  the  word,  it  will  generally  be  found 
that  the  advertising  canvasser  will  be  better,  and  do  better, 
without  anything  about  him  that  can  be  properly  designated 
as  "style."  If  there  must  be  a  "style,"  however,  let  it  be 
that  of  a  plain,  decently  dressed,  cleanly,  respectful,  young 
man  who  is  working  industriously  to  advance  the  interests 
of  his  employers,  and  is  very  much  in  earnest.  If  he  is  to 
succeed  he  should  believe  in  the  usefulness  of  his  work. 

In  approaching  a  possible  customer  it  should  be  your 
ambition,  your  hope,  your  determination,  to  state  your  case 
to  him — if  possible — so  plainly  that  he  cannot  fail  to  com- 
prehend the  point  you  wish  to  impress  upon  him,  thereby 
making  it  probable  that  the  answer  he  gives  to  your  applica- 
tion shall  be  framed  with  a  full  comprehension  of  the  sub- 
ject. 

Do  not  be  afraid — if  you  can  help  it.  If  you  are  afraid, 
pause  a  few  moments  outside  and  fill  your  lungs  by  taking 
several  of  the  deepest,  fullest  breaths  you  are  capable  of 
inhaling.  You  are  in  business  to  earn  a  living.  The  line  of 
business  in  which  you  are  engaged  is  respectable.  You  are 
employed  because  those  who  pay  you  are  of  the  opinion 
that  there  is  a  possibly  profitable  field  open  for  your  work. 
Remember  that  presidents,  governors,  senators,  bankers,  in- 
surance magnates  and  newspaper  owners  are  but  men ;  that 
once  they  were  young  men,  with  theiP-^wn  way  to  make  in 
the  world — most  likely — as  is  the  case  with  yourself;  that, 
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other  things  being  equal,  each  and  every  one  of  them  would 
rather  do  you  a  favor  than  not,  that  half  of  them  would — 
were  such  a  thing  possible — be  glad  to  change  places  with 
you ;  for  you  that  are  young  have  a  vastly  great  advantage 
over  even  successful  men,  who  are  not  so. 

Your  success  is  not  to  be  measured  by  what  you  accom- 
plish to-day,  or  this  week ;  but  by  the  average  outcome,  con- 
sidered day  by  day,  and  week  by  week.  When  you  have 
approached  a  possible  advertiser,  obtained  a  hearing,  stated 
your  case,  and  failed  to  obtain  the  order,  you  have  nothing 
to  reproach  yourself  with.  You  have  not  wholly  failed;  in 
fact,  you  succeeded ;  but  at  the  time  there  was  no  market 
for  your  wares.  You  were  definite  in  your  statements,  re- 
spectful in  your  manner ;  there  was  nothing  offensive  in 
your  appearance;  the  advertiser  who  denied  you  may  even 
have  felt  sorry  to  refuse  your  request.  You  have  left  an 
opening  by  which  you  may  go  again. 

Keep  your  health  good,  your  conscience  clean ;  have  an 
objective  point  ahead  and  persevere.  Be  careful  of  your 
associates,  seek  the  society  of  those  whose  ways  of  life  com- 
mend themselves  to  you,  and  avoid  those  whose  habits  and 
principles  are  in  any  way  such  as  you  cannot  approve. 

If  you  have  become  a  full-fledged  canvasser  you  will  not 
expect  to  secure  every  order  you  go  after,  but  will  be  cer- 
tain to  go  after  every  one  you  think  you  ought  to  secure ; 
that  is  every  one  that  you  think  the  advertiser  would  do 
well  to  give  you.  That  thought,  that  belief,  will  do  much 
toward  your  success.  If  you  really  think  the  man's  interest 
will  be  advanced  by  complying  with  your  request,  you  will 
exert  a  hypnotic  influence  upon  him  that  will  bear  fruit  to 
a  degree  that  will  be  almost  surprising. 

You  are  not  to  make  a  nuisance  of  yourself  under  any 
circumstances.  You  are  not  to  force  your  presence  upon  a 
man  when  he  is  busy  with  a  conference.  It  is  not  generally 
well  to  wait  long  for  an  audience,  although  if  your  name 
and  business  have  been  announced  you  must  wait ;  but  there 
is  great  advantage  in  a  free  field.  When  you  are  in  the 
presence  I  would  advise  that  no  time  be  lost  in  presenting 
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the  case.  Do  it  concisely,  promptly,  without  circumlocu- 
tion. "I  called  to  ask  your  authority  to  do  so-and-so.  I 
think  it  will  be  profitable  to  you,  and  I  know  it  will  please 
me,  and  be  of  advantage  to  me  if  I  receive  the  order." 

There  is  something  good  in  human  nature  that  makes 
every  man  glad,  rather  than  otherwise,  to  grant  a  favor 
which  is  asked  of  him,  if  the  cost  is  not  much,  and  espe- 
cially if  there  is  a  possibility  that  a  profit  to  him  may  result. 
And  the  man  who  has  done  you  a  favor  once  or  twice,  and 
finds  himself  no  worse  for  it,  has  become  your  friend,  will 
be  interested  in  your  progress,  watch  it  with  interest,  and 
do  all  he  can  to  advance  it. 

The  deserving  man,  out  of  a  job,  often  seems  to  find  it 
hard  to  find  a  position  that  he  may  step  into;  but,  believe 
me,  those  who  have  such  positions  in  their  gift  find  it  still 
more  difficult  to  place  a  hand  upon  a  competent  man  to  fill 
an  important  post  that  is  about  to  become  vacant.  The 
more  people  you  can  impress  with  the  fact  that  you  are 
always  to  be  relied  upon  the  greater  the  probability  that 
important  positions  and  commissions  will  be  entrusted  to 
your  care. 

It  once  happened  to  me  that,  because  I  had  planned  to 
return  to  my  office  on  a  certain  day,  I  felt  obliged  to  insist 
that  my  wife  and  several  guests  should  have  breakfast  be- 
fore sunrise  of  a  January  morning,  and  ride  eight  miles  to 
a  railway  station,  while  the  thermometer  marked  28  de- 
grees below  zero.  To  the  protest  that  no  particular  need 
existed  for  going  that  day  I  said,  "I  do  not  know  how  many 
people  may  have  made  plans  dependent  upon  mine,  which 
have  been  announced,  or  to  what  extent  they  may  be  in- 
convenienced if  I  fail  to  do  what  is  expected."  And  then  I 
added,  "It  was  my  well-established  habit  of  doing  what  I 
had  planned,  or  promised  to  do,  that  enabled  me  to  borrow 
a  quarter  of  a  million  dollars  one  time  without  putting  up  a 
scrap  of  collateral.  I  would  not  like  to  throw  away  the  rep- 
utation I  seem  to  have  established."  I  was  recently  con- 
versing on  this  point  with  Hon.  Chester  B.  Jordan,  Ex- 
Governor  of   New   Hampshire,   a   self-made   man — whose 
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boyhood  was  passed  on  a  backwoods  farm,  and  he  said, 
with  some  warmth,  "I  have  never  in  my  life  been  able  to 
accomplish  anything  of  much  account  without  having  a 
plan  marked  out  in  advance  and  then  sticking  to  that  plan." 

If  you  find  yourself  in  the  presence  of  a  man  who  is  ill- 
natured,  worried,  angry  or  dyspeptic,  try  to  let  him  see  that 
your  business  will  not  detain  him  long;  try  to  realize  that 
he  has  troubles  of  his  own  and  to  get  out,  if  possible,  with 
so  good  a  grace  that  you  may  be  recognized  on  another  and 
more  propitious  occasion,  and  obtain  your  reward  for  the 
tact  and  forbearance  you  exhibited.  If  you  obtain  an  inter- 
view under  favorable  circumstances,  and  state  your  case 
clearly  and  without  loss  of  time,  no  man  has  occasion  to 
find  fault  with  you;  and  those  who  do  are  half  ashamed  of 
themselves  for  doing  it,  and  if  you  conduct  yourself  with 
tact,  will  be  ready  on  another  occasion  to  do  something  in 
your  favor,  if  only  to  redeem  their  own  good  opinion  of 
themselves. 

Having  secured  your  interview  go  straight  to  the  busi- 
ness in  hand.  I  reiterate  this  charge  to  be  direct.  State  the 
case  as  well  as  you  can  and  accept  the  verdict — generally 
without  argument.  With  a  deprecating  smile  you  may  sug- 
gest that  you  fear  you  have  failed  to  make  the  matter  as 
attractive  as  you  had  wished,  and  that  on  some  other  pleas- 
ant day  you  will  venture  to  renew  the  application,  with  a 
hope  for  better  success.  If  you  can  keep  good-natured  and 
respectful  you  will  frequently  make  valuable  customers  of 
those  whose  first  greetings  were  anything  but  friendly — 
perhaps  anything  but  civil.  On  one  occasion  a  young  man 
from  my  office  reported  an  utter  failure  of  his  own.  He 
had  not  succeeded  in  interesting  the  man  he  interviewed, 
and  been  dismissed  rather  cavalierly.  Next  day  there  came 
an  order  from  the  firm  he  had  visited,  with  a  request  that 
credit  for  it  be  given  "to  that  young  man  who-  called  yester- 
day— and  who  was  so  good-natured." 

The  new  advertiser  ought  always  to  be  a  small  adver- 
tiser. It  is  well  to  bear  that  in  mind.  Great  enterprises 
never  start  out  full  grown.    It  is  a  great  thing  for  you  when 
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the  advertiser,  who  will  do  some  business  with  you,  gets  his 
interest  really  aroused  and  thinks  of  his  advertising,  day 
and  night.  With  him  you  may  spend  much  time.  He  will 
regard  it  as  a  favor.  Take  all  the  pains  you  can.  Humor 
him  all  you  can.  He  will  develop  ideas  that  will  be  useful 
to  you  as  well  as  to  him.  He  may  be  given  credit  even  be- 
yond the  apparent  limit  of  prudence ;  but  if  an  advertiser 
develops  a  tendency  to  trust  his  advertising  plans  entirely 
to  you,  you  should  go  slow ;  even  restrain  him  if  he  seems 
inclined  to  go  further  than  prudence  dictates ;  for  if  he  fails 
to  succeed  he  will  blame  you  and  his  words  to  others  will 
not  be  to  your  advantage. 

I  have  often  thought  that  the  day  of  the  classified  ad- 
vertisement is  yet  in  its  infancy.  There  seems  to  be  no  limit 
to  the  power  for  usefulness  possessed  by  inconspicuous, 
undisplayed,  classified  announcements  that  tell  of  actual 
needs.  You  may  obtain  anything  you  wish  by  advertising 
for  it  in  the  right  medium,  if  you  express  your  need  in  ap- 
propriate words.  You  may  get  rid  of  anything  you  do  not 
want  by  employing  the  same  method.  If  you  wish  board  in 
a  private  family- — polite,  refined,  and  at  a  moderate  price — 
and  if  you  know  of  such  a  family,  living  next  door,  but  do 
not  feel  justified  in  asking  them  to  take  you  in,  it  may  hap- 
pen that  if  you  put  your  advertisement  in  the  paper  that 

'  family  reads  you  may  hear  from  them  by  the  next  mail. 
When  I  have  wanted  to  employ  a  man  on  hard  terms,  to  do 
exacting  work,  I  have  for  many  years  made  a  practice  of 
stating  all  the  conditions,  with  great  precision  and  distinct- 
ness, in  an  advertisement,  which  was  then  placed  where  it 
would  be  most  likely  to  be  seen  by  the  right  parties.  At  a 
later  day,  in  case  of  dissatisfaction,  that  advertisement  could 
always  be  produced  as  specifying  the  conditions  of  the  en- 
gagement— the  exact  terms  of  the  contract.     The  classified 

•  advertisement  can  also  be  made  to  serve  the  purpose  of  an 
agent  sent  out  to  obtain  information  needed  before  entering 
upon  a  new  enterprise. 

I  was  in  New  Mexico  on  one  occasion,  spending  a  few 
days  with  a  friend  who  had  an  enormous  cattle  ranch  there, 
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and  the  life  charmed  me  very  much.  I  thought  I,  too,  would 
like  to  own  a  cattle  ranch,  and  we  went  together  to  the  near- 
est neighbor  having  a  ranch,  in  a  lovely  valley,  ten  miles 
away,  and  who  had  expressed  a  wish  to  sell  out  his  brand. 
I  had  a  little  talk  with  him  and  offered  to  take  the  outfit 
at  the  price  he  had  put  upon  it;  but  he  had  changed  his 
mind  and  wanted  nearly  twice  as  much.  Having  the  matter 
very  much  at  heart,  but  thinking  that  more  knowledge  on 
the  subject  than  I  then  possessed  might  be  of  advantage,  I 
prepared  a  list  of  from  twelve  to  twenty  papers,  known  to 
circulate  among  cattle  men,  and  inserted  in  them  such  an 
advertisement  as  I  thought  calculated  to  bring  out  informa- 
tion likely  to  be  useful  to  me.  Every  one  who  would  answer 
the  advertisement  was  requested  to  go  somewhat  at  length 
into  the  advantages  which  his  location  offered  over  others, 
and  to  explain  why,  and  to  what  extent,  the  claimed  advan- 
tages were  valuable. 

The  advertisement  appeared  but  once,  but  in  the  course 
of  a  couple  of  months  it  brought  a  pile  of  letters  two  feet 
high,  each  one  consisting  of  from  two  to  twenty  pages,  and 
— would  you  believe  it? — nearly  half  of  them  were  written 
by  bank  cashiers  and  presidents  in  the  Eastern  and  Central 
States.  Each  one  told  of  advantages ;  why  they  were  ad- 
vantages ;  and  why  some  so-called  advantages  were  really 
disadvantages.  On  the  whole,  those  letters  were  interesting 
reading.  The  ranch  business  was  not  overdone  at  that 
time ;  people  did  not  generally  want  to  sell,  but  sought  to 
interest  more  capital  so  that  they  might  go  in  still  more 
largely ;  but  when  I  had  read  all  the  letters,  I  believe  if  the 
man  in  New  Mexico  had  sent  one  among  them,  offering  me 
his  brand  and  outfit,  and  valley  of  surpassing  beauty,  for 
half  the  sum  I  had  offered  him,  I  should  not  have  consid- 
ered it  at  all.  The  business  was  all  right  enough,  but  I  be- 
came convinced  by  the  correspondence  that,  like  all  other 
business,  the  man  who  would  succeed  in  it  would  have  to 
give  it  personal  attention. 

A  little  later  an  intimate  friend  of  mine  had  it  in  mind 
that  he  wanted  a  country    place — a    farm.     He    thought 
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Berkshire  County,  Massachusetts,  a  good  location,  and  at 
his  request  I  inserted  an  advertisement  in  the  papers  pub- 
lished there.  We  happened  to  use  in  the  advertisement  an 
expression  to  the  effect  that  he  would  like  a  place  that  was 
"capable  of  improvement"  and  it  was  remarkable,  almost 
laughable,  to  what  an  extent  it  proved  that  every  place  that 
was  for  sale  was  "capable  of  improvement"  and,  from  the 
number  of  replies  that  came,  it  seemed  as  though  about 
every  place  in  the  county  was  for  sale.  The  effect  upon  my 
friend  was  not  so  discouraging  as  in  my  own  case  quoted 
above.  He  was  willing  to  pay  from  ten  to  twenty  thousand 
dollars  for  a  farm  and  would  not  particularly  mind,  if  by 
the  time  he  had  experimented  with  its  "capabilities  of  im- 
provement," it  should  stand  him  in  as  much  as  forty  or  fifty 
thousand.  He  got  the  place  be  wanted  for  fifteen  thousand 
dollars,  and  it  is  still  capable  of  improvement,  although  he 
has  expended  upon  it  not  much  less  than  twenty  times  its 
original  cost ;  all  of  which  goes  to  prove  that  the  power  of 
small  classified  advertisements,  for  both  good  and  evil,  is 
something  positively  enormous.  Valuable  as  the  small  ad- 
vertisements may  be  to  the  public,  they  are  even  more  so  to 
the  paper  that  secures  them.  The  paper  that  has  the  most 
announcements  of  this  class  can  generally  be  safely  pro- 
nounced the  best  paper.  It  rarely  happens  that  one  pub- 
lisher can  secure  them  after  the  seal  of  public  approval  has 
been  placed  upon  another  paper.  I  never  knew  it  to  be  suc- 
cessfully performed,  save  in  one  instance — the  case  of  John 
R.  McLean's  Cincinnati  Enquirer,  which  demolished  the 
Cincinnati  Commercial's  want  ad  columns  and  practically  ex- 
pelled Murat  Halstead  from  a  field  of  his  own  choosing, 
and  that,  too,  by  pursuing  tactics  of  his  own  adoption. 

Speaking  of  small  advertisements  brings  to  mind  a  dis- 
tinct recollection  of  an  advertiser  who  always  succeeded  in 
confining  his  announcements  to  two  lines.  His  name  was 
A.  J.  Fullam  and  he  sold  pianos.  One  day  he  gave  me  an 
order  to  insert  his  two  lines  for  a  year  in  a  specified  list  of 
papers  at  a  cost  of  $2,600,  the  same  to  be  paid  for  weekly. 
Wishing  to  get  the  matter  off  his  mind,  he  sat  down  at  a 
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desk,  took  out  a  checkbook,  with  fifty-two  checks  each  dated 
a  week  ahead  of  the  last,  and  turned  the  whole  lot  over  to 
the  bookkeeper  so  as  to  have  no  more  trouble  with  the  mat- 
ter. The  checks  were  all  good,  and  the  piano  man,  too,  I 
guess,  for  he  always  had  and  occupied  a  pew  in  Grace 
Church. 

In  the  advertising  business  it  is  of  first  importance  that 
the  canvasser  shall  believe  in  the  concern  he  represents — 
have  faith  in  it.  To  him  it  should  seem  to  be  the  best  in  its 
field,  or  of  its  class.  If  not  most  important  on  account  of 
the  amount  of  business  it  controls,  may  be  it  has  a  still 
greater  virtue  in  the  thoroughness  of  its  method  and  the 
care  and  promptness  which  characterizes  its  service.  Un- 
less the  canvasser  can  convince  himself  of  the  accuracy  and 
honesty  of  his  claim  he  will  not  succeed  in  convincing  oth- 
ers— and  he  ought  not  to.  Most  canvassers  do  fail  to  con- 
vince themselves  of  the  truth  of  the  claims  they  put  forth, 
and  these  always  fail.  A  man  who  knows  he  is  lying  is 
never  a  convincing  talker.  He  may  achieve  an  occasional 
success,  but  it  is  never  permanent. 

As  a  general  thing  the  advertiser  cannot  tell  whether  a 
particular  advertisement  pays  him  or  does  not.  The  most 
he  knows,  as  a  rule,  is  that  when  he  advertises  most  he  does 
most  business,  and  makes  most  money ;  and  when  he  saves 
on  his  advertising  his  net  profits  at  the  end  of  the  year  are 
less  than  they  were  in  the  other  years  when  he  thought  per- 
haps he  was  wasting  money  in  advertising.  I  recall  one 
year  when  I  thought  too  much  money  had  been  spent  in 
pushing  business  and  decided  to  cut  the  promotion  ex- 
penses in  two,  and  succeeded ;  but  the  net  surplus — the  real 
profit — made  next  year,  was  less  than  when  the  department 
of  promotion  had  not  been  strangled  by  economy. 

Most  reasons  for  not  advertising  set  up  by  advertisers, 
to  the  canvasser,  are  urged  not  because  the  advertiser  be- 
lieves in  them,  but  to  hear  what  will  be  said  in  rebuttal.  It 
is,  of  course,  true  that  not  every  advertisement  produces 
profitable  results,  although  no  one  can  tell  when  a  good 
advertisement  has  ceased  to  bear  fruit.     The  advertising 
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agency  of  Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.  is  doing  business  to-day 
for  a  man  who  first  came  to  it  after  reading  an  announce- 
ment printed  in  the  New  York  Times  in  the  year  1871. 
Early  in  my  business  career  I  used  to  make  persistent  ef- 
forts to  get  business  from"  the  old  firm  of  wholesale  drug- 
gists, Messrs.  Tarrant  &  Co.,  but  not  a  bit  of  encouragement 
could  I  get  for  half  a  dozen  years.  Then  there  came  an 
order  and  another,  and  for  a  dozen  years  the  firm  was  one 
of  the  best  customers  we  had. 

It  is,  of  course,  true  that  not  every  advertiser,  who  tries 
an  advertising  experiment  in  one  class  of  papers,  will  also 
use  those  of  another  class,  still  there  is  something  to  be 
learned  by  a  discussion  of  the  subject,  if  he  will  allow  you 
the  time.  The  talk  may  result  to  mutual  advantage  at  a 
later  period — if  not  at  the  time.  The  magazine  bears  no 
fruit  until  next  month,  but  the  daily  paper  produces  its  crop 
to-morrow. 

The  man  who  has  not  had  sufficient  results  from  his  ad- 
vertisements knows  that  his  announcements  have  not  been 
what  they  should  be.  It  is  to  be  noted  everywhere  that  the 
men  who  advertise  most  get  the  largest  profit  out  of  it,  and 
are  likely  to  exceed  all  others  in  their  advertising  efforts 
next  year.  The  ledgers  of  every  successful  newspaper  will 
verify  this  statement. 

The  way  to  treat  an  advertiser  is  to  be  always  civil,  re- 
spectful, considerate.  Flattery  is  out  of  place,  although 
when  you  know  of  some  act  of  his,  or  some  quality  of  his 
goods  that  excite  your  admiration,  you  do  right  to  mention 
it.  The  man  who  misses  an  opportunity  to  commend,  where 
commendation  is  due,  commits  a  serious  fault.  It  is  al- 
ways a  duty  to  say  pleasant  truths  when  there  is  an  oppor- 
tunity ;  either  at  home  or  in  business.  Your  own  self-re- 
spect will  not  allow  you  to  jolly  a  patron  you  care  for,  and 
his  respect  for  you  will  not  be  increased  by  cigars  or  drinks 
which  you  contribute.  If  any  treating  is  to  be  done  the  ad- 
vertiser is  the  man  to  do  it — not  the  canvasser. 

It  would  be  my  idea  that  a  decided  "No"  should  always 
be  taken  as  an  answer,  although  under  favorable  circum- 
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stances  it  might  still  be  permitted  to  tell  the  reasons  that 
had  made  you  think  the  service  offered  might  be  profitably 
made  use  of.  I  would  suppose  the  man  who  said  "No," 
quite  decidedly,  would  be  quite  as  receptive  of  arguments  in 
print  as  any  other  person,  and  such  a  man  might  be  ap- 
proached later  with  a  deprecating  smile  and  tentatively  in- 
quired of  whether  his  ideas  had  not  undergone  a  change. 

On  the  matter  of  excuses  from  clerks  or  others  for  the 
non-performance  of  something  that  others  have  a  right  to 
expect  to  be  performed,  I  have  always  held  decided  opin- 
ions. Sometimes  it  has  seemed  that  he  was  most  unpardon- 
able who  presented  the  best  excuse.  At  the  Sphinx  Club 
one  night,  Mr.  Edward  W.  Filene,  an  enterprising  and 
painstaking  department  store  owner  of  Boston,  had  some- 
thing to  say  on  this  subject  that  appealed  to  me.  "We  have 
a  motto  at  our  store,"'  said  he,  "that  reads,  'The  better  the 
excuse  the  worse  the  reason,'  "  and  he  went  on  to  say  that 
if  there  was  a  good  excuse  it  ought  to  have  been  foreseen 
if  the  matter  had  been  thought  over  in  advance ;  and  the 
better  the  excuse  the  more  plainly  it  ought  to  have  been 
foreseen.  By  the  young  men  in  subordinate  positions  who 
are  paying  me  the  compliment  of  reading  these  papers,  and 
I  know  that  many  such  are  doing  so,  I  hope  that  these  few 
words  on  the  excuse  habit  will  not  be  overlooked.  The  boy 
or  young  man  who  does  things  when  he  might  have  pro- 
duced a  good  excuse  for  not  doing  is  the  one  who  will  get 
his  salary  advanced  soonest  and  oftenest,  that  will  get  a 
place  in  the  firm  when  a  new  partner  is  admitted.  If  he 
wishes  to  marry  his  employer's  daughter  his  having  been 
free  from  the  excuse  habit  will  be  a  recommendation  for 
him.  He  will  be  twice  the  man  without  the  habit  that  he 
ever  can  be  while  he  gives  way  to  it.  I  read  a  witticism 
recently  dealing  with  this  matter,  and  there  was  a  good  deal 
of  reality  in  it.  ."Is  that  the  best  excuse  you  can  put  up," 
said  the  wife,  "for  not  coming  home  until  two  o'clock  this 
morning?"  "Yes,  dear,"  was  the  answer.  "If  you're  not 
satisfied  with  that  I  shall  have  to  tell  you  the  truth."  When- 
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ever  a  defection  is  unforeseeable  and  actually  unavoidable 
no  excuse  is  needed  or  expected,  it  explains  itself. 

In  conclusion,  I  wish  to  say  a  word  to  such  as  have  in 
mind  cutting  loose  from  past  connections  and  starting  out 
on  an  independent  career.  In  such  case  you  will  find  that 
you  cannot  rely  very  much  on  any  assistance  that  will  come 
from  family  or  friends.  You  may  count  on  strangers  with 
much  more  confidence,  there  are  so  many  more  of  them. 
You  must  work  out  your  own  salvation.  Advice  will  not 
commonly  help  you  much.  It  is  well  to  listen  to  all  the 
counsel  available,  but  if  you  do  not  act  on  your  own  judg- 
ment you  will  not  succeed.  Hundreds  of  times  during  my 
long  life  I  have  been  consulted  by  young  men  who  wanted 
advice  about  whether  they  had  better  do  this  or  had  better 
do  that.  I  have  commonly  said  in  such  a  case,  "Now,  young 
man,  it  don't  make  a  continental's  difference  what  you  do, 
provided  you  do  it.  Go  ahead.  Do  what  you  think  is  the 
right  thing  and  you  will  succeed." 

Again,  I  have  added,  "You  came  to  me  because  you 
thought  I  have  succeeded,  did  you  not?"  "Yes,"  would  be 
the  reply.  Whereupon  I  would  conclude,  "Let  me  tell  you 
then  that  if  I  could  have  gone  to  somebody,  as  you  have 
come  to  me,  and  stated  the  case,  and  could  have  been  told  of 
a  quarter  of  the  difficulties  I  have  had  to  meet  with,  you 
could  not  have  kicked  me  into  the  business.  Still,  I  suc- 
ceeded very  well.  The  difficulties  arose  one  at  a  time  and  I 
overcame  them,  and  every  other  young  man  of  stamina 
will,  as  a  general  thing,  do  the  same." 
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Every  man  who  has  to  do  with  newspapers  has  occasion 
to  wonder  now  and  then  what  that  intangible  thing  is  that 
is  spoken  of  as  The  Associated  Press.  In  the  beginning  a 
New  York  paper  made  a  practice  of  sending  a  man  down 
the  harbor  to  intercept  vessels  arriving  from  distant  ports, 
with  a  view  of  giving  the  news  a  little  earlier  than  it  would 
appear  in  the  columns  of  a  competitor.  As  the  advance  in- 
formation so  obtained  proved  to  be  valuable,  the  other  pa- 
pers had  to  do  the  same  thing,  but  to  avoid  duplication  of 
service  one  messenger  gave  his  news  to  all  the  others  and 
they  divided  the  cost.  By  and  by  papers  in  other  cities 
wished  the  service,  and  were  allowed  to  share  in  it,  paying 
a  reasonable  portion  of  the  expense  incurred,  and  then 
other  sorts  of  news  were  gathered  by  the  Association,  an3 
now  all  sorts  of  news  is  dealt  with ;  the  Association  has 
representatives  at  important — and  unimportant — points  the 
world  over,  and  the  right  to  participate  is  not  accorded  to 
every  applicant,  but  has  become  a  privilege  worth  tens  or 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  dollars  to  the  particular  journals 
that  have  acquired  a  membership. 

When  one  hears  that  Mr.  Ochs,  of  the  New  York 
Times,  has  bought  the  Philadelphia  Times,  the  conclusion 
is  natural  that  he  wants  to  own  a  Philadelphia  daily.  When 
he  later  consummated  the  purchase  of  the  Philadelphia 
Ledger,  and  consolidated  the  two,  men  wondered  why  he 
wanted  both,  and  what  there  was  for  him  in  the  consolida- 
tion, for  the  two  papers  were  scarcely  more  alike  than  the 
New  York  Post  and  News,  and  no  one  would  expect  that 
either  would  increase  in  circulation  by  combination  with 
the  other.  Soon  Mr.  Ochs,  who  had  named  his  properties 
the  Philadelphia  Ledger  and  Times — the  Ledger  in  promi- 
nent and  Times  in  small  type — dropped  the  sub-head,  and 
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the  Times  had  ceased  to  exist.  Then  one  began  to  hear 
that  other  Philadelphia  dailies  had  paid  $50,000  apiece  to 
Mr.  Ochs,  in  consideration  of  his  action,  and  that  the  ex- 
planation was,  that  by  chipping  in  $350,000,  more  or  less, 
they  had  extinguished  one  Associated  Press  franchise,  and 
thereby  reduced  by  one  the  number  of  papers  with  which  they 
would  in  future  be  called  upon  to  compete.  It  is  possible 
that  if  the  Times  franchise  had  been  kept  alive  the  enter- 
prising Mr.  Hearst  might  buy  it  some  day,  and  his  entrance 
upon  a  journalistic  field  has  not  always  been  particularly 
enjoyed  by  the  publishers  of  papers  that  are  more  staid  in 
their  manner  and  make-up  and  may  be  less  enjoyed  than 
Mr.  Hearst's  journals  are  by  the  lower  million  of  the  popu- 
lace. 

The  same  condition  outlined  for  Philadelphia  exists 
everywhere  else,  and  many  a  man  or  association  has  given 
up  the  idea  of  starting  a  new  paper  because  of  the  impossi- 
bility of  securing  the  Associated  Press  franchise ;  and  many 
a  moribund  paper  is  kept  alive,  and  finally  sold  for  what 
seems  a  fabulous  price,  merely  because  it  happens  to  pos- 
sess the  right  to  receive  the  news  gathered  from  every  part 
of  the  world  and  forwarded  by  the  agents  of  the  Associated 
Press.  Once  it  was  the  New  York  Associated  Press.  Now 
the  local  destination  is  eliminated ;  but  Chicago  appears  to 
be  in  control.  Frank  B.  Noyes,  of  the  Record-Herald,  is 
President;  Melville  E.  Stone,  founder  of  the  Chicago 
News,  is  the  active  manager.  What  Victor  F.  Lawson, 
owner  of  the  News,  has  to  do  with  it  I  do  not  know,  but 
some  people  seem  to  think  that  what  he  says  goes.  There 
is  in  New  York  City  a  certain  Mr.  Murphy,  who  holds  no 
office,  but  is  the  chief  or  leader  of  a  political  society,  and 
many  people  assert  that  he  exercises  a  greater  control  over 
the  city's  affairs  than  Mayor  McClellan  or  Senator  Depew. 
Possibly  Mr.  Lawson  is  the  Murphy  of  the  Associated 
Press — but  if  he  is  he  might  not  see  his  way  clear  to  admit 
it. 

While  New  York  was  at  the  helm  seven  daily  papers  of 
the   city   held   the    franchises ;   consequently   four  of   them 
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would  constitute  a  ruling  majority.  I  suppose  it  would  not 
be  denied  that  it  was  once  the  ambition  of  a  financier  to 
control  those  four  votes,  and  that  to  put  Whitelaw  Reid  in 
funds  to  buy  a  control  of  the  Tribune  was  a  first  step  in  that 
direction.  Mr.  Reid  had  not  at  that  time  became  the  son- 
in-law  of  a  multi-millionaire.  Later  the  control  of  the 
World  was  gained,  then  of  the  Express;  and  Jay  Gould 
sought  George  Jones  and  offered  two  million  dollars  for  the 
Times,  and  when  that  was  declined  pressed  him  to  name 
a  price ;  but  Jones  refused  to  discuss  the  matter  or  consent 
to  another  interview.  "If  you  had  the  Times,"  he  said,  "I 
should  not  sleep  at  night."  "I  should  not  do  with  it  any- 
thing very  different,"  was  the  comment — but  nothing  came 
of  it.  Isaac  W.  England  attended  the  Associated  Press 
meetings,  and  voted  for  the  Sun;  but  Mr.  Dana  was  the 
Sun,  and  one  day  he  instructed  England  how  he  should 
vote.  England — with  a  touch  of  independence — said  to 
him,  "Go  yourself  to  the  meeting  and  do  your  own  voting." 
And  Dana  went,  and  from  that  day,  and  for  a  long  time 
afterward,  the  previously  existing  war  between  the  Sun 
and  the  Tribune  seemed  to  have  come  to  an  end,  and  de- 
risive remarks  about  the  "Tribune  tall  tower"  ceased  to 
appear  in  the  illuminator  that  still  shines  for  us  all.  New 
York  was  the  central  force  that  controlled  the  news  for  the 
papers  of  America,  and  who  could  command  four  votes  in 
the  New  York  board  might  possibly  color  news  dispatches, 
if  that  should  ever  seem  to  be  a  good  thing  to  do.  I  am 
not  suggesting  that  any  one  has  ever  made  use  of  an  im- 
proper power  over  the  Associated  Press ;  but  if  any  one 
would  and  could  that  he  would  be  in  a  position  of  consider- 
able influence  must  be  quite  apparent. 

Outside  of  our  Associated  Press  the  greatest  news  gath- 
ering machine  in  the  world  is  called  Reuters,  with  head- 
quarters in  London ;  and  much  of  the  foreign  news  appear- 
ing in  American  papers  is  filtered  through  Reuters  in  the 
coming.  Reuters  is  an  English  enterprise,  and  in  Scribner's 
Magazine  for  August,  1905,  there  appeared  a  twelve  page 
argument  going  to  show  that  much  of  the  sympathy  for 
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Japan  in  the  war  with  Russia,  so  universally  prevalent  in 
America,  was  a  result  of  the  coloring  of  the  news  service 
that  reaches  us  through  English  influence  and  manipula- 
tion. It  is  a  subject  well  calculated  to  engage  the  attention 
of  thoughtful  minds. 

There  are  other  news  associations,  but  the  Associated 
Press  is  the  giant  among  pigmies.  One  day  a  few  years  ago 
Mr.  Laffan,  of  the  New  York  Sun,  overturned  things,  and 
seemed  in  a  single  day  to  have  knocked  off  numerous  mil- 
lions from  the  value  of  newspaper  franchises ;  but  the  Asso- 
ciated Press  recovered,  and  although  it  carries  the  scar,  it 
is  doubtless  much  stronger  to-day  than  it  ever  was  before. 

I  do  not  understand  all  the  intricacies  of  the  system. 
So  far  as  I  can  see  no  one  does,  or  if  there  is  a  man  capable 
of  telling  the  whole  story  he  has  no  thought  of  making  the 
attempt.  If  it  were  told  it  could  not  be  condensed  into  a 
few  pages  of  Printers'  Ink — it  would  require  a  book  bigger 
than  the  revised  version  of  King  James's  Bible. 

I  have  not  been  so  fortunate  as  to  wholly  escape  news- 
paper abuse,  always  arising,  I  think,  from  dissatisfaction 
with  circulation  ratings  that  were  printed  in  the  Newspaper 
Directory  issued  by  me.  As  a  rule  such  things  rolled  off  me 
like  water  from  a  duck's  back ;  for  I  had  a  clear  conscience 
and  could  never  bring  myself  to  care  particularly  what  peo- 
ple said  about  me  so  long  as  I  had  the  personal  conscious- 
ness of  being  clean  and  straight.  In  one  instance,  however, 
several  of  my  friends  felt  so  much  incensed  at  what  was 
printed  about  me  that  they  insisted  something  ought  to  be 
done  about  it ;  and  I  took  the  case  to  a  lawyer ;  paid  him  a 
retainer  of  $500;  and  papers  were  served  to  inaugurate  a 
libel  suit,  the  damages  being  placed  at  $50,000.  It  will 
generally  be  noted,  I  think,  that  whenever  people  are  in- 
jured by  the  publication  of  a  libel  the  measure  of  the  injury 
is  expressed  by  the  figures  $50,000.  I  had  been  called  a 
liar  and  a  blackmailer  or  something  mild  like  that.  The 
paper  was  an  influential  one.  Its  editor  was  a  power  in 
politics.  Law  suits  take  time  in  coming  to  a  head,  and 
mine  met  with  numerous  delays.     Before  long  the  partner 
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of  my  attorney  was  a  candidate  for  election  to  represent 
New  York  in  the  United  States  Senate,  and  at  my  club  I 
saw  him  and  the  editor  dining  together,  now  and  then. 
Later  the  editor  got  the  case  put  off  when  he  served  the 
country  as  Ambassador  at  a  foreign  capital.  There  were 
other  delays.  I  may  have  been  out  of  town  myself  now  and 
then.  Years  passed  on.  I  learned  that  I  could  have  an 
apology  expressed  in  almost  any  sort  of  phrase  I  chose  to 
dictate  and  it  would  be  published  in  the  paper.  I  had  some 
knowledge,  more  or  less,  of  that  sort  of  thing,  and  reasoned 
that  probably  the  apology  would  not  be  seen  by  a  majority 
of  those  who  read  the  original  libel,  but  would  be  sure  to  be 
absorbed  by  a  good  many  who  had  not,  and  would  lead  them 
to  look  up  the  story,  and  talk  it  over.  I  didn't  care  for  the 
apology.  Ten  years  passed  and  still  I  had  not  been  able  to 
get  the  case  into  court,  although  some  people  think  me 
rather  an  energetic  person. 

Finally  the  proposal  to  publish  an  apology  was  renewed. 
This  I  again  declined,  but  made  the  counter  proposition : 
"Next  week  there  will  appear  a  new  issue  of  the  Directory. 
I  will  send  an  advance  copy  to  the  editor.  If  within  a  week 
thereafter  he  will  cause  a  favorable  review  to  appear,  the 
same  to  have  a  position  at  the  head  of  his  column  or  depart- 
ment of  book  notices,  and  to  occupy  space  of  not  less  than  a 
third  of  a  column,  and  then,  within  a  couple  of  weeks 
thereafter,  will  copy  from  Allan  Forman's  Journalist  a 
sketch  of  my  life,  setting  it  in  the  largest  type  used  for 
editorial  matter,  beginning  at  the  top  of  a  column,  with 
heading  conspicuously  displayed,  the  whole  to  occupy  three 
or  four  columns,  as  may  be  required,  and  to  appear  on  a 
conspicuous  page,  I  will  be  content  to  let  the  matter  drop." 
It  had  been  stipulated  the  first  time  an  apology  was  sug- 
gested, that  I  should  be  reimbursed  for  all  legal  expenses 
incurred,  and  I  had  the  impression  that  this  still  stood ;  but 
on  going  over  the  matter  afterward  it  did  not  seem  to  be  so 
set  down.  The  review  appeared  in  space  and  position  as 
specified.  The  biography  also  had  place  in  a  style  that  was 
beautiful  to  behold.    Few  persons  seemed  to  see  it.     Some 
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of  those  who  did  thought  it  good  advertising,  well  done, 
and  wished  to  know  how  much  I  paid  for  it.  It  really  was 
a  good  bit  of  biography.  I  know  that  for  a  fact,  for  I  wrote 
it  all  myself,  and  had  taken  a  good  deal  of  pains  with  its 
commas,  semi-colons  and  periods.  The  matter  was  settled 
at  last  and  I  was  quite  happy — until  my  lawyer  sent  me  in  a 
bill  for  something  more  than  $1,500  for  his  services.  And 
after  I  got  over  feeling  sore  about  it  I  felt  happy  about  that, 
too.  It  is  a  curious  circumstance  that  at  the  moment  while 
I  am  engaged  upon  the  preparation  of  this  manuscript  my 
lawyer  in  the  case  is  about  crossing  the  ocean  to  return  from 
a  foreign  service  that  he  has  performed  with  honor ;  and 
the  defendant  in  the  case  is  about  crossing  over  to  take  the 
place  which  the  other  surrenders.  If  he  fills  it  with  equal 
fidelity,  ability  and  grace,  there  will  be  much  occasion  for 
Americans  to  think  well  of  him. 

I  do  not  hesitate  to  set  it  down  in  black  and  white,  that 
if  any  newspaper  ever  induces  me  to  commence  a  libel  suit 
again,  it  will  have  to  abuse  me  much  worse  than  the  one 
did  that  I  have  attempted  to  tell  about.  It  would  be  my 
advice,  if  my  advice  were  wanted,  never  sue  a  man  for  libel. 
Never  expect  the  courts  to  burnish  up  a  character  that  will 
not  shine  through  any  amount  of  smoke  that  has  no  real 
fire  at  the  base.  Of  course,  if  there  is  a  foundation  for  the 
charges,  one  may  have  more  occasion  for  being  sensitive. 
Whenever  this  subject  is  up  for  discussion  I  like  to  refer  to 
a  case  that  I  at  one  time  particularly  noted  in  the  New  York 
Times.  Some  political  error  had  caused  the  paper  to  lose 
in  circulation,  and  a  new  editor  induced  Mr.  George  Jones 
to  allow  him  to  put  some  life  into  it — and  he  did.  One  day 
there  was  a  scare  head :  Colonel  Cash,  a  South  Carolinian, 
Had  Committed  a  Barbarous  Murder.  The  particulars  that 
followed  were  as  interesting  as  the  story  of  Nan  Patterson 
and  Caesar  Young.  In  a  day  or  two  Colonel  Cash  made 
it  plain  to  the  paper  that  he  had  not  committed  any  murder, 
and  then  the  Times  came  out  with  the  sort  of  apology  peo- 
ple usually  get,  who  force  things  with  a  newspaper.  There 
appeared  another  scare  head  and  more  reading  matter — ■ 
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something  like  this :  "Colonel  Cash  Not  the  Murderer !  It 
was  Another  Colonel  Cash,  a  Colored  Man — Probably  a 
Brother  of  the  First  Mentioned."  There  was  a  libel  suit 
sure  enough.  The  Times  was  willing  to  apologize,  but 
Colonel  Cash  wanted  the  traditional  $50,000  damages  in 
addition.  After  three  or  four  years  the  case  came  to  trial, 
and  the  plaintiff  then  perhaps  learned,  for  the  first  time, 
that  in  the  trial  of  a  libel  suit  it  is  himself  and  not  the  de- 
fendant that  is  on  trial.  Before  the  case  was  ready  to  be 
committed  to  the  jury  the  lawyers  decided  it  would  serve 
every  purpose  quite  as  well  to  agree  upon  and  publish  an 
apology  and  let  the  action  drop.  This  was  done,  and  next 
day  there  appeared  in  the  Times  as  full  and  handsome  an 
apology  as  any  Colonel,  white  or  colored,  could  ask  for,  and 
it  was  set  in  nonpareil  or  agate,  condensed  into  the  space  of 
eight  lines,  had  a  position  among  ship  news,  or  matter  of 
that  nature,  and  if  any  reader  of  the  paper  saw  it  at  all  it 
must  have  been  by  the  merest  chance. 
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There  have  been  references  to  hunting  and  fishing. 
From  boyhood's  days  nothing  was  so  charming  as  a  trout 
brook.  The  long  tramp,  taken  with  the  flint  locked  Queen's 
arm,  that  resulted  in  the  death  of  a  chipmunk  and  the  scar- 
ing of  a  partridge,  was  ever  full  of  contentment  and  pleas- 
ure. The  contemplation  of  others  still  to  come — and  with 
better  luck — brightened  many  a  waking  quarter  of  an  hour 
in  the  darkness  of  the  night,  aided,  may  be,  by  the  tinkling 
of  the  rain  drops  falling  on  the  shingles  of  the  slanting  roof 
that  came  so  near  to  the  head  of  the  boy  reclining  there. 

What  a  joy  to  press  the  pillow 

Of  a  cottage  chamber  bed, 
And  listen  to  the  patter 

Of  the  soft  rain  overhead ! 

The  first  years  in  Boston  were  shortened  by  prospects 
of  camp  fires,  and  explorations  in  the  direction  of  lakes  and 
streams — famous  in  the  talk  of  neighboring  farmers,  but 
as  yet  only  known  by  hearsay.  Occasionally  realizations 
came,  when  a  two  weeks'  vacation  was  allowed.  Just  think 
of  the  perfect  enjoyment  afforded  to  a  boy  of  nineteen  by 
a  sixty  mile  ride  in  hot  July,  when  all  game  is  out  of  sea- 
son, the  steed  being  a  three  year  old  colt,  giving  to  shying, 
and  lent  for  the  occasion  by  an  appreciative  farmer  uncle ; 
with  the  provisions  and  blanketing,  requisite  for  a  week  in 
the  woods,  attached  to  the  back  of  the  rider,  and  a  rifle,  bor- 
rowed from  a  neighboring  farm  boy,  carried  all  the  way  in 
one  hand,  with  the  butt  resting  on  one  foot — ever  ready  for 
instant  use,  in  case  a  bear  crossed  the  road,  or  a  highway- 
man sought  plunder.  Did  any  one  ever  see  Dixville  Notch 
under  such  favorable  circumstances?  What  pretty  girls 
those  were  who,  with  careful  parents,  were  touring  that 
mountain  gorge  that  sunny  day;  and  how  much  concerned 
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one  of  them  seemed  to  be,  when,  in  mounting  to  proceed 
into  the  wilderness  beyond,  the  hammer  of  the  rifle  caught 
on  the  edge  of  the  great  boot-leg — worn  outside  the  trous- 
ers— and  shot  the  swab  stick  through  the  rim  of  my  not  val- 
uable felt  hat.  With  what  joyful  patience  the  hours  till 
midnight  at  Erroll  Dam  were  employed  in  fashioning,  out 
of  a  goad  stick — bought  of  a  teamster  for  a  dime— a  substi- 
tute for  the  treasure  that  had  been  lost — with  only  a  piece 
of  broken  window  glass  for  the  implement  for  removing 
the  superfluous  bulk,  always  paying  due  attention  to  that 
symmetry  which  the  rifle  barrel  would  demand. 

The  supreme  happiness  of  the  night  in  an  improvised 
camp  of  bark  at  Cedar  Stump  on  the  Androscoggin — above 
Umbagog  Lake — after  the  construction  of  which  my  com- 
panion and  I  discovered  that  the  bottle  of  Medford  rum, 
without  which  no  New  England  boy  would  go  into  camp, 
had  been  broken  in  the  tin  receptacle — specially  invented 
for  this  trip,  and  a  triumph  of  the  tinsmith's  art — and  not 
only  dissolved  the  pound  of  gunpowder,  the  small  packages 
of  pepper,  salt  and  sugar  that  constituted  our  total  supply, 
but  had  also  flavored  the  huge  lump  of  salt  pork — which  is 
all  a  real  sportsman  needs  to  take  with  him  into  the  woods 
in  the  way  of  provisions — so  that  in  its  present  condition  it 
was  by  no  means  satisfactory  to  our — may  be — over-fas- 
tidious palates.  There  was  also  an  additional  flavor  im- 
parted by  various  bunches  of  those  old-fashioned  card 
matches  that  were  so  liberally  tipped  with  sulphur  that  no 
one  could  light  one  and  stand  over  it  without  danger  of 
asphyxiation.  The  highly  and  miscellaneously  seasoned 
meat  was  tied  by  a  string  to  the  stem  of  a  leaning  alder, 
and  left  over  night,  to  be  purified  by  the  running  water  of 
the  river ;  but  was  found  before  morning  and  duly  appro- 
priated by  some  animal  less  squeamish  of  appetite  than  we 
or  more  ready  to  recognize  a  good  thing  when  he  saw  it. 

Provisions  and  ammunition  being  gone,  that  hunting 
trip  came  to  an  inglorious  end,  but  left  none  but  pleasant 
memories.  I  may  mention  one  of  the  most  charming.  We 
had  built  our  camp  fire  against  the  decaying  trunk  of  a  great 
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pine  that  lay  in  front  of  the  spot  chosen  for  our  camp,  and 
every  now  and  then,  as  we  brought  fuel,  or  boughs  for  the 
bed,  a  partridge  was  flushed  from  almost  under  our  feet.  A 
little  later  we  found  her  nest,  sheltered  under  the  other  side 
of  the  log,  scarcely  eight  feet  away  from  where  our  camp 
fire  burned.  She  got  shot  at  as  much  as  three  times  before 
we  found  the  nest,  with  its  ten  pretty  eggs ;  but  the  Yankee 
boy  is  not  much  of  a  wing  shot,  and  after  we  found  the  nest 
we  were  so  considerate  that  before  we  left  camp  next  morn- 
ing the  bird  would  allow  me  to  sit  on  the  log  above  her  and 
look  into  her  wild,  watchful  eyes,  without  forsaking  her 
post  of  maternal  duty. 

When  vacations  of  months,  instead  of  weeks,  were  to  be 
had,  many  and  many  a  time  did  I  go  over  the  same  road, 
to  Cedar  Stump,  the  Middle  Dam,  the  Upper  Dam,  Lakes 
Mollychukamuk,  Welokennebacook,  Mooselamaguntic, 
Oquossoc  and  what  not.  How  many  charming  friendships 
are  based  upon  these  hunting  and  fishing  experiences  ?  One 
knows  a  man  better  after  a  six  hours'  tramp  with  him  over 
a  carry,  a  good  hour's  fishing  in  a  pool  that  is  fruitful,  and 
one  evening  around  a  camp  fire,  than  after  years  of  daily 
meeting  in  the  marts  of  business,  or  at  the  club,  or  at  sum- 
mer resorts. 

I  was  at  one  time,  in  the  late  seventies,  a  trustee  of  the 
Oquossoc  Angling  Association,  whose  principal  home  was 
at  Camp  Kennebago,  situated  between  the  Richardson  Lake 
and  Cupsuptuc.  We  were  short  of  members  and  money  at 
that  time,  and  one  day  I  voted  on  the  application  of  a  Mr. 
Francis  H.  Leggett.  Every  one  was  admitted  who  would 
pay  the  initiation  fee,  and  it  was  only  by  chance  that  I  re- 
membered the  name,  when  one  day,  some  weeks  later,  I 
was  at  Camp  Kennebago  and  learned  that  the  new  member 
would  arrive  that  afternoon.  I  saw  a  slim,  modest,  retiring 
man,  in  the  early  thirties,  who  seemed  not  to  know  so  much 
about  fishing  as  I  did.  From  some  impulse,  I  took  him  in 
hand,  gave  him  a  hundred  directions,  patronized  him,  told 
him  his  rod  was  too  long,  or  not  long  enough,  his  flies  too 
small,  his  reel  not  the  best  pattern — I  fancied  the  Meek  & 
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Millan,  Frankfort,  Ky.,  make,  which  no  tackle  dealer  would 
ever  sell  if  he  could  help  it.  In  after  years  I  came  to  know 
that  this  modest,  youthful  man  was  even  then  a  leading 
merchant  in  New  York,  and  one  who,  of  all  others,  was  the 
last  to  put  up  with  patronage,  or  to  seek  or  take  advice.  It 
is  wonderful  how  many  successes  in  life  hinge  upon  sheer 
ignorance.  If  I  had  known  the  man,  as  I  have  since,  I 
should  have  been  slow  to  make  any  advances,  and,  if  I  had 
been  slow  to  make  advances,  I  should  never  have  come  to 
know  him  as  I  do  now.  It  was  so  ordered  that  my  good  in- 
tentions were  well  received,  and  there  began  that  day  a 
friendship  that  has  known  no  break,  and  that  has  given 
occasion  for  kindly  offices  on  his  part  of  a  thousand  times 
more  importance  than  any  I  had  in  mind  rendering  him  the 
day  my  eyes  first  rested  upon  the  studious,  thoughtful  face 
that  was  a  much  more  marked  characteristic  of  him  then 
than  now. 

It  was  on  the  shores  of  Plumadore,  a  retired  little  lake 
of  the  Adirondacks — reached,  in  those  days,  from  Malone, 
by  way  of  the  State  dam  and  a  long  carry — that  I  came 
into  camp  where  my  old  friend  Wilson  was  staying  with 
two  companions.  One  was  that  handsome,  accomplished 
and  vastly  popular  Dr.  Tiffany,  so  long  an  ornament  to  the 
Methodist  Church,  of  which  Wilson  was  so  fond ;  and  the 
other  a  man  with  whom  I,  from  that  hour,  began  an  inti- 
mate friendship  that  has  lasted  nearly  thirty  years.  When 
we  broke  camp,  the  man  last  referred  to,  with  Jim  Bean 
and  Amasa  Washburn — two  famous  guides  of  that  time — 
started  on  a  tour  of  investigation  and  sport  directly  through 
the  Adirondack  region,  coming  out  at  The  Forge,  at  the 
outlet  of  the  stream  that  drains  the  famous  Fulton  chain  of 
lakes.  Many  were  the  waits  over  long  carries,  while  Jim 
and  Amasa  brought  over  the  boats,  and  went  again  for  the 
impedimenta ;  and  numerous  the  experiences  with  lakes, 
streams,  black  flies  and  mosquitoes.  On  one  occasion  we 
heard  an  exclamation  from  Jim  Bean,  and  saw  him  pick  up 
a  box  he  had  dropped,  and  come  forward,  holding  it  above 
his  head,  with  a  corner  downward,  seeming  to  be  imbibing 
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a  fluid  stream  that  exuded.  It  soon  appeared  that  the  acci- 
dental fall  had  broken  die  only  bottle  of  champagne  left  in 
my  companion's  stores,  and  Jim,  knowing  the  impossibility 
of  repairing  the  injury,  was  availing  himself  of  the  good  the 
gods  had  provided. 

Did  any  one  ever  see  more  trout  on  the  surface  than 
tantalized  us  at  Blue  Mountain  Lake? — where  not  one 
could  be  induced  to  take  the  fly.  And  how  much  we  were 
impressed  with  the  camp  equipage  we  passed,  stacked  on 
the  shore,  profusely  marked  with  the  full  name  and  title  of 
the  famous  "Bald  Eagle  of  Westchester,"  the  late  Gen. 
James  M.  Husted  of  Peekskill.  After  a  night  at  Pol 
Smith's  what  praise  my  skill  with  a  rifle  elicited  when, 
placing  the  implement  at  my  shoulder  for  an  offhand  shot, 
I,  at  the  first  attempt,  broke  one  of  a  dozen  bottles  set  up 
on  pegs  on  a  floating  log  anchored  out  in  the  lake.  "I've 
been  here  a  month,"  said  a  bystander,  "and  seen  people 
shoot  at  those  bottles  every  day,  but  no  one  has  hit  one  till 
now."  I  tried  no  second  shot,  and  somehow  it  seemed  to  me 
at  the  time  that  the  bottle  I  broke  was  about  three  feet  to 
the  left  of  the  one  I  aimed  at,  but  I  made  no  point  of  it,  and 
we  came  gladly  away. 

If  there  is  any  dreary  place  in  this  world,  it  seems  to  me 
it  is  a  hotel  in  the  woods,  where  people  go  in  crowds  and 
wear  good  clothes.  If  there  is  one  more  dreary  it  is  where 
people  congregate  under  the  name  of  seaside  or  winter  re- 
sorts. I  fear  that  my  case  is  akin  to  that  of  the  morose  and 
sensitive  Byron : 

My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen 
Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darkened  mind. 

At  one  place,  where  a  considerable  brook  went  through 
a  sort  of  a  sluice-way  under  an  improvised  bridge  and,  with 
some  abrupt  decline,  fell  into  a  moderate  pool  of  still  water, 
the  pool  looked  so  tempting  that  we  set  up  our  rods  and  cast 
the  flies,  and  mine  had  hardly  struck  the  water  before  it 
was  taken  by  a  pound  trout,  which  Jim  Bean  deftly  dipped 
out  with  the  landing  net.    My  companion,  however,  seemed 
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to  have  a  bigger  job  on  his  hands,  and  hard  work  to  keep  his 
footing  and  control  his  rod.  Amasa  stood  by,  with  landing 
net  in  hand,  but  when  it  became  feasible  to  put  it  into  the 
water,  he  found  that  care  was  needed,  for  more  than  one 
fish  was  hooked ;  and  a  moment  later — it  was  lucky  Dr. 

Tiffany  was  not  by — he  exclaimed,  "I'll  be 

if  there  ain't  three!"  And  three  there  were,  and  Amasa 
landed  them  all,  and  two  of  them  were  larger  than  mine, 
and  one  weighed  nearly  two  pounds.  We  were  excited. 
We  were  no  fish  hogs,  but  we  were  not  prepared  to  leave 
that  pool — not  just  then — and  we  cast  and  cast,  but  not  an- 
other rise  did  we  get,  not  another  fish  did  we  take  and,  for 
that  matter,  I  think  we  had  more  pounds  of  trout,  in  the 
four  thus  taken,  than  the  total  weight  of  all  the  others  killed 
on  the  entire  trip. 

Next  day  we  had  an  experience  that  cast  further  doubt 
on  the  affair  of  the  bottle  shot  from  the  floating  log  at  Pol 
Smith's.  His  name  is  spelled  Paul  in  his  hotel  announce- 
ments, but  when  he  was  an  infant  his  mother  named  him 
Apollos,  and  while  he  attended  fishermen  and  hunters  his 
fellow  guides  called  him  "Pol."  Although  he  changed  the 
name  in  some  degree,  he  ever  elevated  and  never  degraded 
it.  Passing  over  a  long  carry,  ahead  of  the  guides  with  the 
boats,  we  saw  a  large  owl  on  the  branch  of  a  dry  spruce, 
about  thirty  yards  away.  As  we  had  no  fresh  meat,  I  de- 
termined to  shoot  the  bird,  and  proceeded  forthwith  to  do 
so.  The  first  shot  produced  no  effect  whatever,  but  a  sec- 
ond one  induced  him  to  flap  his  wings  and  fly  about  half  a 
dozen  yards  nearer  to  us,  and  perch  again  on  another 
branch,  in  plain  sight.  My  companion  did  not  claim  to  be  a 
marksman,  but  thought  he  could  do  better  than  I  had  done, 
so  he  took  the  rifle,  and  twice  more  the  owl's  life  was  en- 
dangered. At  the  second  shot  he  flew  again,  and  alighted 
may  be  twenty  yards  further  off.  But  now  the  guides  came 
in  sight,  and  not  wishing  to  delay  them  or~  trouble  them 
with  explanations  we  proceeded  on  our  way  and  left  the 
owl  still  looking  after  us.  After  that  morning's  effort  we 
made  no  further  use  of  the  rifle,  and  I  almost  wished  I  had 
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presented  it  to,  the  man  at  Pol  Smith's,  whose  enthusiasm 
my  marksmanship  had  so  wrought  up  the  day  before. 

At  one  place  while  waiting  for  the  boats  to  come  over 
the  carry  a  great  green  bull  frog  was  seen  perched  on  a 
rock  that  protruded  above  the  water — may  be  three  yards 
from  shore ;  and  my  companion  tempted  him  with  a  red 
ibis  tail  fly,  which  his  frogship  readily  bit  at,  and  was  lifted 
sprawling  through  the  air  to  the  shore,  where  he  was  un- 
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hitched  and  liberated.  He  returned  promptly  to  his  rock, 
was  again  tempted,  again  yielded,  putting  up  his  hands  this 
time  to  clasp  the  line  and  save  the  strain  of  his  weight  on 
the  hook,  his  countenance  bearing  a  ridiculous  resemblance 
to  the  Milesian  caricatures  so  often  seen  in  the  comic  papers. 
Again  he  was  released,  a  second  time  he  reached  his  rock, 
again  he  took  the  fly ;  but  when  released  for  the  third  time 
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he  abandoned  his  point  of  observation,  and  betook  himself 
elsewhere,  and  we  saw  him  no  more. 

Was  it  in  Raquette  Lake  that  the  waves  rose  too  high 
for  our  small  portable  boats  and  we  landed  for  an  hour  on 
the  lee  side  of  a  rocky  islet  not  bigger  than  a  freight  car 
and  opened  a  little  game,  on  a  flat  rock  sheltered  from  the 
wind,  until  the  waves  subsided  and  we  were  able  to  pro- 
ceed? My  friend  told  me  of  his  home  life  and  of  a  little 
daughter  of  whom  he  was  fond,  and  who  reposed  confi- 
dence in  him,  as  he  well  knew ;  for  once  at  Cape  May,  when 
another  little  miss  cried  because  her  father  with  her  in  his 
arms,  waded  among  the  rolling  waves ;  our  little  maid  ex- 
claimed with  disapproval,  "Look  at  that  child !  I  shouldn't 
think  she'd  be  afraid  to  go  where  her  papa  would  take  her." 

It  was  a  few  years  later  that  my  friend,  whose  home  was 
in  Washington — and  capacious — hit  upon  the  hospitable 
idea  that  each  separate  member  of  the  family  might  invite 
a  guest  for  inauguration  week,  and  the  daughter,  then  ar- 
rived at  the  mature  age  of  ten,  insisted  that  her  invitation 
should  be  bestowed  upon  me.  Jt  was  with  gratified  pride 
that  I  accepted.  It  was  with  greater  pride  arid  gratification 
that  I  gained  permission  to  take  the  little  miss,  in  her  white 
gown  and  pink  sash,  to  her  own  and  my  first  experience 
with  an  Inauguration  ball.  The  father  and  I  have  fished 
in  the  waters  of  Maine,  New  Hampshire,  New  York,  Mary- 
land, Wisconsin,  California,  Washington,  Alaska,  Alberta 
and  the  Yellowstone,  and  it  was  in  1882  that  we,  associated 
with  Wilson,  Leggett,  Kent,  Congressman  Ray  of  New 
Hampshire,  and  ex-Secretary  of  the  Navy  George  M. 
Robeson,  became  founders  and  members  of  the  Percy  Sum- 
mer Club,  the  most  charming  and  successful  little  associa- 
tion of  sportsmen  it  has  ever  been  my  fortune  to  know 
about.  Camp  Percy  is  situated  in  the  wilds  of  the  Granite 
State,  north  of  the  White  Mountains,  where,  between  the 
narrow  fringe  of  settlements  that  cling  to  the  Connecticut 
and  the  Androscoggin,  there  is  a  wild  space,  sufficient  for 
an  ordinary  county,  with  whole  townships  that  never  had 
an  inhabitant.     It  is  more  secluded  than  any  point  in  the 
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Adirondacks,  and  equally  abounds  in  the  wild  life  of  forest 
and  stream. 

My  friend  was  not  an  advertising  man,  though  he  lives 
by  advertisements.  He  is  widely  known,  respected  and 
loved  by  the  newspaper  men  of  America.  I  am  speaking  of 
Mr.  S.  H.  Kauffmann,  President  of  the  Washington  Star 
Newspaper  Company,  the  Corcoran  Art  Gallery,  and  at  one 
time  of  the  American  Newspaper  Publishers'  Association. 
I  have  found  much  to  be  thankful  for  in  the  twenty-eight 
years  of  close  association  that  began  with  that  trip  across 
country,  over  lake  and  stream,  in  the  pleasant  summer  of 
1877.  A  better  informed  man,  a  man  of  a  more  equable 
temperament,  a  juster,  or  more  generous — though  he  by 
no  means  wears  his  heart  on  his  sleeve — it  has  never  been 
my  fortune  to  know. 

Should  I  admit  it,  after  all  this  advertising  of  a  love  for 
the  life  of  a  hunter  ?  I  will  do  it  and  get  out  of  temptation. 
I  have  killed  a  hedgehog,  but  never  a  bear.  I  have  hunted 
by  the  murderous  jack  light,  and  had  an  almost  supersti- 
tious fear,  as  a  great  crane — that  seemed  so  ghost-like — 
rose  from  a  submerged  rock,  where  the  water  was  shallow, 
and  floated  away  spirit-like  through  the  wispy  mist  that 
will  gather  and  move  about — on  the  stillest  night — over 
the  surface  of  a  lake  when  the  atmosphere  is  colder  than 
the  water.  And  then  the  plunge,  that  sounded  as  though 
an  elephant  had  dropped  from  the  clouds  into  the  lake  just 
beyond  where  the  dim  candle  revealed  a  great  tree  trunk, 
fallen  from  an  undermined  bank ;  and  how  insufficient 
seemed  the  explanation,  whispered  in  a  single  word,  by  the 
guide  with  the  paddle  who  sat  behind.  I  blush  to  repeat  it 
here — it  was  "Mushrat !"  The  whistle  of  the  deer,  which — 
although  often  so  designated — is  not  a  whistle  at  all,  was 
heard  on  the  shore,  and  his  tramp,  in  alarm,  as  he  scudded 
away  through  the  underbrush.  May  be  it  was  a  fool's  shot, 
and  useless ;  but  the  men  in  camp  heard  it  and  counted  on 
venison  as  a  certainty.  No,  I  never  killed  a  deer,  and  never 
shot  at  one  expecting  to  kill.  And,  will  any  one  believe  it  ? 
I  have  cast  a  fly  hour  after  hour,  day  after  day,  with  per- 
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feet  enjoyment  without  taking  a  trout  or  a  bass.  And  when 
they  were  hungry  and  most  ready  to  sacrifice  themselves  for 
my  sport  I  have  never  taken  more  than  the  mouths  in  camp 
could  consume.  My  biggest  black  bass  fell  short  of  $l/2 
pounds.  The  largest  trout,  taken  on  a  fly,  weighed  less 
than  4^  pounds.  The  one  day  when  I  and  a  less  experi- 
enced companion  brought  into  camp  three  hundred  and 
sixty-four  brook  trout,  and  regretted,  after  the  count,  that 
we  had  not  taken  one  more,  to  correspond  with  the  days 
in  the  year,  may  seem  an  exception,  yet  the  excuse  urged 
by  the  young  wet  nurse  in  Midshipman  Easy  that  her  blame 
was  slight  because  "it  was  such  a  little  one,"  applied  with 
cogency  to  our  case  that  day.  I  have  sometimes  wondered, 
since  the  modern  law  about  short  trout  has  prevailed, 
whether  the  entire  accumulations  of  forty  years  as  an  adver- 
tising agent  would  suffice  to  pay  the  fine  that  a  rural  justice 
of  the  peace  would  impose,  should  he  be  called  upon  to  in- 
spect such  a  mass  of  fingerlings.  They  scarcely  more  than 
sufficed  for  three  meals  for  the  half  dozen  ravenous  stom- 
achs that  were  domiciled  in  that  little  camp,  covered  with 
fragrant  spruce  bark,  just  peeled  in  the  favoring  month  of 
June.  I  also  expect  that  such  wanton  destruction  of  the 
pulp-producing  spruce  would  not  now  be  tolerated  by  the 
millionaire  paper  makers  who  have  become  the  owners  of 
our  eastern  forests. 

The  time  for  long  tramps,  and  fishing  in  rocky  brooks, 
and  wading  among  tangled  alders  has  nearly  passed.  If  an 
effort  is  persisted  in,  now  and  then,  the  services  of  an  ex- 
perienced native  are  brought  into  requisition;  and  he  it  is 
who  scrambles  after  the  flopper  that  dropped  from  the  hook 
about  as  soon  as  he  was  lifted  over  the  edge  of  the  pool, 
and  he  carries  the  creel  and  the  tin  box — inscribed  LURE 
on  the  cover — that  confines  the  humble  angle  worm  "until 
the  hook  threads  the  labyrinth  of  his  vermiform  appendix. 
There  is  no  shame  now  in  asking  a  hand  to  give  a  pull  up  a 
steep  bank,  or  to  grasp  when  venturing  a  short  leap  that 
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will  land  on  a  rock  slimy — slippery  with  wet  mosses.  Yet, 
after  all,  sitting  in  a  boat,  casting  a  fly  over  the  circle  where 
a  trout  rose  but  now,  is  easier  work  and  more  of  it  can  be 
undertaken.    It  is  only  the  wrist  that  gets  tired  there. 

It  is  not  now  urged  against  the  forest  retreat  where 
these  words  are  written  that  the  toot  of  the  engine  is  some- 
times mistaken  for  the  hoot  of  the  owl;  nor  do  we  enjoy 
the  camp  fire  less  because  it  burns  in  a  wide  fireplace — in- 
stead of  in  the  open — or  from  the  knowledge  that  in  the 
room  adjoining  is  as  good  a  mattress  as  Mrs.  Waldorf  offers 
her  most  favored  guest.  On  a  stormy  day,  when  it  is  time 
to  break  camp,  no  serious  fault  is  now  found  that  only  a 
row  of  a  mile,  and  a  half  a  mile  walk  down  a  hill,  are  re- 
quired to  land  one  at  a  railway  station  from  which,  as  some 
one  once  said  of  the  harbor  at  Portland,  Maine — "All  the 
world  may  be  visited."  With  increasing  years  one  can  be 
moderate  in  his  demands  of  the  wild  wood,  and  I  am  quite 
satisfied  when  I  know  that  the  boy  who  rows  my  boat  has 
put  up  deer  no  less  than  seven  times  within  the  past  month, 
and  that  now  and  then,  with  an  opera  glass,  we  can  see  one, 
two  or  even  four  on  the  shore  of  the  lake ;  and  that  it  does 
not  seem  possible  to  walk  twenty  minutes  without  encoun- 
tering the  ruffed  grouse,  with  her  apparently  broken  wing, 
who  flutters  before  our  feet,  tempting  us  to  capture  her, 
while  her  six  to  a  dozen  chicks  make  use  of  the  diversion 
and  escape  into  the  greenwood.  We  would  not  hurt  her  if 
we  could.  Mr.  Cleveland's  favorite  game,  the  rabbit,  comes 
also  every  evening — about  the  door  of  the  resident  superin- 
tendent— with  so  much  confidence  that  the  man,  or  boy, 
who  would  shoot  him  would  deserve  to  have  his  neck 
wrung,  like  that  of  the  good  old  hen  who,  after  being 
steamed  to  tenderness  and  flavored  to  suit  the  taste  of  an 
epicure,  will  regale  us,  in  a  brown  fricassee,  this  very  Sun- 
day noon. 

Good  Izaak  Walton  selected  a  verse  for  a  chapter  head- 
ing that  always  impressed  me  as  rather  pretty.     I  quote 
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from  memory,  the  reference  library  in  camp  being  less  well 
furnished  than  the  corner  cupboard: 

The  first  men  that  our  Savior  dear 
Did  choose  to  wait  upon  him  here, 

Blest  fishers  were. 

And  fish  the  last  food  was 

That  He  on  earth  did  taste. 
And  so  I  strive  to  follow  them 
That  he  hath  chose  to  follow  him. 
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The  first  number  of  Printers'  Ink  is  dated  July  15,  1888. 
I  had  always  an  itching  to  have  a  mouth-piece  through 
which  I  could  speak  to  those  whose  interests  were  in  lines 
parallel  to  mine.  In  the  Boston  days  I  had  issued  the 
Advertisers'  Gazette,  and  whenever,  in  after  years,  I  took  a 
look  at  the  old  files,  I  was  impressed  that  they  contained 
matter  of  interest — much  that  it  would  be  well  in  after 
times  to  find  packed  away  in  a  shape  so  accessible  and  avail- 
able. It  is  easy  to  over-estimate  the  importance  of  what  we 
do.  This  thought  comes  to  my  mind  as  I  re-read  the  pre- 
ceding sentence ;  for  I  doubt,  if  aside  from  the  one  I  have 
preserved,  another  volume  of  the  Advertisers'  Gazette  is  in 
existence.  After  its  time  the  American  Newspaper  Re- 
porter came  into  being,  and  it  also  bore  the  name  Adver- 
tisers' Gazette — as  a  sub-title. 

We  had  a  printing  office  of  our  own  in  the  seventies — 
the  days  when  the  Reporter  was  published.  The  office  was 
specially  fitted  to  meet  the  wants  of  our  own  business,  with- 
out any  regard  to  what  would  be  the  requirements  of  out- 
side customers.  We  found  it  convenient  to  set  everything 
in  a  page  of  uniform  dimensions,  so  that  fewer  chases  and 
forms  would  be  needed,  and  a  page  that  had  done  service 
in  a  circular  or  a  pamphlet  would  also  fit  into  any  other  cir- 
cular, pamphlet  or  other  publication  that  we  might  wish  to 
put  out.  It  came  about  in  this  way  that  the  page  of  the 
Newspaper  Reporter  was  identical  in  size  with  that  of  the 
American  Newspaper  Directory — which  did  not  vary  much 
from  that  of  the  general  run  of  monthly  magazines.  At  a 
later  date  a  smaller  type  and  style  of  page  was  adopted  for 
the  Directory,  and  in  that  way  it  came  about  that  when  the 
time  came  to  make  up  the  forms  for  the  first  issue  of 
Printers'  Ink,  the  old  idea  prevailed,  and  the  little  paper 
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appeared  with  a  page  identical  with  that  of  the  Directory  in 
its  curtailed  dimensions.  It  was  smaller  and  had  narrower 
columns  than  any  other  magazine  then  issued.  So  small 
and  insignificant  did  it  appear  when  having  no  more  than 
sixteen  pages — and  now  and  then  only  eight — that  a  sub- 
scriber who  sent  for  a  duplicate  copy  one  day  and  after- 
wards discovered  his  regular  one,  made  apology  for 
troubling  us,  saying  his  got  covered  up  under  a  postage 
stamp  on  his  desk. 

Before  the  little  paper  was  launched  it  had  been  a  long 
time  incubating.  I  knew  about  what  I  meant  it  should  be, 
but  how  to  form  and  shape  it,  and  what  to  call  it,  and  who 
should  edit  it,  were  questions  that  had  not  been  answered. 
I  was  interested  in  it.  I  thought  I  should  put  into  it  a 
good  deal  of  my  own  individuality.  At  one  time  I  thought 
of  giving  it  my  own  name.  I  even  went  so  far  as  to  get  up 
a  heading  composed  of  the  word  ROWELL  with  a  small 
picture  over  it  representing  the  act  of  hiding  a  candle  under 
a  bushel  and  which,  may  be,  had  the  word  DON'T  cut  into 
it  in  some  way.  It  was  surprising  how  well  the  name  and 
design  looked,  and  I  am  by  no  means  confident  that  it  would 
not  have  been  a  success ;  but  it  was  a  little  too  personal  and 
the  idea  of  adopting  it  was  finally  turned  down.  I  was  at 
this  time  the  principal  owner  of  the  W.  D.  Wilson  Printing 
Ink  Company,  Limited,  and  the  manager  of  that  company, 
a  Mr.  Eagleson,  spoke  to  me  one  day  about  a  place  for  a 
young  man  of  eighteen  or  thereabouts,  a  son  of  an  acquain- 
tance of  his,  and  who  was  seeking  employment,  preferably 
something  akin  to  newspaper  work.  I  had  an  interview 
with  the  youth,  engaged  him,  told  him  to  go  ahead  and  get 
out  a  paper  that  should  be  "A  Journal  for  Advertisers." 
We  would  issue  the  first  copy  whenever  he  got  his  material 
ready;  the  size  of  the  page  should  be  that  used  for  every- 
thing in  our  printing  office ;  the  paper  should  be  issued  twice 
a  month ;  the  editor's  salary  should  be  $10  a  week  and,  after 
a  good  deal  of  hesitation,  it  was  decided  that  the  name  of 
the  paper  should  be  Printers'  Ink. 

I  had  been  so  egotistical  in  preceding  times  as  to  insist 
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that  my  own  name  had  been  so  long  and  so  prominently  be- 
fore the  public,  in  connection  with  advertising,  that  it  was 
to  some  extent  a  synonym  for  the  word.  As  it  was  decided 
that  my  own  name  was  not  to  be  made  use  of  what  more 
natural  than  I  should  look  to  the  other  interest  that  at  the 
time  made  considerable  demand  upon  my  attention? — 
printers'  ink.  Printers'  Ink  had  long  been  used  as  a  syno- 
nym for  publicity.  Much  was  heard  of  the  power  of 
Printers'  Ink.  I  was  a  dealer  in  printers'  ink  as  well  as  in 
advertising.  Why  not  call  the  paper  Printers'  Ink?  That 
question  was  propounded  to  many  people.  I  think  no  single 
one  thought  well  of  it.  Some  thought  it  might  do — it  didn't 
matter  anyway,  for  it  would  never  amount  to  much.  If 
there  was  any  one  thing  that  people  did  not  wish  to  read 
about  that  one  thing  was  advertising.  What  was  said  about 
advertising  was  commonly  regarded  along  the  line  of  the 
child's  definition  of  faith,  "A  persistent  belief  in  things  that 
you  know  ain't  so."  Still  the  more  my  mind  dwelt  on  the 
proposed  name  the  better  I  thought  of  it  and  when  the  little 
paper  came  out  July  15,  1888,  the  name  that  stood  at  the 
head  was  PRINTERS'  INK,  and  a  good  name  it  has 
proved. 

The  young  editor's  name  was  Charles  L.  Benjamin.  He 
is  a  regular  contributor  to  the  paper  at  this  day.  Mr.  Kent 
used  to  relate  that  shortly  after  he  had  been  made  a  Vestry- 
man in  the  Church  of  St.  Andrew's  the  question  of  music 
seemed  to  be  one  that  caused  much  trouble,  and  he  ventured 
the  remark  that  he  thought  the  Music  Committee  should  be 
composed  of  those  who  knew  least  about  music.  His 
thought  recommended  itself  to  the  Vestry  and  Kent  was 
made  Chairman  of  the  Music  Committee,  and  gave  more 
general  satisfaction  than  the  church  had  enjoyed  before.  It 
was  partly  on  this  theory  that  I  concluded  my  youthful 
editor  would  do  very  well.  I  think  he  knew  that  advertise- 
ments existed,  thought  them  a  necessary  evil  perhaps, 
though  why  necessary  he  did  not  seem  to  comprehend. 
When,  not  long  after  the  paper  was  started,  George  W. 
Turner,  then  publisher  of  Mr.  Pulitzer's  World,  bargained 
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for  the  first  page  for  an  announcement  of  that  paper,  al- 
though he  paid  for  it  pretty  nearly  the  entire  cost  of  get- 
ting out  the  few  hundred  copies  then  issued — the  idea  of 
having  the  space  prostituted  to  such  base  uses  nearly  broke 
the  young  editor's  heart. 

It  so  happened  that  one  winter,  several  years  before  the 
establishment  of  Printers'  Ink,  I  had  been  much  troubled 
with  asthma,  colds,  and  accompanying  evils,  and  spent  a 
great  deal  of  time  in  a  sunny  sitting-room,  all  by  myself,  and 
without  any  definite  purpose  I  used  up  a  great  many  pages, 
quires,  I  might  almost  say  reams,  of  blank  paper  in  writing 
down  advertising  ideas,  thoughts  and  apothegms.  There 
was  an  everlasting  lot  of  the  stuff  and  some  of  it  was  rather 
good — of  its  kind.  At  a  later  date,  having  a  typewriter  who 
needed  practice  and  was  not  kept  over  busy,  because  not 
over-skillful,  all  this  material  was  copied  out  on  slips  of 
half  note  size,  and  when  completed,  a  couple  of  rubber  bands 
were  snapped  around  the  bundle  and  it  was  put  away  to 
accumulate  dust  and  cause  somebody  to  wonder  later  what 
it  was  all  about  and  what — if  anything — it  would  be  good 
for. 

In  order  to  give  the  journal  for  advertisers  a  trend  in 
the  direction  of  thoughts  on  advertising  matters  it  seemed  to 
be  necessary  that  it  should  say  more  or  less  on  the  subject  of 
advertising.  The  daily  operations  of  an  advertising  agency 
furnished  some  material.  I  had  ideas  that  I  liked  to  venti- 
late, if  not  too  much  occupied  with  other  things,  but  shortly 
after  the  paper  was  started  I  went  away  on  a  long  vacation, 
and  when  I  came  back  there  was  a  pretty  urgent  demand 
made  on  me  by  the  youthful  and  inexperienced  editor  for 
points.  It  was  then  that  I  thought  of  the  bundle  packed 
away  somewhere,  that  represented  pretty  nearly  one  win- 
ter's work.  It  was  looked  for,  fished  up,  dusted,  turned 
over  to  Benjamin,  and  proved  to  be  a  veritable  god-send. 
Printers'  Ink  became  "A  Journal  for  Advertisers,"  was 
more  quoted  for  a  time  than  any  other  paper  published,  and 
to  this  day  I  find  myself  able  to  identify  wise  paragraphs 
about  advertising  floating  through  the  columns  of  the  press, 
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that,  if  they  could  speak,  would  proclaim  themselves  chil- 
dren of  my — shall  I  say  brain? 

The  little  paper  was  almost  immediately  recognized  as 
something  new.  Everybody  into  whose  hands  a  copy  came 
seemed  to  take  an  interest  in  it.  It  was  the  first  effort  ever 
made  to  discuss  advertising  problems  seriously,  thought- 
fully, earnestly  and  honestly.  It  was  not  long  before  there 
were  imitators — a  good  many  of  them.  The  diminutive 
page  and  absence  of  a  cover  were  features  that  seemed  to 
meet  a  long-felt  want  in  the  minds  of  many  who  would 
bring  out  a  new  paper,  and  specially  so  if  it  was  anything 
of  the  nature  of  what  is  usually  denominated  a  house  organ. 
The  amount  of  advertising  patronage  bestowed  upon  Print- 
ers' Ink,  and  the  apparently  remunerative  prices  it  com- 
manded, made  it  seem  a  flying  in  the  face  of  providence,  on 
the  part  of  nearly  every  other  advertising  agency,  to  neglect 
to  put  out  something  like  it ;  and  soon  there  were  "Jour- 
nals for  Advertisers"  to  burn.  They  existed  by  the  dozen 
and  came  to  be  known  as  Printers'  Ink's  Babies.  First  and 
last  there  have  been  no  less  than  two  hundred  distinct  and 
palpable  imitations  of  Printers'  Ink;  and  it  may  be  that  as 
many  as  a  quarter  of  the  whole  number  have  kept  a  foot- 
hold till  the  present  time.  The  crop  has  not  been  confined 
to  this  country  nor  this  continent.  I  do  not  know  how  the 
name  the  Little  Schoolmaster  in  the  Art  of  Advertising 
came  to  be  applied  to  Printers'  Ink,  but  it  was  in  quite  com- 
mon use  before  the  paper  was  two  years  old. 

Its  advertising  space  was  held  at  ten  cents  a  line  and  ten 
dollars  a  page,  was  advanced  to  $20,  $30  and  $50  a  page ; 
and  at  the  last  named  prices  some  contracts  were  taken  by 
the  year  for  $2,600  net  cash.  About  this  time  an  announce- 
ment was  issued  offering  to  sell  the  first  page  for  a  year  for 
$4,000,  and  greatly  to  my  surprise,  Messrs.  N.  W.  Ayer  & 
Son,  the  advertising  agents  of  Philadelphia,  engaged  it  at 
that  price,  and  used  it  for  their  own  announcements,  until 
two  or  three  years  later  the  price  of  the  inside  pages  was 
advanced  to  $100  an  issue,  or  $5,200  by  the  year,  and  the 
outside  pages  to  $200  an  issue  or  $10,400  a  year.     This 
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price  Messrs.  Ayer  &  Son  considered  prohibitive,  but  the 
page  was  taken  a  little  later  by  a  publisher  of  the  most  pros- 
perous and  profitable  Philadelphia  daily  of  the  time,  who 
renewed  the  order  five  times,  paying  for  the  service  the  very 
considerable  sum  of  $62,400  for  the  six  years'  advertising. 
There  had  been  an  agreement  that  a  certain  proprietary  arti- 
cle, in  which  I  was  largely  interested,  should  place  business 
with  the  paper  to  an  amount  at  least  as  great  as  the  sums 
paid  in  Printers'  Ink;  and  it  is  an  interesting  fact  that  the 
manager  of  the  Ripans  Chemical  Company  asserts  to-day 
that  not  only  did  his  goods  sell  better  in  Philadelphia  than 
they  did  in  New  York,  although  the  latter  is  a  much  greater 
distributing  point,  but  also  that  out  of  more  than  $2,000,000 
paid  for  advertising  the  Ripans  Tabules  he  cannot  now 
point  with  confidence  to  any  medium  that,  in  his  opinion, 
produced  so  satisfactory  a  result,  dollar  for  dollar,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  price  demanded. 

Once  while  the  Ayer  concern  had  the  contract  for  the 
first  page,  they  negotiated  for  the  last  page  also  for  a  spe- 
cified issue.  It  was  at  the  time  when  the  appearance  of 
the  American  Newspaper  Directory  for  that  year  was  to  be 
announced.  When  the  Ayer  copy  came  to  hand  the  two 
pages  were  found  to  be  devoted  to  the  same  thing.  Both 
were  announcements  that  on  a  specified  day,  not  distant, 
their  own  imitation  directory,  called  Ayer's  Newspaper  An- 
nual, would  be  ready  for  delivery ;  and  the  weight  of  the 
argument,  as  well  as  the  heading  of  the  two  pages,  was 
"WAIT,  Wait  and  get  the  Ayer  Book."  It  was  the  only 
time  that  I  ever  saw  anything  emanating  from  the  Ayer 
concern  that  seemed  to  savor  of  humor.  This,  however, 
was  rather  funny,  for  they  had  succeeded  in  making  an  ad- 
vertising sandwich  of  our  paper  by  announcing  their  own 
enterprise  on  it,  both  in  front  and  rear.  It  seemed  as 
though  we  actually  must  make  some  comment  or  protest  in 
our  own  behalf,  as  we  edited  and  controlled  the  paper,  and 
I  studied  a  good  deal  over  the  best  manner  of  dealing  with 
the  problem  without  taking  the  joke  too  seriously.  Finally, 
the  heading  of  their  two  pages,  consisting  in  both  cases  of 
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the  word  "Wait,"  brought  me  thoughts  of  the  thousand  and 
one  stories  one  hears  of  the  traditional  slowness  of  Philadel- 
phia, and  at  last  the.  editorial  to  be  used  took  shape  in  my 
mind.  I  am  not  much  of  an  editorial  writer,  but  I  made  a 
success  that  time.  I  was  given  first  place  under  the  edi- 
torial head  and  this  was  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  my 
great  effort.     It  read : 

"The  Philadelphia  Idea— Wait!" 

Is  it  not  wonderful  how  much  satisfaction  one  may 
sometimes  get  out  of  what  he  thinks  a  witty  rejoinder  or 
retort?  and  yet  how  little  good  ever  comes  from  one,  and 
how  much  harm  frequently  results.  I  am  not  patting  myself 
on  the  back  as  a  wit,  but  the  efforts  I  have  made  in  that 
direction,  and  my  observation  of  others,  has  tended  to  con- 
vince me  that  the  man  who  laid  it  down  as  a  general  propo- 
sition hit  the  nail  pretty  squarely  on  the  head  when  he  said 
that  "Next  to  the  butt  of  the  company  the  wit  of  the  com- 
pany is  the  meanest  person  in  it."  Poor  Tom  Corwin  real- 
ized this  great  truth  when  he  spoke  the  injunction,  "Be 
solemn"  and  ended  with  the  assertion,  "All  the  monuments 
were  raised  to  solemn  asses." 

Printers'  Ink  was  not  many  years  old  before  it  began  to 
have  trouble  with  the  Postoffice  Department.  It  was  a  new 
thing;  subscribers  could  not  be  had  except  they  knew  what 
was  offered  to  them.  The  best  way  to  tell  this  was  by  the 
sample  copy.  The  law  did  not  limit  the  number  that  might 
be  sent.  On  one  occasion  a  Member  of  Congress  from 
Rochester  was  known  to  have  dispatched  a  train,  consisting 
of  thirteen  mail  cars,  every  one  filled  with  sample  copies  of 
a  single  edition  of  a  paper  in  which  he  was  interested.  I 
will  not  attempt  to  go  over  the  ground.  At  the  time  we  had 
trouble  with  the  Postoffice  Department  the  Postmaster-Gen- 
eral was  issuing  just  such  a  publication  of  his  own,  and  in 
his  own  name,  and  the  Superintendent  of  the  Census,  Mr. 
Porter,  had  another  of  precisely  the  same  character,  of 
which  sample  copies  went  out  by  the  tens  of  thousands. 
Before  we  got  through  with  it  we  got  a  Congressional  reso- 
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lution  to  investigate  the  usages  of  the  Department,  were 
finally  reinstated  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  postal  privileges 
to  which  we  as  well  as  every  other  citizen  were  entitled ;  but 
before  that,  a  sum  of  money,  falling  but  a  few  dollars  short 
of  $25,000,  had  been  extorted  from  us  in  the  way  of  extra 
postage.  The  case  attracted  a  good  deal  of  attention;  we 
were  plainly  in  the  right,  and  we  got  some  of  the  advan- 
tage that  falls  to  martyrs — we  were  well  advertised,  and 
within  a  year  or  two  after  the  matter  was  settled,  the  little 
paper  carried  not  much  less  than  $200,000  in  advertising 
patronage  within  a  single  twelve  month. 

The  last  stroke  of  trouble  we  had  with  the  Postoffice 
Department  was  a  good  illustration  of  the  way  those  things 
are,  or  were  at  one  time,  managed.  We  had  announced  that 
a  certain  issue,  in  addition  to  the  usual  amount  of  reading 
matter,  would  contain  a  list  of  all  the  American  newspapers 
that  printed  regular  issues  of  more  than  a  thousand  copies, 
together  with  figures  showing  the  regular  average  issue  of 
each,  and  that  sample  copies  of  that  number  would  be  sent 
to  all  the  people  and  firms  mentioned  on  specified  lists  of 
names.  In  order  that  there  should  be  no  mistake,  a  dummy 
book  was  made  up  and  submitted  to  the  Postmaster  of  New 
York  City,  with  a  statement  of  precisely  what  was  proposed 
to  be  done.  He  took  time  to  look  the  matter  over,  sub- 
mitted it  to  the  authority  having  most  experience  with  such 
questions,  who  said  there  was  nothing  irregular  about  it, 
and  seemed  to  wonder  why  we  thought  there  would  or  could 
be  any  question  or  trouble  about  it.  That  particular  issue 
would  contain  ten  or  twelve  times  as  many  pages  as  made 
up  the  average  issue.  We  sought  advertising  patronage  for 
it  and  advertised  it  by  circulars,  postal  cards,  letters,  and 
in  the  columns  of  the  paper  itself,  and  received  many  orders. 

Our  circulars  came  to  the  attention  of  Mr.  Leander  H. 
Crall,  a  special  agent  in  New  York  for  two  or  more  excel- 
lent newspapers  that  were  never  willing  to  report  their  cir- 
culation nor  to  have  anybody  do  it  for  them.  Mr.  Crall  con- 
ceived the  brilliant  idea  that  what  we  had  in  mind  was  to 
secure  the  distribution  of  our  Newspaper  Directory  at  the 
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one  cent  a  pound  rate,  thus  getting  it  out  to  customers  for 
about  eight  cents  a  copy,  while  the  book  rate  would  be  about 
forty  cents  a  copy.  How  he  got  it  into  his  mind  that  it 
would  be  profitable  for  us  to  give  away  a  book  we  sold  for 
five  dollars  to  the  very  people  among  whom  we  would  look 
for  purchasers  I  have  never  been  able  to  comprehend.  How 
the  Department  could  see  anything  in  the  case,  as  he  pre- 
sented it,  I  never  could  understand.  But  it  did ;  and  it  held 
up  that  edition,  after  it  had  been  taken  into  the  postoffice 
for  mailing.  They  tried  to  make  me  take  the  books  away, 
but  I  had  no  use  for  them ;  and  whatever  became  of  them 
I  do  not  know,  but  I  brought  the  New  York  postmaster  into 
it.  He  could  not  see  why  the  issue  was  held  up.  The  ac- 
tion of  the  Department  was  as  great  a  mystery  to  him  as  to 
me.  It  turned  out  that  there  was  not  and  had  not  been  any 
ruling  that  would  authorize  the  action  taken  and  to  obviate 
the  difficulty  one  was  promulgated  that  should  be  retro- 
active.    It  was  announced  in  the  papers  of  the  time. 

The  effect  of  it  was  that  a  periodical  might  not  issue  one 
number  that  should  be  very  much  larger  than  its  regular 
issue.  And  this  decision  got  along  at  the  very  time  the 
Christmas  issue  of  Life,  Puck,  Vogue,  and  a  whole  lot  of 
other  periodicals  that  were  usually  sold  for  ten  cents,  but 
of  which  the  public  got  a  quarter's  worth  just  then,  al- 
though regular  subscribers  got  the  extra  dose  without  an 
additional  payment.  The  order  had  to  be  rescinded,  but  I 
believe  it  did  kill  off  the  practice  of  mailing  the  World 
Almanac,  which  up  to  that  time  had  gone  through  the  mails 
as  a  regular  issue  of  the  Monthly  World — if  anybody  ever 
knew  what  that  was. 

Mr.  Crall's  part  in  the  postoffice  action  was  not  known 
to  me  until  some  years  later,  when  the  man  he  employed  to 
prepare  his  case  for  submission  to  the  Department  gave 
me  the  proof,  with  changes  and  interlineations,  from  which 
the  clean  copy  to  go  to  the  Department  had  been  copied.  It 
was  so  preposterous  that  could  I  have  known  what  the  De- 
partment had  before  it  I  could  have  removed  its  objection- 
in  the  fraction  of  a  minute,  and  the  laugh  would  have  been 
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on  the  department  clerk  who,  in  his  ignorance  had — hon- 
estly enough  no  doubt — thought  he  saw  a  nigger  in  the 
fence.  It  is  the  scheme  of  dealing  with  such  things  behind 
a  publisher's  back,  without  his  having  any  knowledge  that 
his  affairs  are  being  investigated,  that  has  made  the  man- 
agement of  the  office  of  the  Postoffice  Department,  on  ques- 
tions relating  to  the  transportation  of  second-class  matter 
so  harmful,  so  preposterous.  Printers'  Ink  has  had  no 
trouble  now  for  many  years  and  feels  pretty  confident  that 
it  never  will  have  any  more  difficulties  of  the  same  sort,  un- 
less there  should  be  a  real  rather  than  an  imaginary  ground 
for  the  Department's  action. 

I  personally  appeared  before  a  Postmaster-General  and 
his  legal  adviser,  the  Assistant  Attorney-General,  on  one 
occasion,  and  the  Postmaster-General  read  aloud  the  law 
that  forbids  admission  to  the  mails,  as  second-class  matter, 
of  publications  intended  primarily  for  advertising  purposes. 
Then  he  looked  at  the  heading  of  Printers'  Ink  and  read 
there,  "A  Journal  for  Advertisers,"  and  turning  to  the  legal 
adviser  at  hand  asked,  "Does  not  that  law  exclude  this 
paper?"  The  legal  adviser  informed  him  that  there  was 
nothing  in  the  law  to  exclude  a  paper  devoted  to  the  science, 
business  or  interests  of  advertising  as  a  science,  business  or 
interest,  but  it  excluded  a  publication  intended  primarily  to 
advertise  the  business  of  its  publisher,  for  such  a  publica- 
tion would  be  practically  a  circular.  When  the  law  was 
new,  the  postoffice  people  were  inclined  to  construe  it  to 
mean  that  a  paper  intended  primarily  for  the  purpose  of  be- 
ing an  advertising  medium  would  be  excluded  and  that 
"primarily"  would  apply  in  all  cases  where  it  could  be 
shown  that  the  income  from  advertisements  was  greater 
than  that  from  subscriptions;  but  finding  that  such  a  ren- 
dering would  exclude  most  successful  newspapers,  and 
practically  all  dailies,  that  contention  was  dropped. 

I  am  not  charging  Mr.  Crall  with  any  improper  inter- 
est. He  is  a  good  citizen,  a  good  man,  and  as  such  was  only 
doing  his  plain  duty  in  attempting  to  prevent  the  free  dis- 
tribution of  a  book  like  the  Newspaper  Directory — that 
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tended  to  make  known  to  advertisers  the  very  information 
that  the  good  old-fashioned  papers  he  represents  know  very 
well  it  would  be  better  for  them  that  the  public  should  not 
possess.  Many  publishers  of  periodicals  that  have  an  un- 
limited amount  of  age,  character  and  prestige,  and  a  quite 
limited  circulation,  resent  as  an  impertinence  any  inquiries, 
investigations,  assumptions  or  statements  having  a  bearing 
upon  the  number  of  copies  they  issue. 

Little  Printers'  Ink  is  not  a  large  affair.  Its  total  busi- 
ness, now  conducted  upon  an  absolutely  cash  basis,  does 
not  run  into  the  hundreds  of  thousands,  but  its  present 
editor  and  manager,  Mr.  Charles  J.  Zingg,  gives  it  un- 
divided and  loving  attention,  and  its  owner,  the  writer,  has 
not  only  a  great  fondness  for  it  and  a  great  interest  in  its 
growing  success,  popularity  and  influence,  but  furthermore, 
as  it  does  not  make  serious  demands  upon  his  time  or  en- 
ergy, he  delights  exceedingly  in  spending  an  hour  or  two  at 
its  office  of  publication  and  injecting  a  word  here  and  there 
about  its  management.  Without  an  excuse  for  going  down 
town,  the  days,  even  in  New  York,  would  be  dull  and  unin- 
teresting to  one  in  whose  life  a  business  connection  has 
always  seemed  a  necessity. 

There  is  a  familiar  quatrain  that  doubtless  contains 
much  wisdom : 

Tickle  the  public  and  make  it  grin, 
The  more  you  tickle  the  more  you'll  win ; 
But  teach  the  public  you'll  never  grow  rich, 
You'll  live  like  a  beggar  and  die  in  the  ditch. 

I  have  not  lived  like  a  beggar,  nor  do  I  seem  likely  to 
die  in  a  ditch,  but  I  am  conscious  that  in  my  efforts  to  teach, 
in  my  efforts  to  show  others  how  things  ought  to  be  done,  I 
have  ever  made  more  enemies  than  friends,  gathered  more 
kicks  than  ha'pence.  But  then  I  like  to  instruct  the  public ; 
and  a  moderate  amount  of  misrepresentation  or  misunder- 
standing keeps  one  from  having  too  good  an  opinion  of  him- 
self, and  everybody  knows  that  the  self-satisfied  man  is' 
about  the  worst  there  is. 
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Reference  has  been  made  to  what  might  possibly  have 
been  achieved,  in  an  advertising  way,  had  our  office  been 
the  owner  of  some  trademarked  commodity  or  proprietary 
article,  having  an  established  demand  throughout  the  coun- 
try, that  might  be  stimulated  and  increased  by  advertising, 
whenever  and  wherever  profitable  contracts  could  be  placed, 
or  space  that  was  in  danger  of  going  to  waste  could  be 
bought  at  bargain  prices.  Some  such  idea  was  always  in 
mind.  The  proprietary  article  that  is  managed  with  great- 
est ease,  when  the  demand  for  it  is  once  firmly  established, 
is  a  patent  medicine.  The  cost  of  production  is  generally 
small,  the  percentage  of  profit  consequently  large,  the  meth- 
ods of  distribution  are  perfected,  and  a  demand,  once  estab- 
lished based  upon  merit,  will  continue  to  some  extent  as 
long  as  children  live  who  can  remember  hearing  mothers 
commend  the  article,  or  having  seen  it  used,  or  participated 
in  such  use.  I  early  thought  I  saw  advantages  that  would 
accrue  from  the  ownership  and  control  of  such  an  article, 
but  the  question  was  how  to  get  possession  of  one.  Those 
that  were  well  established  were  not  for  sale ;  such  as  had 
moderate  prospects  were  held  at  speculative  values — prob- 
ably far  beyond  their  real  worth — furthermore  we  had  no 
large  capital  at  liberty  for  sequestration  in  the  way  of  such  a 
purchase.  We  might  buy  some  deserving  article  that  had 
not  been  pushed  far  enough  to  become  an  established  suc- 
cess ;  we  might  acquire  an  interest  in  a  promising  one,  by 
purchase ;  or  we  might  get  up  one  of  our  own,  and  begin 
at  the  foundation,  as  had  been  the  method  pursued  by  most 
people  who  had  made  successes  of  this  kind. 

From  time  to  time,  in  a  half-hearted  way,  we  experi- 
mented along  the  lines  mentioned.  One  of  the  first  proprie- 
tary articles,  with  the  advertisements  of  which  I  had  become 
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familiar,  was  Redding's  Russian  Salve.  A  Boston  customer 
of  ours,  who  advertised  two  other  articles  successfully,  had 
attempted  to  create  a  sale  for  what  he  called  grace's  salve, 
which  was  practically  the  same  as  Redding's,  but  had  never 
gained  much  of  a  position  in  the  confidence  of  the  public. 
We  became  possessed  of  that  trademark;  but  what  little 
advertising  we  did  for  it  seemed  to  produce  no  result  at  all, 
and  we  finally  dropped  it.  One  of  my  earliest  patrons  was 
a  Philadelphia  druggist,  S.  C.  Upham  by  name,  who  sold 
a  soap  known  as  Upham's  Freckle,  Tan  and  Pimple  Ban- 
isher.  Somehow  I  got  an  idea  that  it  had  possibilities  in 
the  way  of  popularity,  and  there  came  a  time,  after  he  had 
parted  with  his  right  to  Demas  Barnes — who  was  the  pool 
or  grave-yard  toward  which  such  things  drifted  in  those 
days — and  it  had  been  passed  on,  by  Barnes,  to  his  succes- 
sors, John  F.  Henry  &■  Co.,  I  made  some  sort  of  a  deal  with 
Mr.  Henry  by  which  our  advertising  agency  became  pos- 
sessed of  the  Upham  trademark ;  and  we  really  did  insert 
advertisements  of  the  "Banisher"  in  a  good  many  papers,  a 
good  many  times ;  and  succeeded  in  stimulating  some  sale ; 
but  the  limited  income  was  absorbed  by  the  cost  of  manage- 
ment, and  bore  no  reasonable  proportion  to  the  apparent 
value  of  the  advertising  done ;  and  as  the  trade  did  not  show 
satisfactory  signs  of  life  we  finally  lost  interest.  I  do  not 
know  to-day  whether  I  do  or  do  not  own  the  Grace's  Salve 
and  the  Freckle,  Tan  and  Pimple  Banisher.  If  I  do  own 
them  I  will,  for  a  dime,  give  to  anybody  who  wants  it  a  quit 
claim  of  all  my  interest  in  the  two  preparations — the  buyer 
to  pay  for  preparing  the  requisite  papers.  I  do  not  believe 
I  ever  received  ten  dollars  from  the  two  combined,  yet  I 
probably  advertised  them  to  an  amount  that  would  have 
cost  any  outsider  as  much  as  $io,ooo. 

We  had  a  successful  advertiser  in  Halifax,  N.  S.,  who 
sold  a  medicine  known  as  Fellows'  Hypophosphites,  that 
proved  so  good  that  some  shrewd  business  men  in  the  medi- 
cine trade,  who  knew  about  it,  bought  the  trademark,  in- 
corporated a  company  with  a  capital  of  $100,000,  retained 
the  original  owner  as  manager,  stopped  all  advertising  ex- 
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cept  in  medical  journals,  and  thereafter  pushed  the  sale 
only  through  the  medical  profession.  I  had  information 
at  one  time  of  a  young  man  who  was  heir  to  an  uncle,  re- 
cently deceased,  and  had  come  into  possession  of  a  certifi- 
cate of  the  stock  of  this  company,  of  the  face  value  of 
$6,000,  and  made  up  his  mind  that,  shrewd  as  the  old  gen- 
tleman was,  he  had,  without  doubt,  acquired  trash  in  this 
instance;  and  I  heard  further,  that  the  young  man  began 
to  think  better  of  the  doubtful  asset,  when  one  day  a  divi- 
dend check  came;  and  when,  at  the  end  of  a  year,  he  real- 
ized that  within  the  twelvemonth  that  $6,000  certificate  had 
brought  him  $9,000  in  dividends,  he  began  to  revise  his  esti- 
mate of  his  deceased  uncle's  prescience  in  making  invest- 
ments. 

Our  Mr.  Moses,  in  his  experience  with  the  patent  medi- 
cine trade,  had  knowledge  that  there  was  a  considerable 
sale  for  a  somewhat  similar  preparation  known  as  Winches- 
ter's Hypophosphates,  and  knew  that  the  owner  of  that 
trademark  bought  the  contents  of  his  bottles  by  the  gallon, 
at  a  certain  chemist's  laboratory  where  anybody  could  do 
the  same  who  would  pay  the  price,  which  was  hardly  equiv- 
alent to  half  a  dime  for  the  contents  of  one  of  the  Winches- 
ter dollar  bottles.  The  medicine  was  a  cure  for  consump- 
tion, and  Mr.  Moses  proposed  that  we  create  a  trade-mark 
on  the  same  thing.  He  had  experience  in  such  matters, 
went  ahead,  got  up  the  labels,  the  circulars,  the  wrappers, 
and  we  owned  a  trademark  of  our  own — sure  enough — and 
the  copyrighted  name  of  it  was  pulmona.  This,  too,  was 
advertised  and  had  some  sale.  Doubtless  it  was  good  stuff, 
for  the  same  people  bought  it  over  and  over  again,  and 
wrote  testimonials  of  its  efficacy,  but  the  sales  did  not 
amount  to  one-twentieth  of  the  cost  of  the  advertising,  and 
when  we  one  day  received  a  lawyer's  letter  setting  forth 
that  we  were  using  a  trade  name  already  copyrighted  years 
ago  by  somebody  else,  and  must  stop  it  or  buy  off  the  previ- 
ous owner,  we  quit.     But  occasional  orders  for  pulmona 
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followed  Mr.  Moses  up  until  the  day  of  his  death.  It  is  said 
that  the  demand  for  a  good  patent  medicine  never  does  en- 
tirely die  out. 

A  man  from  Worcester,  Mass.,  advertised  a  dentifrice, 
through  us, — I  think  the  name  was  Opaline.  It  seemed  a 
pretty  good  thing;  and  after  a  time,  I  made  a  trade  with 
him  for  the  trademark  and  paid  him  $1,000  on  account — 
or  something  like  that.  When  it  came  to  executing  the 
requisite  papers  he  balked  about  something,  and  I  felt 
obliged  to  bring  suit  to  compel  either  a  transfer  or  a  refund- 
ing of  the  money.  When  the  case  came  to  trial  I  had  to  go 
to  Worcester  to  attend.  My  lawyer  seemed  an  excellent 
man,  and  capable,  but  appeared  rather  sorry  to  have  a  New 
Yorker  on  his  hands.  New  York  was  such  a  wicked  place, 
a  Worcester  jury  would  hardly  believe  anything  good  of  a 
man  who  lived  where  everything  and  nearly  everybody  was 
known  to  be  so  bad.  He  had  little  confidence  in  the  result, 
although  he  personally  thought  I  had  right  on  my  side.  He 
gave  me  as  good  a  character  to  the  jury  as  could;  spoke 
of  Sodom,  that  might  have  been  saved  had  it  possessed  one 
righteous  man,  but  for  the  lack  of  him  was  burned  with 
brimstone  and  fire ;  New  York  had  not  been  burned,  conse- 
quently it  must  have  one  righteous  citizen,  and  I  was  the 
man.  The  argument  seemed  conclusive,  but  it  did  not  go 
with  that  jury,  they  brought  me  in  the  wrong,  and  I  not 
only  never  got  back  my  $1,000,  but  I  had  to  pay  the  costs  of 
court  in  addition  and  my  own  lawyer  as  well.  He  was 
sorry,  and  it  is  my  recollection  that  he  charged  me  only 
$10  or  $15  for  the  whole  service;  and  yet  he  was  a  man  of 
marked  ability  and  stood  high  at  the  bar  of  his  section  of 
Massachusetts.  A  New  York  lawyer  would  not  have  let  me 
off  a  single  penny  under  $500  for  the  same  service. 

Having  dentifrices  in  mind,  what  more  natural  than 
that  I  should  look  into  tooth  powders  ?  We  had  a  customer, 
one  of  the  nicest  men  that  ever  lived,  Dr.  I.  W.  Lyon  by 
name,  who  advertised  what  he  called  "Tooth  Tablets ;"  and 
they  seemed  to  be  a  good  thing,  and  the  Doctor  was  very 
much  in  earnest  in  his  belief  in  the  excellence  of  his  product. 
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I  became  well  acquainted  with  the  Doctor ;  liked  and  re- 
spected him.  We  had  frequent  talks  about  the  outlook  of 
his  advertising  venture,  and  eventually  agreed  upon  a  price 
at  which  he  would  sell  me  a  half  interest  in  his  .trademark. 
The  terms  were  fully  understood  and  I  had  talks  with  peo- 
ple in  the  trade,  telling  them  of  my  purchase ;  but  on  the 
morning  when  the  papers  were  to  be  executed  the  Doctor 
came  in,  seemed  troubled,  said  he  was  anxious  about  it  all, 
and  wished  he  had  not  made  the  trade,  and  wished  I  would 
be  willing  to  call  it  off.  He  was  so  earnest  about  it  that  I 
rather  thought  he  would  in  the  end  refuse  to  sign  the  re- 
quisite papers,  but  he  did  not  say  so.  However,  it  was  evi- 
dent he  did  not  wish  the  trade  to  go  through,  and  I  was 
quite  in  sympathy  with  his  feelings,  for  he  had  managed  it 
all  his  own  way  heretofore,  and  would  be  in  a  measure  part- 
ing with  his  liberty.  The  trade  was  called  off.  For  some 
reason,  which  I  never  divined,  Dr.  Lyon  did  not  place  his 
advertising  through  me  in  after  years,  but  I  am  glad  to 
know  that  he  made  an  eventual  success  of  his  enterprise. 
His  preparations  are  standard  in  the  market  to-day. 

I  have  heard  that  persistency  or  consistency — one  or  the 
other — is  a  jewel.  It  cannot  be  the  latter,  for  I  read  in 
Emerson  that  "Consistency  is  the  weak  hobgoblin  of  little 
minds."  If  persistency  is  the  jewel,  I  think  I  may  say  I 
have  it.  I  am  persistent,  and  have  always  been  so.  For 
twenty-five  years  I  had  wished  to  own  a  trademark,  a  pro- 
prietary article  that  might  be  advertised.  In  1891  I  deter- 
mined to  own  one ;  and  will  now  proceed  to  tell  how  I  went 
about  it  and  what  came  of  it. 

I  thought  it  most  probable  that  what  I  wanted  was  a 
medicine,  but  I  was  not  decided  on  that  point.  Anything 
would  do  that  would  meet  a  moderately  common  want.  I 
prepared  an  advertisement:  "Wanted— To  buy  a  trade- 
mark, a  proprietary  article — something  that  if  advertised 
would  command  a  sale."  This  advertisement  was  inserted 
in  Printers'  Ink  and  in  the  New  York  Herald,  and  it 
brought  responses.  A  man  in  Maine  had  a  remedy  for 
moths,  another  in  Georgia  a  cure  for  the  ague,  another  in 
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Vermont  a  cure  for  spavin  on  horses.  There  were  others, 
mostly  recipes  for  medical  preparations.  I  was  not  work- 
ing in  the  open, — for  personal  conferences  were  not  de- 
sired until  I  should  find  myself  on  the  track  of  something 
that  seemed  promising;  but  after  a  time  knowledge  had 
been  gathered  that  seemed  to  warrant  investigation  and  in- 
terviews. I  had  talked  the  matter  over  with  a  young  friend, 
a  medical  student.  He  had  leisure,  and  made  one  or  two 
trips  of  investigation  for  me  that  amounted  to  nothing  sat- 
isfactory, but  as  time  passed  he  became  more  interested  and 
discussed  the  quest  with  acquaintances  and  friends.  He 
had  some  sort  of  a  position  or  appointment  at  the  Roose- 
velt Hospital,  in  New  York  City  under  that  Dr.  John 
McGaw  Woodbury  who  has  of  late  years  gained  so  much 
commendation  for  his  excellent  work  as  head  of  the  New 
York  City  Department  of  Street  Cleaning,  and  mentioned 
there  the  search  he  was  conducting,  and  one  physician  said 
to  him,  "Why  don't  you  take  so-and-so?" — a  prescription 
found  to  be  efficacious  in  syphilitic  cases.  This  would  not 
do,  for  the  advertisement  would  be  expected  to  appear  in 
papers  of  the  highest  class,  and  such  announcements,  as 
family  reading,  would  be  objected  to  in  some  quarters. 

We  finally  arrived  at  conclusions  about  as  follows :  The 
article,  if  a  medicine,  should  be  something  so  clean  that  no 
one  could  object  to  it  on  the  score  of  impropriety;  nor 
should  any  objectionable  or  suggestive  words  be  needed  for 
its  exploitation.  It  should  meet  some  want  that  exists  in 
cold  climates  and  in  warm  as  well ;  and  be  in  demand  both 
summer  and  winter.  Having  to  withstand  all  climates  it 
should  not  be  anything  that  would  be  liable  to  freeze  nor 
likely  to  spoil  from  exposure  to  heat.  It  should  be  capable 
of  being  sent  by  mail — therefore  lightness  of  weight  would 
be  a  desirable  quality — and  if  it  could  be  a  dry  substance, 
the  absence  of  fluid  would  be  an  advantage,  because  fluids 
tend  to  breakage,  evaporation  and  loss  of  quality  through 
exposure — and  what  not.     If  alcohol  became  a  needed  in- 
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gredient  that  would  be  expensive ;  furthermore,  there  ought 
not  to  be  anything  about  the  remedy  that  could  alarm  the 
temperance  sentiment. 

The  medical  student,  whose  leisure  and  good  will  en- 
abled me  to  benefit  by  his  knowledge,  is  now  a  physician  in 
active  practice,  and  to  such  any  association  with  a  patent 
medicine  is  "pizen."  On  that  account  I  will  not  mention 
his  name.  When  I  have  occasion  to  refer  to  him  I  always 
speak  of  him  as  Dr.  Fred.  He  said  to  me  one  day :  "We 
have  a  preparation  at  the  hospital  that  everybody  who 
comes  there  is  certain  to  swallow  more  or  less  of,  and  they 
all  complain  of  feeling  better  for  it.  I  have  talked  with  Dr. 
Woodbury  about  what  we  are  looking  for  and  he  thinks  it 
might  answer  our  purpose  as  well  as  anything.  It  has  a 
soothing  effect  on  the  stomach,  and  no  matter  what  ails  a 
man  it  is  either  a  result  of  a  stomach  difficulty  or  it  will,  to 
some  extent,  induce  such  a  difficulty.  If  a  man  eats  too 
much,  or  drinks  too  much,  it  will  upset  his  stomach.  Let  a 
man  chop  an  axe  into  his  foot,  while  splitting  wood  for  the 
kitchen  fire,  and  it  will  not  only  disable  his  foot,  but  it  will 
immediately  give  him  a  sensation  of  being  sick  at  his  stom- 
ach. This  particular  medicine  seems  to  act  as  a  sweetener 
and  soother,  and,  as  I  have  said  before,  they  pretty  much 
all  get  more  or  less  of  it  at  the  hospital,  and  it  always  seems 
to  produce  good  results."  When  I  had  heard  so  much 
about  this  wonderful  prescription  I  thought  it  must  be  good 
enough  for  my  purpose  and  asked  that  some  of  it  be  shown 
to  me.  When  this  was  done  it  almost  made  me  sick  at  the 
stomach  to  look  at  it.  Its  appearance  suggested  that  it  had 
had  its  origin  from  putting  a  portion  of  a  pulverized  brick 
into  a  vial  filled  two-thirds  full  of  muddy  water.  When 
"well  shaken  before  using"  it  looked  muddy.  When  at  rest 
a  dirty  brick-colored  sediment  formed  in  the  bottom  of  the 
bottle,  but  even  then  the  upper  part  remained  muddy  and 
unpleasant  to  the  eye.  The  bottom  to  all  appearances 
might  be  composed  of  a  fair  quality  of  Jersey  mud.  Re- 
moving the  cork  there  was  a  smell  of  peppermint  and  of 
something  else  not  nearly  so  pleasant.    Fred  said  that  was 
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rhubarb.  "But  what  is  the  fluid  ?"  I  asked.  "Oh,  that's 
only  water!"  "The  thing  won't  do,"  was  my  conclusion. 
"It  looks  nasty.  It  smells  nasty.  If  it  breaks  it  will  soil 
anything  it  touches.  It  tastes  nasty,  and  if  it  is  ever  ex- 
posed to  32  degrees  of  cold  it  will  freeze  and  break  the  bot- 
tle— and  the  buyer  will  never  want  anything  more  to  do 
with  it."  And  so  it  was  turned  down  hard,  and  more  atten- 
tion was  paid  to  investigating  other  things.  Still,  Fred  re- 
ferred again  and  again  to  what  he  called  "Our  R.  &  S. 


DOCTOR   FRED. 


Compo.,"  which  I  learned  after  a  time  to  be  shorthand  for 
Rhubarb  and  Soda  Composition,  and  spoke  of  its  general 
application  and  wide  use  by  physicians. 

One  day  I  showed  the  bottle  to  an  acquaintance  who 
had  been  for  some  years  employed  in  a  country  drug  store. 
He  smelled  it,  tasted  it,  looked  at  it,  and  then  said  in  amused 
surprise,  "Why  that's  the  stuff  Dr.  Mitchell  always  gives 
almost  everybody.  He  writes  'G.  M.'  on  a  prescription 
blank,  and  that  means  'General  Medicine/  and  we  used  to 
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keep  it  on  hand — all  made  up — and  deal  it  out  as  called  for. 
All  we  had  to  do  was  to  shake  it  up,  'fill  the  bottle,  write 
'G.  M.'  on  the  label  and  how  much  to  take  and  how  often, 
collect  twenty-five  cents  and  there  we  were.  I  don't  think 
it  cost  more  than  a  cent,  but  then  the  bottle  and  cork  cost 
nearly  as  much  more." 

One  day  Fred  told  how  largely  his  grandfather,  who  had 
been  a  country  doctor,  used  to  administer  practically  this 
same  prescription,  and  how  often  he  had  seen  him  at  the 
bedside  of  a  patient  measuring  out  the  powders  by  taking 
thern  on  the  point  of  the  blade  of  his  pocket-knife,  and  put- 
ting them  up  in  the  little  papers — always  used  for  powders 
— and  giving  instructions  how  often  they  should  be  taken 
and  all  that.  "But  this  stuff  is  not  a  powder !"  I  exclaimed. 
"Oh,  it's  more  convenient  for  us  at  the  hospital  to  have  it 
in  the  form  you  see,  but  a  country  doctor  would  carry  it  in 
the  form  of  a  powder  and  have  it  put  into  the  water  when 
administering  it.  That  would  be  the  more  convenient  way 
for  him."  With  the  exception  of  the  Seidlitz  Powder,  I 
did  not  know  of  any  largely  sold  medicine  that  was  put  out 
in  the  form  of  a  powder,  and  the  powder  idea  did  not  help 
me  any.  One  evening,  however,  Dr.  Fred  said,  casually, 
"Of  course,  you  know  that  R.  &  S.  Compo.  can  be  made 
into  a  tablet."  That  was  just  what  I  did  not  know,  and 
what  I  was  very  glad  to  know.  The  conversation  was  held 
in  the  library  of  my  house  in  49th  street — the  one  I  bought 
of  the  estate  of  Mr.  Tilford,  one  of  the  founders  of  Park  & 
Tilford.  He  had  lived  in  it  twenty  years  or  more.  At  a 
later  time  I  sold  it  at  a  profit  to  Ogden  Goelet,  who  lived 
next  door,  and  I  do  not  think  it  will  do  any  harm  to  admit 
that  it  was  this  confounded  tablet  that  caused  me  to  part 
with  the  most  convenient  and  satisfactory  home  it  was  ever 
my  fortune  to  enjoy — but  that  is  another  story — or  at  least 
another  part  of  this  one.  Within  one  minute  after  Dr.  Fred 
had  given  expression  to  the  tablet  idea  he  had  written  a 
prescription,  taken  his  hat  and  coat — it  was  autumn — and 
sought  the  nearest  drug  store,  on  Fifth  Avenue,  where  he 
ordered  a  hundred  tablets  to  be  prepared  and  sent  over  to 
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the  house.  They  came  next  morning  and  looked  all  right. 
They  could  be  swallowed  without  getting  very  much  of  the 
disagreeable  taste  of  the  Rhubarb,  and  I  tried  the  things  on 
myself  and  all  the  acquaintances  I  could  induce  to  swallow 
one.  This  experimental  stage  brought  up  the  question 
whether  there  might  not  be  such  a  thing  as  taking  too  much 
of  them,  and  I  had  rather  high  medical  authority  that  if  the 
stuff  could  have  a  place  on  the  tables  of  the  poor,  who  eat 
too  rapidly  of  food  not  easily  digested,  and  in  the  form  of 
a  "ketchup"  be  applied  daily  to  the  food  as  eaten,  the  re- 
sults, instead  of  being  harmful,  would  be  beneficial. 

Here  was  a  prescription  then  that  would  do  for  a  patent 
medicine.  It  was  good  for  almost  everything,  was  largely 
used  by  doctors,  and  had  been  for  a  hundred  years  or  more. 
It  could  be  put  up  in  the  form  of  a  tablet,  a  form  then  just 
coming  into  use  on  account  of  the  recent  invention  of  ma- 
chines that  could  compress  triturated  drugs  and  deliver  them 
with  as  much  accuracy  as  coins  are  turned  out  at  the  mint. 

The  next  question  then  was  what  shall  the  stuff  be  called. 
The  best  protection  for  a  trademark  is  the  name  of  the  in- 
ventor, but  if  the  inventor  ceases  to  be  the  owner  that  fact 
sometimes  makes  trouble  for  the  actual  proprietor.  Dr. 
Fred  was  not  anxious  to  be  made  famous  by  having  his 
name  attached  to  a  proprietary  article  with  which  his  con- 
nection was  likely  to  be  brief.  I,  on  my  part,  had  no  wish 
to  become  widely  known  except  as  an  advertising  agent. 
Many  hours  were  devoted  to  the  consideration  of  a  name. 
One  day  it  was  discovered  that  the  initial  letters  of  the  six 
ingredients  that  went  to  make  up  the  tablet  could  be  so 
arranged  that  they  would  spell  a  word — a  new  word — one 
that  had  no  recognized  meaning.  And  that  is  the  way  that 
R.  I.  P.  A.  N.  S.  happened  to  be  adopted. 

When  we  had  gotten  up  a  company,  and  began  to  adver- 
tise the  goods,  the  investor  who  first  put  his  name  down  as 
a  subscriber  for  some  shares,  inquired  at  a  prominent  drug 
store  near  the  Grand  Central  Station  in  42d  street  for 
Ripans  Tabules.  The  clerk  had  never  heard  of  them.  An 
explanation   followed.     He  would   get  the  remedy  if  re- 
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quested,  but  added  gratuitously,  "I  guess  the  name  will  kill 
'em."  The  name,  though,  meaningless,  is,  perhaps,  as  good 
as  any.  It  has  been  found  a  pretty  hard  nut  for  counter- 
feiters or  imitators  to  deal  with.  Most  persons  fail  to  note 
that  the  word  Tabules  is  also  an  arbitrary  word.  No  such 
word  existed  in  any  dictionary  before  we  applied  it  to 
Ripans ;  but  no  one  hearing  it  for  the  first  time  ever  fails  to 
understand  that  a  tablet  is  meant.  It  was  not  until  long 
after  that  I  learned  that  the  word  Tabloid  had  a  similar 
origin,  was  also  protected  by  trademark,  and  could  not  be 
used  for  application  to  anything  save  the  medical  tablets 
produced  by  the  English  firm  who  invented  and  protected  it 
in  the  manner  prescribed  by  law.  So  naturally  does  the 
word  Tabules  strike  upon  the  ear,  that  Dr.  R.  V.  Pierce,  of 
Buffalo,  on  one  occasion,  discussing  the  patent  medicine 
business  with  me,  said  he  was  surprised  to  note  how  the 
sales  of  Tabules  increased  with  him ;  that  the  previous  year 
the  sales  had  reached,  I  think  he  said,  about  $60,000.  I 
thereupon  said,  "Doctor,  you  don't  sell  any  Tabules  at  all." 
"What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked  in  amused  surprise,  and  I 
answered,  "You  do  not  sell  Tabules,  you  sell  Tablets,"  and 
he  said  that,  actually,  he  had  never  noticed  that  we  were 
using  an  arbitrary  word. 

I  often  wonder  if  any  one  who  has  not  been  through  the 
mill  has  any  idea  of  the  great  amount  of  work  and  thought 
involved  in  the  preparation  of  the  printed  matter  that  must 
go  with  a  proprietary  article;  and  of  the  necessity  of  get- 
ting it  right  in  the  beginning ;  and  the  harm  that  frequently 
results  from  the  most  insignificant  changes  after  people 
have  become  used  to  one  formula.  There  is  an  unsuspected 
difficulty,  too,  in  preparing  advertising  matter  that  will  not 
seem  tame  and  valueless  beside  the  more  glowing  announce- 
ment's that  have  been  appearing  daily  for  years  in  the  public 
prints.  If  the  medicines  now  on  the  market  will  do  what  is 
claimed  for  them  there  is  no  occasion — no  room — for  any 
other,  now,  nor  will  there  ever  be.  It  seems  to  be  univer- 
sally admitted,  among  those  who  have  had  most  experience 
that  in  the  announcements  that  are  issued  the  advertiser 
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must  put  it  strong.  "You  are  starting  out  on  a  long  up-hill 
journey,"  said  a  man  to  me  whose  life  had  been  spent  in 
kindred  lines,  "and  you  must  write  your  advertisements  to 
catch  damned  fools — not  college  professors ;"  then,  after  a 
moment,  he  added,  "and  you'll  catch  just  as  many  college 
professors  as  you  will  of  any  other  sort." 

I  had  thought  it  better  that  the  article  we  put  on  the 
market  should  sell  for  a  dollar.  A  dollar  seemed  a  reason- 
able sum  to  pay  for  a  medicine,  if  a  medicine  was  needed; 
but  when  we  came  to  make  up  our  packages  the  dollar  price 
would  not  seem  to  come  right  and  it  came  about  that  we 
made  a  75  cent  box,  the  contents  of  which  consisted  of  six 
separate  glass  vials,  each  containing  six  Tabules.  The 
medicine  trade  seems  always  to  have  been  based  on  the 
dozen  and  the  gross.  Now  each  vial  we  put  up  contained 
half  a  dozen  Tabules,  and  the  six  vials  gave  thirty-six 
Tabules  to  the  box,  consequently  four  boxes  would  have  144 
or  a  gross  of  Tabules.  We  decided  that  a  buyer  might 
have  four  boxes  packed  in  one  parcel  for  $2,  thus  reducing 
the  cost  of  the  single  box  to  50  cents,  and,  from  the  usual 
practice  of  figuring,  to  allow  the  retailer  a  profit  of  one- 
third  the  selling  price  the  box,  for  which  he  was  expected 
to  get  75  cents  from  the  consumer,  would  cost  him  but  33 
cents ;  but  the  operations  of  cut-rate  druggists  made  such 
a  profit  out  of  the  question  in  most  localities,  and  our  prac- 
tice of  making  a  gross  the  integer  of  a  transaction  so  mixed 
up  the  buyers  in  the  jobbing  houses  that  when  they  got  an 
order  for  our  goods  they  did  not  know  just  how  to  send  it 
in,  and  when  they  filled  an  order  the  retailer  rarely  failed 
to  assert  that  he  was  not  getting  what  he  asked  for.  Finally 
we  made  the  box  containing  the  six  vials  the  integer,  and 
made,  the  price  50  cents,  but  it  then  appeared  that  if  the  box 
contained  six  separate  portions,  all  precisely  alike,  it  was 
one  of  those  portions  and  not  a  box  that  the  buyer  at  retail 
had  in  mind,  consequently  the  druggists  opened  the  boxes 
and  sold  the  buyer  what  he  wanted.  To  facilitate  this  divi- 
sion, while  the  retail  price  of  the  box  had  been  75  cents,  the 
little  vials  were  labeled,   "Price   15  Cents,"  but,  when  the 
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reduced  price  of  the  box  brought  the  cost  of  the  vial  down 
below  6  cents,  15  cents  seemed  too  much  to  ask  for  it  and  10 
cents  became  the  standard  price,  and  soon  there  arose  a 
complaint  that  the  quantity  in  the  vials  was  too  small.  Six 
Tabules  for  10  cents  were  not  enough. 

All  this  time  we  were  advertising  largely  and  getting 
very  little  results.  We  had  more  than  $125,000  due  to  us 
in  balances  that  had  been  created  against  the  newspapers  of 
the  country — mostly  poor  ones — for  advertising  in  Rowell's 
American  Newspaper  Directory.  It  was  determined  to  use 
this  balance  for  the  first  year's  advertising  of  the  Tabules, 
and  that  was  done ;  and,  at  the  end  of  the  year,  the  net 
amount  of  money  received  from  the  sales  was  found  to  have 
been  precisely  $976.48.  It  was  not  enough  to  pay  the  post- 
age on  the  correspondence  involved  in  managing  the  adver- 
tising and  the  cost  of  the  electrotypes  used.  Next  year, 
1893,  we  advertised  still  more,  and  that  year  the  sales 
amounted  to  $2,126.83.  It  was  not  untn  the  fifth  year  that 
the  sales  amounted  to  as  much  as  $2,000  in  any  single 
month.  The  largest  sales  ever  made  went  something  over 
$15,000  in  a  single  day — but  that  was  under  exceptional 
conditions  in  the  year  1898.  The  largest  normal  sales  ever 
made  in  a  month  was  $40,820.78  in  March,  1899,  but  that 
was  after  numerous  changes  and  experiments  with  the  size 
of  the  package  and  the  price  at  which  it  was  sold. 

There  had  been,  it  seemed,  constant  dissatisfaction  with 
our  prices,  and  I  could  note  a  persistent  tendency  in  the 
trade  toward  a  lower  level  of  prices ;  and  finding,  by  careful 
experiment,  that  it  would  be  possible  to  make  a  packet  of 
ten  Tabules — with  its  circular  wrapper  and  attendant  pack- 
ing material — at  a  cost  of  not  more  than  one  cent,  we  de- 
cided to  introduce,  experimentally,  a  five  cent  package. 
Ripans  was  the  first  patent  medicine  put  up  in  tablet  form. 
It  was  also  the  first  five  cent  packet  put  on  the  market.  But 
nobody  wanted  it.  Nobody  liked  it.  I  went  in  person  to 
the  buyer  at  Chas.  N.  Crittenton  &  Co.'s,  the  principal  deal- 
ers in  medicines  in  the  city,  told  him  the  story,  showed  the 
packet  and  he  said,  after  looking  it  over,  "I  don't  believe 
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we  will  try  to  sell  those  goods,"  and  I  said,  "It  is  an  experi- 
ment, and  in  connection  with  it  I  will  try  one  other.  You 
have  the  standard  sorts  in  stock  and  know  how  to  get  more 
when  you  want  them.  If  at  any  time  you  think  you  want 
any  of  these  five  cent  goods,  we  will  ask  you  to  send  up  the 
money  for  them  before  we  deliver  the  goods." 

A  demand  for  the  five  cent  package  seemed  to  spring  up 
and  the  enterprise  took  on  an  appearance  oi  success.  There 
is  a  sale  for  the  Tabules  in  every  State,  although  never  a 
large  one  in  those  situated  along  the  Southern  or  Gulf  of 
Mexico  region.  First  and  last  five  hundred  millions  of 
them  have  been  doled  out,  enough  to  make  a  string,  if 
drilled  like  other  pearls,  that  would  extend  from  Calais, 
Maine,  far  beyond  San  Francisco,  in  fact  well  out  into  the 
Pacific  toward  Hawaii.  It  is  still  a  question  whether  the 
packet  with  ten  Tabules  would  not  have  sold  just  as  well  at 
ten  cents.  It  has  often  been  made  plain  that  druggists  do 
not  like  to  handle  a  five  cent  medicinal  package ;  and  in 
the  South,  from  Jacksonville  to  San  Diego,  and  up  along  the 
Pacific  coast  and  in  Alaska  and  the  Rocky  Mountain  towns, 
there  is  a  scarcity  of  small  coins  for  facilitating  such  tran- 
sactions. 

When  the  sale  of  the  Tabules  was  at  high  water  mark 
and  more  than  fifty  thousand  different  people  were  buying 
a  package  every  day  of  the  month  and  the  wonderful  vir- 
tues of  the  tabules  were  everywhere  so  much  extolled,  I 
used  to  hear  that  at  his  club  and  among  his  intimates  Dr. 
Woodbury  seemed  to  be  immensely  pleased  that  a  sugges- 
tion of  his  had  led  to  the  adoption  of  a  recipe  that  had  be- 
come the  foundation  for  so  celebrated  a  medicine ;  but  when- 
ever he  was  approached  for  a  word  of  commendation  or 
approval,  that  might  be  used  for  advertising  purposes,  he 
seemed  to  be  greatly  pained  at  the  suggestion,  and  I  have 
reason  to  suppose  that  few  physicians  of  high  standing 
could  be  induced  to  stand  sponsor  for  any  advertised  rem- 
edy no  matter  how  excellent. 

The  goods  are  not  advertised  at  all  at  the  present  time, 
and,  therefore,  the  business  appears  to  produce  a  handsome 
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profit,  realizing  a  thousand  dollars  every  few  days.  Under 
such  conditions  it  seems  like  a  little  gold  mine.  Nearly 
10,000  people  go  every  day  to  some  drug  store,  somewhere, 
and  put  down  a  nickel  to  procure  one  of  the  little  5  cent  car- 
tons of  Ripans  Tabules.  Still  the  total  sales  at  the  retail 
price  have  not  yet  reached  a  total  of  $3,000,000,  and  the 
manufacturer  gets  but  little  more  than  half  the  money  paid 
by  the  buyer  at  retail,  and  the  gross  cost  of  the  advertising 
already  done  does  not  fall  very  much  below  the  full 
$3,000,000  specified  as  the  gross  proceeds  at  retail.  All  of 
which  goes  to  show  that  making  money  in  the  patent  medi- 
cine trade  is  by  no  means  as  easy  as  "rolling  off  a  log." 
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In  the  conduct  of  the  ordinary  affairs  of  an  advertising 
agency  one  day  is  very  like  another.  Newspaper  men  come 
in,  tell  of  the  success  they  are  having,  how  rapidly  the  circu- 
lation is  increasing,  and  explain  how  it  is  that  this  or  that 
competitor  is  losing  ground  or  has  practically  ceased  to  be 
a  factor  to  be  reckoned  with.  Advertisers  have  in  mind 
introducing  a  new  product,  and  believe  that  with  the  ex- 
penditure of  a  few  hundred  or  a  few  thousand  dollars,  they 
can  make  their  names  household  words ;  and  when  they 
learn  that  a  one-inch  advertisement  costs  $84  for  a  single 
insertion  in  one  magazine  that  is  mentioned,  and  that  a 
page  a  year,  in  the  same,  will  cost  $48,000,  go  away  with 
an  impression  that  it  will  be  well  to  look  further  into  the 
matter  before  deciding  to  take  the  plunge.  There  will  be 
interesting  and  surprising  episodes  now  and  then,  more 
likely,  perhaps,  to  be  recalled  at  a  later  day  than  specially 
noted  at  the  time.  Sometimes  unpromising  customers  will 
develop  into  good  ones  and  again  an  apparently  honest  en- 
terprise will  turn  out  to  be  a  trick  or  a  fraud.  Once  a  very 
shabby  and,  in  appearance,  rather  stupid  man  wished  to 
advertise  a  music  box  which  he  sold  for  a  dollar;  and  the 
announcement  said  it  would  play  eight  tunes.  His  first 
investment  in  advertising  was  $1.25,  but  there  came  fre- 
quent orders  afterwards,  sometimes  amounting  to  as  much 
as  $5.  One  day  the  office  was  surprised  to  see  him  produce 
four  hundred  very  much  soiled  one  dollar  bills  and  author- 
ize the  insertion  of  his  advertisement  to  the  full  amount. 
Inquiry  elicited  the  fact  that  his  "music  box"  was  what  is 
known  as  a  mouth  harmonica ;  somewhat  box-like  in  appear- 
ance, may  be,  but  hardly  enough  so  to  warrant  being  called 
a  music  box.  It  would  certainly  play  eight  tunes,  or  eighty, 
for  that  matter ;  or  as  many  as  the  performer  knew  but  the 
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man  said  eight  seemed  to  be  a  more  enticing  number  to 
advertise  than  any  other. 

There  were  instances  where  some  one  would  advertise 
an  unobjectionable  book,  but  so  word  the  announcement  as 
to  lead  the  reader  to  expect  something  salacious.  The  book 
commonly  sent  would  be  a  cheap  testament  or  Bible ;  so 
cheap  in  fact,  that  the  margin  of  profit  would  be  consider- 
able. I  have  heard  of  a  man  who  advertised  to  send,  for 
one  dollar,  a  piece  of  good  advice  that  might  be  the  means 
of  preventing  serious  injury.  To  those  who  sent  the  money 
he  enclosed  a  printed  slip  reading:  "Many  persons  have 
been  seriously  injured  by  the  careless  use  of  a  knife.  My 
advice  to  you,  therefore,  my  friend,  is  Always  whittle  from 
you.' "  A  man  who  advertised  an  article  most  indispen- 
sable to  married  people  or  those  who  are  about  to  be  mar- 
ried, sent  in  return  for  the  dollar  a  linen  pocket  handker- 
chief that  would  have  been  dear  at  ten  cents.  It  was  re- 
lated that  one  impulsive  miss,  when  remitting  the  price 
specially  stipulated  that  the  article  should  come  to  hand 
"before  next  Thursday  night." 

It  was  a  theory  with  me  in  the  early  days  that  we  stood 
in  a  position  between  advertiser  and  publisher,  taking  no 
responsibility  for  the  thing  advertised,  contenting  ourselves 
with  guaranteeing  to  the  publisher  the  payment  for  the  ser- 
vice performed ;  leaving  on  him  the  onus  of  deciding 
whether  or  not  it  was  a  service  that  it  would  be  well  for  him 
to  undertake.  We  found  ourselves  obliged  to  recede — in 
part  at  least — from  this  position ;  for  as  our  business  was 
generally  clean  and  straight,  the  newspapers  seemed  to  fall 
into  the  way  of  accepting  without  question  anything  we 
might  send,  so  long  as  the  price  was  right — and  sometimes 
when  it  was  not.  On  one  occasion  Jacob  Munsell,  the  anti- 
quarian publisher  at  Albany,  brought  out  a  book  telling  a 
great  many  interesting  details  about  a  social  practice  that 
had  prevailed  among  the  early  Pennsylvania  Dutch,  and 
containing  some  verses  and  details  that  were  not  just  what 
would  be  chosen  for  family  reading,  although,  no  doubt, 
vastly  interesting  to  antiquarians  and  those  who  made  col- 
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lections  of  literature  that  had  for  its  object  the  perpetuat- 
ing of  the  records  of  customs,  long  obsolete.  This  book 
was  advertised  in  a  few  selected  papers ;  and  in  a  daily  or 
any  secular  weekly  was  well  enough;  but  it  so  happened 
that  one  of  the  papers  on  the  list  was  the  Churchman,  then 
published  at  Hartford,  Conn.,  by  the  same  estimable  gentle- 
man who  controls  its  fortunes  to-day.  He  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  our  Mr.  Kent,  who  was  an  Episcopalian  by 
marriage  and  an  important  and  influential  member  of  Dr. 
Houghton's  Little  Church  Around  the  Corner;  and  on  ac- 
count of  the  good  understanding  that  existed  directions  had 
been  given  at  the  Churchman  office  that  nothing  coming 
from  our  agency  should  be  subjected  to  censorship.  The 
publisher  was  absent,  his  order  was  in  force,  it  was  press 
day ;  and  when  the  paper  appeared  the  advertisement  of  the 
book  about  bundling  seemed  to  be  about  the  most  con- 
spicuous thing  on  the  page  where  it  appeared.  One  would 
hardly  expect  a  moderate  Churchman  to  exhibit  so  much 
indignation  as  that  publisher  displayed  when  he  came  to 
our  office  to  remonstrate,  and  I  believe  that  from  that  time 
forth  his  office  censor  has  been  much  more  careful  to  scru- 
tinize everything  offered  for  the  advertising  columns ;  and 
we,  ort  our  part,  realized  that  we  should  have  to  assume 
somewhat  more  responsibility  than  we  had  hitherto  been  in- 
clined to  acknowledge. 

False  promises  held  out  in  advertisements  have  been  of 
incalculable  injury  to  the  business  of  honest  advertisers,  and 
it  is  gratifying  to  notice  that  such  announcements  as  are 
open  to  criticism  are  being  gradually  eliminated  from  the 
columns  of  the  more  respectable  journals  and  magazines. 

Before  the  foundation  of  our  agency  there  was  a  cer- 
tain advertisement  that  became  famous  from  the  newspaper 
comment  that  its  phraseology  induced.  It  announced  that 
a  retired  physician,  "whose  sands  of  life  had  nearly  run 
out,"  had  discovered  a  wonderful  remedy  for  certain  serious 
ills,  and  would  give  the  recipe,  free,  to  anyone  who  cared  to 
write  to  him.  It  soon  appeared  that  one  of  the  ingredients, 
although  known  to  science,  was  not  easy  to  procure,  because 
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it  was  only  produced  in  a  remote  country,  and  no  one  had 
any  very  high  opinion  of  its  merits.  The  advertiser,  how- 
ever, had  plenty  of  it ;  and,  as  a  consequence,  all  his  pre- 
scriptions came,  eventually,  to  him  to  be  filled.  After  a 
while  the  scheme  played  itself  out,  and  the  "old  physician," 
a  man  then  of  about  forty  years,  set  out  to  discover  some 
other  thing  that  would  tend  to  cause  the  sands  of  his  own 
life  to  run  more  smoothly  and  pleasantly,  if  not  more  slowly. 
He  finally  hit  upon  a  cure  for  epilepsy,  and  would  come 
to  our  office  from  week  to  week,  always  with  a  differently 
worded  advertisement ;  but  the  drawing  power  of  none 
seemed  to  come  up  to  his  requirements.  Finally,  however, 
he  began  to  repeat  a  certain  formula  of  words  which  he 
said  was  a  success.  It  also  announced  a  recipe  or  a  secret, 
and  in  the  body  of  the  advertisement  there  appeared  this 
sentence :  "This  discovery  was  revealed  to  the  ■  Doctor  in 
such  a  providential  manner  that  he  has  felt  that  he  should 
be  doing  wrong  were  he  to  refrain  from  making  it  generally 
known."  He  said  that  those  words  "revealed  in  a  providen- 
tial manner"  were  now  worth  a  good  living  to  him.  Since 
that  day  the  "old"  doctor's  sands  of  life  actually  have  run 
entirely  out,  and  no  one  at  present  appears  to  be  giving 
away  his  providential  discovery. 

We  had  another  case  where  the  change  of  a  word,  in- 
stead of  the  insertion  of  a  phrase,  proved  the  salvation  of 
an  advertisement;  A  certain  gunsmith  in  Pittsburg  had 
built  up  a  trade  in  cheap  guns  obtained  from  army  sales 
and  other  sources ;  and  succeeding  so  well,  had  bought  a 
great  number  of  one  sort,  which  he  •  advertised  at  a  low 
price,  announcing  that  they  were  "the  celebrated  Spring- 
field Muskets."  So  confident  was  he  of  success  that  he 
gave  an  order  for  the  insertion  of  his  four  line  announce- 
ment in  so  many  papers  that  the  bill  figured  up  the  very  re- 
spectable amount  of  something  over  $1,800;  but  to  his  sur- 
prise the  responses  were  few;  and  those  that  did  come 
wanted  some  other  kind  of  a  gun.  No  one  seemed  to  care 
to  possess  a  Springfield  Musket;  and  the  advertising  ap- 
peared likely  to  result  in  an  almost  total  loss  of  a  sum  that 
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was  of  material  consequence  to  a  man  in  his  comparatively 
small  way  of  business.  Finally  he  became  impressed  with 
the  idea  that  it  was  the  Musket  that  the  people  did  not  want, 
and,  by  his  direction,  the  word  was  dropped  and  Barrels 
substituted.  No  sooner  had  the  change  appeared  than  the 
advertisement  began  to  produce  the  effect  that  had  been 
counted  on,  and  more.  While  no  one  wished  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  "the  celebrated  Springfield  Muskets," 
everybody,  boy  and  man,  seemed  in  haste  to  get  in  an  order 
for  a  gun  having  the  "celebrated  Springfield  Barrels"  before 
the  supply  should  be  exhausted. 

It  was  interesting  to  note,  too,  how  a  small  advertiser 
would  now  and  then  develop  into  a  large  one.  The  first 
time  I  ever  saw  Dr.  R.  V.  Pierce,  of  Buffalo,  I  canvassed 
him  for  an  order,  and  we  agreed  upon  $72  as  the  price.  The 
advertisement  was  of  a  patent  medicine  called  Dr.  Sage's 
Catarrh  Remedy.  The  office  looked  so  bare  and  unpromis- 
ing that  after  capturing  the  order  I  was  inclined  to  skirmish 
around  to  see  if  I  could  not  get  payment  in  advance,  and 
finally  succeeded,  by  making  a  moderate  discount.  Were 
I  still  in  business  I  should  be  glad  to  book  an  order  to-day, 
from  the  same  man,  for  $72,000  or  $720,000  and  he  would 
not  be  allowed  much  of  a  discount  should  he  offer  to  cash 
up  the  whole  sum  in  advance. 

There  was  one  occasion  when  I  was  induced  to  go  per- 
sonally to  a  place  on  the  east  side  of  Broadway,  below  Wall 
Street,  in  response  to  an  application.  It  was  a  small  office, 
up  three  flights  of  stairs,  in  a*  loft  over  some  sort  of  a  ware- 
house. There,  at  a  desk,  sat  a  man  who  talked  with  me 
long  and  earnestly.  I  demanded  $62.50  for  the  service  re- 
quired, and  he  wanted  a  reduction.  I  urged  that  the  price 
named  was  what  everybody  would  have  to  pay,  and  went 
so  far  as  to  assert  that  I  did  not  think  it  would  be  fair  to 
charge  full  price  to  the  man  who  trusted  me  and  gave  the 
order  in  confidence,  and  then  do  the  same  work  for  a 
smaller  sum  for  one  who  not  only  did  not  have  confidence 
in  me,  but  also  made  a  great  deal  of  trouble  and  annoyance 
by  seeking  to  break  the  price.     He  took  exception  to  all  I 
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said,  and  asserted  that  the  man  who  paid  out  money  in  a 
wholesale,  liberal  way  was  generally  one  who  also  made  it 
in  that  way,  while  the  small  man,  who  made  little,  must  be 
careful  of  every  cent,  and  was  entitled  to  a  consideration 
that  the  other  would  not  ask  for  and  did  not  need.  I  did 
not  yield  to  the  argument,  but  a  remembrance  of  it  often 
recurred  to  me  in  later  days.  This  man  was  a  Mr.  R.  T. 
Bush.  He  was  then  advertising  for  agents  to  sell  what  he 
called  a  "Woven  Wire  Clothes  Line,"  made  of  a  galvanized 
braided  wire.  I  had  known  something  of  him  previously  as 
selling  agent  for  a  sewing  machine  that  was  said  to  infringe 
certain  patents  that  were  highly  valued  by  richer  companies, 
who  had  finally  succeeded  in  driving  him  out  of  the  busi- 
ness. A  little  later — it  seemed  a  very  little  while — and  his 
name  was  in  all  the  papers,  as  owner  of  a  celebrated  yacht, 
and  he  was  offering  a  prize  of  $10,000  to  the  yachtsman  who 
should  cross  the  Atlantic,  or  do  some  other  specified  thing, 
in  less  time  than  some  other  had  done— or  something  of 
that  sort.  He  was  also  owner  and  publisher  of  a  magazine 
which  was  just  then  being  promoted  in  a  manner  that  made 
it  conspicuous.  The  funds  that  had  widened  his  views  of 
expenditure  did  not,  however,  come  from  sales  of  the  Woven 
Wire  Clothes  Line,  but  arose  from  his  having  embarked, 
successfully,  in  oil  refining,  and  finally  negotiating  a  satis- 
factory combination  with  Mr.  Rockefeller's  enterprise.  He 
had  a  warehouse  in  Maiden  Lane  and  conducted  business 
under  the  firm  name  of  Denslow  &  Bush.  In  Pearson's 
Magazine  for  May,  1905,  one  may  read  a  good  account  of 
the  yacht  race  and  see  a  picture  of  the  boat  that  belonged  to 
Mr.  Bush. 

At  one  time  Chesman  and  Moore  lived  at  a  boarding 
house  in  the  city,  and  became  acquainted  with  a  fellow 
boarder  who  was  interested  in  a  baking  powder.  I  used  to 
hear  a  good  deal  about  it,  and  there  was  talk  of  advertising 
it ;  but  times  changed — Moore  died,  Chesman  married  the 
lady  who  kept  the  house — and  has  doubtless  had  no  board 
to  pay  for  the  last  thirty  years — and  the  other  boarder  got 
himself  absorbed  into  or  consolidated  with  the  Royal  Baking 
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Powder  Co.,  and  at  a  later  day  rose  to  the  control  of  that 
and  of  all,  or  practically  all,  the  other  Baking  Powder  in- 
terests, and  is  now  engaged  in  furnishing  the  money  to 
discover  the  North  Pole,  and  other  scientific  amusements, 
he  being  no  other  than  that  Mr.  William  Ziegler*  of  whom 
we  read  a  good  deal  in  the  papers  from  day  to  day. 

It  is  customary  to  consider  it  advisable  to  change  the 
subject  matter  of  an  advertisement  every  issue,  yet  I  recall 
two  examples  that  have  appeared  in  papers  and  magazines, 
with  some  regularity,  for  a  good  deal  more  than  forty  years, 
without  being  changed  at  all.  One  of  these  was  originally 
put  forth  by  Dr.  Donald  Kennedy,  of  Roxbury,  Mass.,  now 
Boston.  The  other  appears  more  frequently  of  late  years 
in  the  columns  of  the  New  York  Herald,  and  a  few  other 
high  grade  papers  and  magazines.  I  am  speaking  of  the 
complexion  preparation  of  Dr.  T.  Felix  Gourard,  which 
most  people  will  recall  having  seen.  When  I  first  met  Dr. 
Gourard,  about  1866,  he  was  a  little  past  eighty,  but  had 
recently  been  married  to  a  woman  whose  years  numbered 
scarcely  a  fourth  of  his ;  and  the  old  gentleman  was  vastly 
proud  of  the  baby  that  had  come  into  the  family,  and  I 
thought  he  had  occasion  to  be  so.  Many  years  after  I  read 
in  the  New  York  Sun,  where  whatever  you  see  is  so,  that 
— speaking  of  the  marriage  of  old  men — those  of  sixty  may 
have  children,  those  of  seventy  years  are  likely  to  have  them 
and  those  of  eighty  are  sure  to.  I  then  realized,  this  being 
the  unavoidable  outcome,  there  was  really  nothing  in  the 
case  of  the  good  old  Doctor  to  be  specially  worthy  of  com- 
ment. 

There  are  people  now  living  in  Roxbury  who  remember 
"Dr."  Donald  Kennedy,  as  a  poor  man,  a  laborer,  who  went 
about,  from  time  to  time,  digging  burdock  roots,  in  back 
yards  and  by  the  roadside,  wherever  they  chanced  to  grow ; 
and  later  saw  him,  with  a  basket  on  his  arm,  selling  his 
famous  "Medical  Discovery"  from  house  to  house  and  from 

*Since  this  paragraph  was  written  Mr.  Ziegler  has  been  called  to  his  last 
account,  being  the  sixth  person  mentioned  in  these  papers  who,  alive  at  the 
time  of  mention,  has  passed  away  in  the  comparatively  few  weeks  that  have 
intervened.  Verily  it  behooves  those  of  us  who  remain  to  be  ever  ready  to  go 
hence. 
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store  to  store.  It  would  cure  every  disease  that  flesh  is  heir 
to  "except  thunder  humor."  I  have  never  seen  any  one  who 
could  tell  me  what  "thunder  humor"  is,  or  was,  but  I  have 
met  more  than  one  who  has  given  me  accounts  of  Dr.  Ken- 
nedy's great  success,  the  wealth  that  came  to  him,  his  nu- 
merous kindly  acts,  his  willingness  to  extend  a  helping 
hand,  and  have  been  told  that  he  was  a  good  citizen,  and 
such  a  man,  in  every  way,  as  those  who  were  brought  in 
contact  with  him  were  proud  to  count  as  an  acquaintance 
and  a  friend. 

There  was  a  certain  Dr.  Olcott,  who  advertised  a  great 
deal,  and  who,  on  one  occasion,  had  asked  that  a  representa- 
tive from  our  office  should  be  sent  to  interview  him  on  the 
placing  of  a  considerable  contract.  He  had  an  office  not 
far  from  Chatham  Square,  and  gave  free  medical  consulta- 
tions. He  promoted  two  separate  remedies.  One  was  for 
internal  application,  and  known  as  the  Pain  Anni/zilator 
with  great  emphasis  on  the  h.  The  other  was  for  external 
use  and  designated  as  Pain  Paint.  I  went  in  person  to  con- 
fer with  the  Doctor,  and  happened  to  get  there  at  an  hour 
when  his  free  consultations  were  in  full  blast.  The  room 
was  full  of  men,  women  and  children,  all  in  need  of  medical 
aid,  and  one  by  one  they  approached  the  Doctor,  each  tell- 
ing his  or  her  story;  then  the  Doctor  would  ask  a  question 
or  two  and  give  his  prescription.  There  seemed  to  be  a 
great  similarity  in  the  needs  of  all.  I  listened  while  a  dis- 
tressed father  related  the  particulars  of  an  affliction  from 
which  a  son  of  his  was  suffering ;  the  Doctor  cut  him  short 
after  a  time,  saying  "I  should  give  him  the  annihilator" 
"But,"  said  the  man,  "his  trouble  is  on  his  face,  not  in- 
ternal." "Oh !"  said  the  Doctor,  "in  that  case  I  should  apply 
the  Pain  Paint."  I  found  that  the  one  remedy  or  the  other 
would  fit  every  case  in  the  room ;  and  at  a  table  near  by, 
there  stood  an  attendant,  prepared  to  deliver  the  prescrip- 
tion— all  made  up,  and  costing  a  dollar  a  bottle.  Dr.  Ol- 
cott must  have  done  a  profitable  business.  His  most  suc- 
cessful advertisement  had  a  picture  of  the  head  and  face  of 
a  man  suffering  from  neuralgia,  who  was  surrounded  by 

388 


Forty-fifth    Paper 

liliputian  imps  all  engaged  in  torturing  him  with  various 
instruments.  One,  I  well  remember,  had  a  great  auger  with 
which  he  was  boring,  with  much  industry,  into  a  well-chosen 
point  on  the  patient's  forehead,  just  above  the  space  between 
the  eyes. 

Among  the  best  advertised  proprietary  articles  during 
and  just  after  the  Civil  War  was  Drake's  Plantation  Bit- 
ters. The  sale  at  one  time  reached  very  nearly  a  million 
dollars  a  year  at  wholesale.  I  remember  very  well  an  occa- 
sion in  the  early  sixties,  when  two  young  men  came  to  Bos- 
ton, had  a  big  room  over  a  wholesale  warehouse  in  Com- 
mercial street,  and  did  some  advertising  for  the  Bitters. 
They  were  bright,  enterprising  and  handsome,  and  with  one 
of  them  I  have  kept  up  some  acquaintance  ever  since.  He 
is  Mr.  J.  Morgan  Richards,  the  first  president  of  the  Sphinx 
Club  of  London ;  and  more  conspicuous  and  successful  than 
any  other  man  has  been  in  introducing  American  proprie- 
tary articles  into  Great  Britain.  He  comes  pretty  near  be- 
ing an  Englishman  himself  now,  but  has  never  lost  his  in- 
terest in  Americans  and  America.  A  conspicuous  feature 
of  the  Plantation  Bitters  advertising  was  a  mysterious  com- 
bination of  the  letters  and  figures  which  read  "S.  T.  i860 
X.,"  and  which  was  displayed  everywhere,  and  puzzled 
everybody.  There  were  many  inquiries  "What  do  they 
mean?"  and  as  many  explanations.  One  most  commonly 
given  was :  "Started  trade  in  i860  with  ten  dollars  capital." 
Mr.  Drake  and  his  partner,  Mr.  William  P.  Ward,  the  pres- 
ent head  of  the  Lyon  Manufacturing  Company,  owners  of 
the  old  trademarks,  Lyon's  Kathairon,  Hagan's  Balm  and 
Mustang  Liniment,  always  asserted  that  there  was  really  no 
meaning  attached  to  the  combination.  It  was  said  to  be 
simply  an  advertising  scheme  to  make  people  ask  questions ; 
but  when  I  knew  that  Santa  Cruz  rum  was  the  basis  of  the 
Bitters,  and  noted  that  if  the  figures  i860  were  substituted 
for  the  letters  c-r-o-i,  in  the  word  St.  Croix,  I  have  thought 
that  those  facts  and  conditions  might  be  a  partial  elucidation 
of  the  riddle :  still  Mr.  Drake  always  insisted  that  it  meant 
positively  nothing.    Such  combinations  do  come  to  have  an 
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advertising  value,  as  is  evidenced  by  the  three  R's  of  Rad- 
way's  Ready  Relief,  the  three  S's  of  Swift's  Syphilitic  Spe- 
cific, the  double  B  of  Burdock  Bitters,  the  P.  P.  P.  of  a  cer- 
tain kidney  remedy,  the  C.  C.  C.  of  Cascarets  Candy  Ca- 
thartic, and  dozens  of  others  that  might  be  mentioned. 

It  is  sometimes  said  that  the  sale  of  a  proprietary  article, 
after  being  once  established,  never  entirely  ceases ;  but  I 
am  told  that  three  or  four  hundred  dollars  a  year  will  now 
cover  the  entire  demand  for  Plantation  Bitters  that  were 
sold  at  the  rate  of  nearly  $3,000  a  day  for  a  period  of  some 
years.  Hostetter's  Bitters,  introduced  about  the  same  time, 
are  said  to  sell  now  about  as  well  as  ever,  and  to  have  been 
the  most  profitable  "medicine"  ever  put  on  the  market.  Col. 
Hostetter,  when  he  died,  left  a  fortune  of  eighteen  million 
dollars,  which  nearly  or  quite  equaled  that  left  by  Dr.  J.  C. 
Aver  of  Lowell,  Mass.,  who  began  business  earlier,  owned 
many  preparations  and  advertised  ten  times  as  much.  Verily 
the  secret  of  successful  sales  by  advertising  is  past  finding 
out.  Many  succeed,  many  fail.  The  man  who  succeeds 
once  may  fail  when  he  tries  again  and  to  encourage  the  pub- 
lic I  may  as  truthfully  say  that  the  man  who  fails  many 
times  does  not  infrequently  hit  upon  an  eventual  success. 

As  further  illustrating  the  fact  that  in  the  ordinary  run 
of  papers,  in  towns  of  moderate  size,  advertising  had  no 
standard  of  value  thirty  years  ago,  I  may  relate  a  case  that 
came  under  my  observation  with  one  of  the  customers  that 
came  to  us  through  the  purchase  of  the  good-will  of  the 
John  Hooper  advertising  business.  Mr.  Wayre,  Mr. 
Hooper's  junior  partner,  brought  in  the  list  of  papers,  the 
estimate  was  made  and  given  him  to  deliver.  He  looked  it 
over  and  came  to  me,  with  a  countenance  very  much  per- 
turbed, saying,  "This  estimate  amounts  to  less  than  $2,100." 
"Yes,"  was  the  reply.  "It  will  go  through  at  those 
prices."  "It  will  never  do,"  said  he.  "We  have  been 
placing  that  order  and  repeating  it  over  and  over  again, 
and  at  the  paper's  rates  it  comes  to  over  $5,000,  and 
we  have  been  charging  rates  and  the  firm  owes  us  to-day 
more  than  $30,000  and  is  not  very  strong.    If  I  should  take 
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in  that  estimate  I  should  never  get  the  money  due."  "Very 
well,"  was  the  answer.  "Make  up  the  estimate  yourself 
then,"  and  he  did  so  and  brought  in  the  order  at  the  old 
figures,  and  it  was  paid  for  at  that  rate,  too.  I  will  not 
assert  that  the  figures  were  not  cut  somewhat  in  sending  out 
the  order,  nor  that  there  was  not  some  protests  from  pub- 
lishers that  it  was  at  a  lower  rate  than  they  had  formerly 
received.  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  say  that  Mr.  Wayre  col- 
lected the  entire  amount  due  on  the  old  account  as  well  as 
what  was  coming  to  us  before  he  removed  his  domicile  to 
mother  England,  and  sorry  to  have  to  relate  that  not  long 
after  this  desirable  stage  had  been  reached,  the  Wall  Street 
house  failed. 

Among  the  customers  turned  over  to  us  by  the  Hooper 
concern  was  a  firm,  dealers  in  furniture  and  upholstery 
goods,  B.  L.  Solomon  &  Sons  by  name.  I  had  never  seen 
any  one  connected  with  the  house,  but  observing  by  the 
ledger  one  day  that  they  had  paid  us  something  over  $60,- 
000  for  advertising  in  the  city  papers  since  we  had  obtained 
the  account  I  thought  it  a  good  thing  to  do  to  make  myself 
personally  known  to  so  good  a  customer.  I  asked  Mr. 
Moore  to  go  with  and  introduce  me.  We  got  into  a  dis- 
cussion about  some  trivial  matter  on  which  Mr.  Solomon 
and  I  held  different  views.  The  interview  was  not  a  thor- 
ough success.  The  business  had  gone  on  with  perfect 
smoothness  up  to  that  time,  but  it  never  went  so  smoothly 
afterwards.  This  is  an  experience  going  to  show  that  it  is 
sometimes  best  to  let  well  enough  alone. 

Before  the  laws  were  so  stringent,  the  lottery  feature 
was  conspicuous  in  advertising,  and  great  sums  were  ex- 
pended in  exploiting  various  gift  enterprises ;  some  of  them 
were  conducted  in  good  faith  and  some  were  not.  We  had 
one  customer  whose  practice  seemed  to  be  to  watch  the 
papers,  and  when  he  saw  an  advertisement  that  impressed 
him  as  attractive  he  would  appropriate  it,  substitute  his 
own  name,  and  proceed  to  do  business.  He  always  paid  in 
advance,  but  if  on  any  account,  or  on  any  pretence,  we  were 
induced  to  trust  him  we  would  ever  after  have  much  diffi- 
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culty  about  getting  our  hands  on  that  particular  sum.  One 
day  he  produced  an  advertisement  that  he  had  found  pos- 
sessed pulling  qualities ;  a  list  of  papers  was  prepared  and 
he  coughed  up  nine  thousand  dollars,  most  of  it  in  well 
worn  and  much  soiled  currency,  and  planked  it  down — in 
advance — for  the  service  to  be  rendered ;  but,  with  or  with- 
out sufficient  reason,  the  Postoffice  authorities  soon  stopped 
his  mail ;  and  before  we  paid  him  back  what  was  coming  to 
him  on  the  contracts  that  had  not  been  completed,  we  in- 
sisted upon  his  making  good  numerous  items  of  $10,  $50  or 
$100  that  were  due  for  orders  he  had  left,  when  he  didn't 
have  the  money  in  his  pocket,  and  for  which  he  would  never 
thereafter  consent  to  pay  at  all.  It  was  pay  first  or  never 
pay  with  him.  I  could  never  understand  the  theory  upon 
which  he  acted. 

Certain  Boston  houses,  some  of  them  well  established 
merchants,  did  at  one  time  a  large  business  on  a  line  that 
came  to  be  known  as  the  Dollar  Sales.  An  attractive  adver- 
tisement was  put  out  inviting  correspondents  to  invest  ten 
cents  in  a  scheme  whereby  every  one  who  sent  the  money 
would  obtain  a  right  to  buy,  for  one  dollar,  any  one  of  sev- 
eral valuable  things  that  should  be  named  on  a  prize  slip 
to  be  drawn  after  the  lottery  plan.  Those  who  know  what 
attractive  things  may  be  seen  in  a  five  cent  or  ten  cent  store, 
can  understand  that  for  a  dollar  in  hand  many  things  might 
be  sold  that  would  seem  likely  to  cost  much  more,  and  out 
of  a  long  list  many  people  would  be  likely  to  select  articles 
that  would  afford  an  excellent  profit  when  sold  for  a  dollar. 
Now  and  then  an  article  would  be  named  that  would  be 
worth  many  dollars,  but  somehow  those  did  not  come  out 
very  often,  and  when  they  did  were  likely  to  fall  to  the  lot  of 
some  person  of  well-known  influence  living  in  a  community 
where  an  active  interest  was  already  awakened.  I  would 
think  I  may  have  been  paid  as  much  as  $106,000  in  a  single 
year  for  advertisements  of  this  character,  and  curiously  the 
buyers  were  commonly  so  well  satisfied  with  what  they  re- 
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ceived  that  they,  like  old  Father  William  mentioned  in 
"Alice  in  Wonderland,"  who  continually  stood  on  his  head 
and  finding  no  harm  came  of  it : 

Did  it  again  and  again. 

There  was  a  firm  in  New  York,  doing  business  in  the 
Gift  Enterprise  line  known  as  Elias  Brothers.  There  were 
two  or  more  of  the  brothers — if  they  were  brothers — fine- 
looking,  dare-devil  Sherlock  Holmes  sort  of  fellows.  They 
drove  stylish  turnouts  in  the  park,  dressed  handsomely, 
carried  themselves  like  gentlemen,  were  quiet  and  sober  in 
manner,  and  so  far  as  I  know  were  not  interfered  with  by 
the  Postoffice  people.  They  also  invited  ten  cent  subscrip- 
tions in  a  prize  scheme  wherein  every  investor  had  a  valu- 
able chance,  and  in  their  case  every  single  ticket  eventually 
drew  a  prize,  and  every  prize  was  $200 ;  but  to  get  his  hands 
on  it  the  lucky  holder  was  required  to  send  in  ten  per  cent 
of  the  face,  value  of  the  prize,  or  $20,  in  pursuance  of  some 
condition  specified  previously,  but  in  a  manner  so  incon- 
spicuous that  it  had  generally  escaped  notice.  Scarcely  a 
day  passed  that  some  of  our  newspaper  friends  did  not 
write  us,  confidentially,  telling  of  the  good  luck  that  had 
come,  asking  us  to  advance  the  ten  per  cent,  receive  the 
prize,  duly  forward  it  and  oblige.  In  this  way  we  learned 
to  know  the  inside  of  the  scheme.  The  prize  was  in  every 
case  twenty  $10  shares  in  "The  Sand  Hill  Petroleum  Com- 
pany." I  never  knew  how  great  was  the  capital  stock  of 
that  company,  nor  where  the  Sand  Hill  was  situated;  but 
a  man  who  came  in  contact  with  the  senior  member  of  the 
Elias  firm  used  to  tell  of  seeing  him  exhibit  a  roll  contain- 
ing sixty  one  thousand  dollar  bills,  one  day,  and  when  put- 
ting it  back  in  his  pocket  heard  him  remark,  pleasantly, 
that  that  was  some  that. came  in  after  he  had  got  done  ex- 
pecting, to  make  any  money.  I  never  heard  of  there  being 
any  sales  of  those  stock  certificates,  either  at  $10  or  10  cents 
a  share,,  but  believe  the  company  was  regularly  incorpor- 
ated—and that  must  have  been  some  satisfaction.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  there  was  a  touch  of  grim  humor  in  the  name  of 
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that  petroleum  company.  Once  a  Boston  firm,  dealers  in 
cheap  laces,  Nottingham  goods,  found  they  had  acquired 
an  accumulation  of  odds  and  ends  that  it  would  be  well  to 
get  rid  of,  and  an  advertisement  was  put  in  the  papers  an- 
nouncing a  remnant  sale,  and  the  result  was  so  immediate, 
so  tremendous,  so  satisfactory,  that  they  cut  their  whole 
stock  into  remnants,  repeated  and  extended  the  advertising 
until  their  bills  amounted  to  as  much  as  $60,000 ;  and  they 
had  a  resident  buyer  at  Nottingham  to  pick  up  everything 
in  the  way  of  lace  that  was  going.  How  the  business  came 
to  an  end  I  do  not  know,  but  one  of  the  partners  was  that 
Mr.  Bailey  whose  advertisements  of  peculiar  and  useful 
rubber  toilet  articles  are  seen  in  the  best  magazines  from 
time  to  time.  If  he  would  write  the  story  of  the  lace  rem- 
nant sales  for  Printers'  Ink  I  am  confident  Editor  Zingg 
would  print  it  and  possibly  pay  him  as  much  as  $5  for  his 
literary  production. 

Previous  to  the  rise  of  the  Louisiana  Lottery,  whose  do- 
ings finally  led  to  the  laws  that  have  driven  all  lottery 
schemes  out  of  existence,  the  building  of  the  Louisville, 
Kentucky,  Public  Library  was  the  greatest  effort  in  that  line 
that  came  under  my  observation.  I  suppose  Ex-Governor 
Bramlette  and  his  associates  paid  me  as  much  as  half  a  mil- 
lion dollars  for  the  announcements  first  and  last.  A  part 
of  the  scheme  involved  the  giving  of  concerts  in  metropoli- 
tan cities ;  and  for  one  tour  of  this  sort,  made  by  P.  S.  Gil- 
more  and  his  celebrated  band,  I  had  authority  to  invest  $50,- 
000  for  the  advertising  to  be  done  in  a  single  month.  The 
effort  was  made  to  secure  Theodore  Thomas  and  his  or- 
chestra, but  he  would  have  none  of  it.  One  advertising 
agent  made  a  fortune  out  of  the  placing  of  the  advertising 
of  the  Louisiana  Lottery.  I  did  some  of  this  advertising 
myself.  I  was  too  proud  and  too  good  to  solicit  the  pat- 
ronage, and  not  proud  enough  nor  good  enough  to  decline 
the  orders  when  they  came  to  me.  The  manager  told  me 
one  day  he  should  thereafter  place  the  business  with  ? 
neighboring  agency,  and  I  made  no  effort  to  dissuade  him, 
and  I  was  not  sorry  to  see  the  business  leave  the  office ;  but 
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I  really  wish  I  could  look  back,  and  think  I  had  had  the 
manliness  to  refuse  to  accept  the  orders  that  came  to  us, 
rather  than  know  as  I  do,  that  I  did  take  them,  in  the  half- 
hearted way  that  I  did,  and  thereby  made  it  seem  advisable 
to  the  promoters  to  carry  the  patronage  where  it  would  be 
received  with  more  enthusiasm. 
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Enthusiastic  newspaper  men  who  seek  a  short  paragraph 
to  fill  a  column  sometimes  set  up  the  copy  book  phrase, 
"Advertising  always  pays."  Advertising  means  to  pro- 
claim, to  make  known,  and  surely  no  one  can  do  business 
unless  he  causes  some  others  to  know  what  he  can  do  to 
serve  them.  StilL  it  is  true  enough  that  much  good  money 
is  paid  for  advertising,  that  so  far  as  the  advertiser  can  see, 
is  wholly  barren  of  result.  There  was  at  one  time  a  child's 
magazine,  published  by  a  firm  named  Hurd  &  Houghton, 
and  I  had  been  led  to  buy  the  space  on  the  outside  cover 
page  for  the  period  of  a  year,  hoping  to  sell  it  at  a  profit.  A 
day  for  forwarding  copy  had  arrived  and  no  copy  was  in 
hand.  We  had  an  electrotyped  picture  representing  the 
counting  room  of  our  agency ;  and  taking  this,  and  adding 
a  few  lines  to  tell  what  an  advertising  agency  was  good  for, 
we  dispatched  it,  to  save  our  space  from  going  to  waste, 
and  that  was  the  last  we  heard  of  it  or  ever  expected  to 
hear. 

One  day  there  came  an  inquiry  from  a  place  in  Pennsyl- 
vania from  a  certain  Dr.  Shallenburger,  who  had  a  remedy 
for  fever  and  ague.  An  estimate  was  prepared,  and  it  re- 
sulted in  an  order  for  which  he  agreed  to  pay  and  did  pay 
us  the  round  sum  of  $8,000.  After  the  advertising  had  ex- 
pired and  been  settled  for  in  full  I  was  in  Pittsburg  one  day 
and  thought  it  well  to  visit  the  Doctor — his  home  town  be- 
ing situated  not  far  away — and  have  a  talk  with  him.  I 
found  him  a  prosperous  man,  living  in  a  liberal  way,  a  prac- 
ticing physician,  and  not  at  all  a  practical  patent  medicine 
man.  We  had  a  long  talk.  He  was  of  middle  age.  I 
think  the  name  of  his  town  was  Beaver — a  canal  ran  through 
it.  When  young,  just  starting  out  for  the  practice  of  his 
profession,  the  Doctor  had  come  to  this  place,  put  out  his 

396 


Forty-sixth    Paper 

shingle  and  waited  for  patients ;  and  the  first  that  visited 
him  was  an  elderly  woman,  somewhat  of  the  crank  variety, 
who  sought  his  aid  for  the  alleviation  of  the  ague,  from 
which  she  was  a  great  sufferer.  The  Doctor  had  plenty  of 
time ;  he  heard  how  this  Doctor  and  that  Doctor  had  pre- 
scribed and  done  no  good,  and  felt  himself  in  doubt  about 
just  what  it  would  be  best  for  him  to  do.  He  rather 
wished  she  had  not  come  to  him,  for  he  saw  no  credit  or 
profit  likely  to  result.  Finally  he  told  her  he  would  give 
her  case  careful  thought,  and  appointed  another  interview 
for  the  next  day.  Meantime  he  made  some  inquiries,  found 
that  everybody  knew  her ;  that  her  case  was  chronic ;  and, 
from  conditions  under  which  she  lived,  probably  not  likely 
to  be  cured.  Still,  she  was  to  come  again,  and  he  did  not 
wish  to  discourage  his  only  patient,  so  he  sat  down  to  study 
up  a  prescription  that  would  be  as  likely  to  help  her  as  any- 
thing would ;  made  it  up  in  the  form  of  about  three  dozen 
pills — -of  something  less  than  the  size  then  common — and, 
as  she  was  a  charity  patient,  when  she  came  next  day  he 
gave  her  the  medicine,  together  with  some  advice  and  pre- 
cautions about  diet  and  methods  of  life. 

To  his  surprise,  and  not  particularly  to  his  gratification, 
she  came  again ;  said  she  was  better ;  and  came  again  and 
again.  Soon  he  had  a  visit  from  a  man  who  worked  on  the 
canal,  who  had  the  ague  and  wanted  the  medicine  that  had 
helped  the  woman.  The  Doctor  made  up  the  medicine  and 
charged  him  $2,  which  was  the  price  he  hoped  to  generally 
receive  for  an  office  call.  This  man  came  again;  and  oth- 
ers, his  companions  and  friends,  all  wanting  the  same  rem- 
edy; and  this  went  on  so  far  and  so  long,  that  he  was  led 
to  make  up  the  prescription  in  quantity,  and  have  it  on  hand 
to  give  out  as  called  for — always  collecting  $2,  the  original 
price.  His  first  patient  was  a  continual,  a  persistent  and  en- 
thusiastic advertiser  of  his  skill,  and  eventually — although 
he  did  not  like  the  idea  of  a  patent  medicine — he  found  that 
the  best  part  of  his  income  could  be  traced  to  the  two-dollar 
package. 

"But  you  are  not  an  advertiser!"  said  I.    "No;  I  never 
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advertised  before ;  and  I  hardly  think  I  had  better  advertise 
any  more.  My  brother  physicians  do  not  approve  of  it,  and 
I  do  not  feel  certain  that  I  have  or  ever  shall  get  back  the 
money  I  have  paid  to  you."  "How  did  you  happen  to  come 
to  us?"  I  next  inquired.  The  Doctor's  eyes  brightened  a 
little  and  he  said,  "Sit  down,  I'll  tell  you  about  that.  It's 
interesting.  It  was  one  Sunday  morning.  I  was  ready  to 
go  to  church,  had  my  hat  and  overcoat  on,  when  something 
occurred  that  caused  my  wife  to  go  again  to  her  room  for  a 
few  minutes  and  I  sat  waiting  by  the  sitting-room  table. 
My  little  girl  was  a  subscriber  for  Our  Young  Folks,  a 
magazine  published  by  Hurd  &  Houghton.  A  copy  of  it 
lay  on  the  table,  with  the  back  cover  up,  and  on  it  I  saw 
your  advertisement  and  read  it.  I  had  often  been  tempted 
to  try  a  little  advertising,  and  next  day  I  wrote  to  you ;  and 
that  is  the  way  it  all  came  about." 

On  another  occasion  I  placed  a  large  advertisement,  for 
one  insertion,  in  the  leading  New  York  dailies;  and,  so  far 
as  I  could  see,  for  a  month,  nothing  came  of  it.  It  cost 
$1,700.  One  day,  however,  there  was  an  inquiry  from  a 
prominent  firm  in  Fulton  street,  manufacturers  of  paints. 
It  led  to  a  contract  amounting  to  about  $20,000.  The  firm 
had  never  been  customers  of  ours,  and  after  the  order  was 
placed,  I  asked,  one  day,  of  one  of  the  partners :  "How  did 
you  happen  to  come  to  us  ?"  He  smiled  as  though  the  query 
brought  something  interesting  to  his  mind  and  said,  "Mr. 
So-and-So" — naming  his  partner — "suggested  one  day  that 
it  might  be  well  for  us  to  make  a  little  trial  of  the  effects  of 
advertising,  and  I  said  there  is  a  firm  in  the  city  who  make 
that  a  business,  and  I  got  the  paper  for  him  that  contained 
your  advertisement.  I  had  read  it  at  the  time  it  appeared ; 
and  being  a  little  interested  threw  it  up  on  top  of  the  safe, 
where  I  knew  it  would  be  likely  to  stay  a  while.  We  took 
down  your  name  and  address,  sent  around  to  your  office  in 
the  N.  Y.  Times  Building,  and  that's  the  whole  story." 

The  Times  used  to  accept  a  full  column  for  insertion  on 
the  first  page,  all  the  rest  being  reading  matter.  For  the 
use  of  this  space,  always  a  column  and  no  less,  the  charge 
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was  $250.  I  at  one  time  had  in  mind  a  small  advertise- 
ment that  I  had  thought  of  putting  in  the  Times,  and  the 
conspicuousness  of  that  first  page  position  had  charms  for 
me ;  but  my  story  hardly  required  a  hundred  words  in  the 
telling,  and  if  I  would  have  that  place  I  must  fill  a  column. 
In  large  type  the  stuff  would  have  a  straggling  appearance ; 
so  I  had  it  set  in  the  space  of  one-fifth  of  a  column,  and  re- 
peated the  same  formula  five  times.  A  couple  of  days  later 
a  young  man — under  thirty — of  stout  build,  and  wearing  a 
fur  cap — it  was  winter — came  in,  had  some  conversation 
with  me,  and  gave  me  an  order  to  place  a  little  advertising. 
After  quite  a  talk  with  him  I  asked  how  he  happened  to 
come  to  me.  "You  had  a  column  advertisement  in  the 
Times  a  few  days  ago,"  said  he,  "and  I  read  it  all  through. 
It  was  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again,  and  it  interested 
me;  and  I  thought  I  would  come  in  and  see  you."  The 
order  was  not  a  large  one,  nor  has  the  house  ever  become 
a  large  advertiser,  but  all  the  advertising  it  has  done  from 
that  day  to  this  has  been  placed  through  my  office.  The 
beginning  was  more  than  thirty  years  ago,  and  the  man, 
through  all  that  time,  has  been  one  of  three  or  four  of  the 
most  cherished  friends  of  my  life.  I  have  seen  his  children 
in  the  cradle,  and  seen  them  married,  and  go  to  homes  of 
their  own.  He  and  I  have  spent  many  a  happy  hour  by  a 
camp  fire  and  in  casting  the  fly  to  lure  the  speckled  beau- 
ties from  waters  in  Maine,  New  Hampshire,  and  that  Lake 
Chateaugay  that  he  thinks  the  finest  sheet  of  water  in  the 
world.  I  am  speaking  of  Seth  E.  Thomas,  treasurer  and 
principal  owner  of  the  great  Seth  Thomas  Clock  Company 
of  Thomaston,  Conn. 

Forty  years  ago  it  was  frequently  said  that  the  time  for 
great  profits  from  the  sales  of  patent  medicines  had  passed 
and  would  never  come  again ;  but  since  then  Dr.  R.  V. 
Pierce  has  made  a  great  success  financially ;  so,  too,  has 
Erent  Good,  with  Carter's  Little  Liver  Pills;  Dr.  Kilmer, 
with  his  Swamp  Root;  Dr.  Hartman,  with  P-e-r-u-n-a ; 
Lydia  Pinkham,  with  her  Female  Compound;  and  many 
others  might  be  named.     Dr.  J.  C.  Ayer,  of  Lowell,  had 
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established  his  trademarks  at  an  earlier  date,  and  his  suc- 
cess has  never  been  equaled  by  any  other,  although  Dr.  Hos- 
tetter,  with  his  Bitters,  was  a  close  second.  The  chances  of 
success,  however,  are  now  so  remote  that  he  is  either  a  bold 
or  an  imprudent  man  who  ventures  at  the  present  day  upon 
the  introduction  of  a  new  remedy  by  means  of  advertising. 

A  conspicuous  figure  in  the  advertising  world,  when  I 
was  new  to  it,  was  Dr.  H.  T.  Helmbold.  Helmbold's  Buchu 
was  the  remedy  he  exploited,  and  it  was  in  1865  what 
P-e-r-u-n-a  is  in  1905 — the  largest  selling  patent  medicine 
on  the  market.  It  is  rather  surprising  that  since  Dr.  Helm- 
bold's time  no  other  person  has  seen  a  clear  path  toward 
exploiting  another  Buchu.  It  is  said  by  physicians  that 
Sarsaparilla  has  no  curative  qualities  whatever ;  yet  sarsa- 
parillas  follow  each  other  in  an  endless  procession.  Dr. 
Jacob  Townsend's  was  the  first  that  I  remember.  Then 
came  Isaac  P.  Townsend,  whose  beautiful  house,  that  had 
in  it  fireplaces  in  every  room,  but  no  chimneys,  was  after- 
wards sold  to  A.  T.  Stewart,  in  whose  marble  palace  he 
would  have  no  shower  bath — the  guest  that  wanted  a  shower 
bath  might  go  next  door,  he  said.  The  place  is  now  the 
home  of  the  Knickerbocker  Trust  Company's  offices,  sit- 
uated at  the  corner  of  Thirty-fourth  street  and  Fifth  ave- 
nue, in  a  building  so  wasteful  in  expense  of  construction, 
and  in  lack  of  room,  that  to  merely  look  at  it  has  caused 
more  than  one  prudent  business  man  to  assert  that  if  he 
had  owned  stock  in  the  company  he  would  have  sold  it  as 
soon  as  that  building  plan  became  so  far  advanced  as  to  let 
it  be  seen  what  extravagance  was  intended. 

I  do  not  believe  Dr.  Helmbold  ever  acquired  a  large 
fortune,  but  he  sold  an  enormous  number  of  bottles  of 
Buchu ;  so  much  that  a  would-be  humorist  said  of  his  store 
— just  above  the  old  Metropolitan  Hotel  and  Niblo's  Gar- 
den— "It  is  the  most  'buchuful'  on  Broadway."  He  had  a 
handsome  wife,  lovely  beyond  dispute;  but  any  social  dis- 
tinction she  acquired  was  traceable  to  her  excellent 
family  connections  rather  than  to  her  husband's  profuse 
expenditure    and    display.      The    Doctor   used    to   ride   in 
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the  Park  daily,  driving  a  spike  team — two  horses  abreast 
and  one  in  front.  He  was  heard  of  at  the  watering  places, 
and  talked  of  to  such  an  extent  that  when  the  bust  of  Hum- 
boldt was  unveiled  in  Central  Park,  a  lady  at  Saratoga,  as 
she  read  of  the  affair,  was  led  from  a  confusion  of  names  to 
ask  of  an  acquaintance  just  up  from  the  city,  who  had  at- 
tended the  ceremony,  "Was  the  Doctor  present?"  His  pic- 
tures were  as  well  known  as  those  of  the  almost  equally 
celebrated  Dr.  iMunyon  are  to-day. 

Both  Dr.  Helmbold  and  Dr.  J.  C.  Ayer  became  insane 
in  their  later  clays,  and  neither  recovered.  Helmbold  was 
not  a  good  business  man ;  Ayer,  on  the  other  hand,  was  ex- 
ceptionally able  and  competent  in  that  direction.  He  re- 
quired a  newspaper  to  place  his  advertising  according  to 
specifications  and  received  allowance  for  all  shortcomings; 
but  if  any  error  occurred  he  would  succeed  in  placing  the 
publisher  so  palpably  in  the  wrong  that  he  would  gladly 
admit  it  and  be  quite  ready  to  remedy  his  fault  by  a  suitable 
allowance ;  and  finally,  when  payment  was  made,  the  Doc- 
tor's well-trained  correspondence  clerk  would  write  the 
newspaper  man  such  a  handsome  acknowledgment  of  the 
value  of  his  paper  and  its  tremendous  influence,  that  the 
delighted  recipient  would  keep  the  letter  at  hand,  exhibit  it 
to  everybody  who  would  look  at  it,  reprint  it  in  his  paper, 
and  may  be  have  it  framed  for  preservation  in  his  office  for 
general  inspection  for  years  to  come.  Dr.  Ayer  had  the 
best  corps  of  advertising  men  that  ever  traveled  in  the  in- 
terest of  a  patent  medicine,  and,  although  they  never  paid 
a  newspaper  any  too  much  money  for  a  service  to  be  ren- 
dered, they  gave  as  much  flattery  and  soft  soap  as  the  pub- 
lisher could  make  use  of.  The  great  Trinity  Building  on 
Broadway,  in  New  York,  is  only  one  of  numerous  existing 
monuments  that  testify  to  Dr.  Ayer's  ability  as  a  money- 
maker. 

I  have  heard  it  said  that  titled  fortune-hunters  abroad 
were  given  to  turning  up  their  high-bred  noses  at  .the  Ayer 
millions  made  out.  of  "pills."  Whether  that  be  so 'or  not,  I 
have   always   understood   that   money   made   in   the   patent 
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medicine    business    is    a    practical    bar    to    social    success. 

"Emma's  papa  is  the  man  that  makes  Bitters,"  said  a 

little  miss  to  her  mother,  on  a  European  steamer  one  day, 
speaking  of  another  little  miss  with  whom  and  with  whose 
mother  they  had  contracted  an  acquaintance  on  the  voyage 
that  promised  to  be  pleasant  all  around.  "We  will  be  care- 
ful not  to  let  her  mother  know  that  we  know  it,"  was  the 
comment,  "it  might  make  her  feel  badly." 

One  of  the  first  small  orders  I  ever  had,  for  what  we 
called  the  List  System,  was  from  a  New  York  concern 
named  A.  B.  Sands  &  Co.,  and  I  well  remember  John 
Moore  telling  me,  later,  that  it  would  not  be  renewed: 
"For,"  said  he,  "the  house  is  going  out  of  business.  They 
are  rich ;  used  to  make  a  sarsaparilla  that  had  a  big  sale, 
and  the  heir  of  the  family  goes  to  Newport  now,  and  they 
call  him  'Sarsaparilla  Sands ;'  and  he  doesn't  like  it,  and  the 
business  is  to  be  closed  up" — and  closed  up  it  was. 

I  am  by  no  means  the  only  advertising  agent  who  has 
experimented  with  advertising  a  proprietary  article.  Hale's 
Honey  of  Horehound  and  Tar  was  first  put  on  the  mar- 
ket by  some  men  with  whom  James  H.  Bates  was  asso- 
ciated. Mr.  Cooley,  founder  of  the  firm  of  Cooley  & 
Dauchy,  afterwards  Dauchy  &  Co.,  owned  a  medicine 
known  as  Dodd's  Nervine.  No-To-Bac  and  Cascarets  are 
largely  the  property  of  Mr.  A.  L.  Thomas,  of  the  Chicago 
Agency  of  Lord  &  Thomas.  The  Lawrence  Brothers,  pub- 
lishers of  the  Ohio  Farmer,  own  a  proprietary  article  that 
brings  a  handsome  income,  and  John  B.  Clarke,  who  long 
published  the  Mirror  and  Farmer,  and  besides  being  a  suc- 
cessful coon  hunter,  thought  himself  pretty  much  the  whole 
thing  in  New  Hampshire,  also  owned  a  medicine  that  at 
one  time  had  a  considerable  sale.  N.  W.  Ayer  &  Son,  of 
Philadelphia,  are  reported  to  have  come  into  possession  of 
more  than  one  patent  medicine  trademark  that  they  had 
advertised  almost — but  not  quite — into  financial  success. 

What  is  the  value  of  a  trademark  that  has  been  created 
by  advertising  nobody  can  tell.  "The  demand  never  en- 
tirely ceases,"  was  the  verdict  of  old  Mr.  Hall,  of  the  firm 
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of  Hall  &  Ruckel,  exploiters  of  Sozodont,  and  a  man  ex- 
ceeding wise  in  such  matters.  I  have  heard  Demas  Barnes 
— once  the  largest  dealer  in  that  line — quoted  as  saying  that 
the  trademark  would  be  worth  the  gross  amount  of  three 
years'  sales ;  while  a  more  conservative  estimate,  from  a 
man  once  a  partner  with  Barnes,  fixed  the  value  at  the  gross 
profits  on  three  years'  sales. 

Mr.  J.  P.  Dinsmore,  now  eighty-two  years  of  age,  ex- 
ploited thirty  years  ago  or  more  a  medicine  that  he  called 
Iodine  Water;  and  used  to  assert  that  a  proprietary  article 
was  worth  the  sum  of  all  the  money  that  has  been  expended 
for  advertising  it.  He  spent  a  good  deal  and  told  me  in 
the  early  part  of  the  present  year  (1905),  that  he  had  not 
heard  of  an  order  in  a  dozen  years.  In  the  sixties  I  knew 
of  a  man,  a  druggist,  named  Marsden,  who  came  to  New 
York  from  New  Orleans  with  a  clean  capital  of  $100,000, 
and  blew  it  all  in  in  exploiting  a  preparation  called  Mars- 
den's  Carminative  Syrup,  and  when  the  money  was  gone 
he  had  not  succeeded  in  creating  any  trade  at  all  worth 
looking  after.     It  was  a  dead  loss. 

Vinegar  Bitters  and  Hop  Bitters  once  sold  immensely, 
and  their  owners  realized  a  handsome  profit  from  the  ex- 
ploitation of  them ;  but  it  is  doubtful  if  either  remedy  can 
now  be  found  in  the  drug  stores.  Sanford's  Liver  Invig- 
orator  has  not  been  advertised  at  all  for  twenty  years,  and 
not  much  in  twice  that  time,  but  it  still  has  a  good  sale. 
There  is  also  some  sale  for  Dr.  Schenck's  remedies  and  for 
Wright's,  Holloway's  and  Brandreth's  Pills.  I  wonder  who 
beside  myself  remembers  Fetridge's  Balm  of  a  Thousand 
Flowers,  Phalon's  Night  Blooming  Cereus,  Laird's  Bloom  of 
Youth,  Peruvian  Syrup,  or  Dr.  Moffatt's  remedies.  What 
has  become  of  Spalding's  Glue?  Spalding,  after  making 
what  was  assumed  to  be  a  great  success  with  his  glue,  at- 
tempted to  put  on  the  market  a  headache  remedy  called 
Cephalic  Pills.  It  was  his  scheme  to  bargain  for  a  column 
a  year  in  every  paper  published,  providing  for  credit  for 
the  full  time — a  period  deemed  sufficient  to  allow  the  pub- 
licity to  do  its  perfect  work.    Tens  of  thousands  of  dollars' 

4°3 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

worth  of  advertising  was  done,  but  it  is  my  impression  that 
no  publisher  ever  received  a  cent  for  his  space ;  that  Spald- 
ing did  not  get  money  enough  out  of  the  deal  to  pay  his 
postage  bills,  and  that  the  Cephalic  Pills  never  got  a  place 
on  the  shelves  of  the  drug  stores. 

Dr.  Helmbold  did  well  enough  with  his  Buchu,  but 
ruined  himself  trying  to  introduce  something  he  called 
Grape  Pills.  It  has  been  said  that  a  medicine  that  has  been 
allowed  to  die  out  for  want  of  revivifying  advertising  can 
never  be  brought  into  a  new  popularity,  no  matter  how 
much  money  may  be  lavished  in  a  publicity  campaign.  There 
are  many  instances  that  could  be  mentioned  that  would  go 
to  prove  the  soundness  of  this  assertion,  but  the  versatile 
Mr.  Wetherald  showed  that  there  are  exceptions  to  all  rules 
when  he  took  hold  of  the  Lydia  E.  Pinkham  business,  at  a 
time  when  it  was  nearly  dead,  and  raised  the  sales  to  a 
higher  point  than  they  had  ever  reached  in  the  preceding 
time  of  its  greatest  popularity.  The  business,  like  others, 
is  subject  to  fluctuations.  There  is  no  hard  and  fast  rule 
that  will  apply  to  all  cases. 

Dr.  Munyon  long  regretted  that  he  could  not  call  his 
Homoeopathic  preparations  "Specifics,"  because  Dr.  Hum- 
phreys had  trademarked  that  word  in  connection  with  rem- 
edies of  the  same  class.  Mr.  Manly  M.  Gillam  assured  him 
that  "Cures"  was  just  as  good  a  word — probably  better — 
and  experience  has  proved  that  Gillam  was  right.  Mun- 
yon cut  into  the  Humphreys  sales  quite  seriously,  and  to 
make  the  matter  worse,  another  man,  a  certain  Dr.  Hilton, 
brought  out  a  "Specific"  for  colds  that  struck  another  blow 
to  the  Humphreys  trade ;  but  noting  how  successfully  this 
had  been  done  the  manager  of  the  Humphreys  business  con- 
centrated his  advertising  upon  a  single  item,  No.  JJ,  which 
was  also  a  remedy  for  colds,  and  has  not  only  circumvented 
the  opposition,  but  secured  a  better  trade  on  the  one  article 
than  he  had  previously  enjoyed  for  the  whole  list,  while  the 
rest  of  the  list  continues  to  do  as  well  or  better  than  before. 

I  have  reason  to  believe  that  the  sales  of  Dr.  Pierce's 
remedies  have  exceeded  a  million  dollars  a  year  for  many 
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years,  and  that  his  advertising  bills  often  come  up  to  three- 
fourths  of  that  amount.  It  is  known  that  Cascarets  put  its 
promoters  in  a  hole  to  the  extent  of  nearly  four  hundred 
thousand  dollars  before  they  began  to  earn  a  profit  over  and 
above  the  advertising  bills. 

I  was  immensely  amused  one  time  when  a  man  with  a 
blood  purifier  paid  me  $20  for  a  ten-line  advertisement  for 
a  single  insertion  in  the  New  York  Weekly  Tribune,  and 
asked  how  much  more  he  would  have  to  pay  to  have  the 
word  blood  printed  in  red.  The  thing  was  then  impossible, 
but  I  could  do  it  to-day,  in  the  Sunday  edition  of  the  New 
York  Herald,  without  demanding  a  penny  over  the  regular 
price. 

I  was  talking  one  day  with  the  factor  in  charge^  of  the 
Hudson  Bay  Company's  Post  at  Roberval,  on  Lake  St. 
John,  two  hundred  miles  north  of  Quebec,  and  looking 
over  the  goods  he  had  in  stock  for  trade  with  Indians  and 
trappers.  "You  must  sell  a  great  many  patent  medicines," 
I  ventured  inquiringly.  "We  handle  but  three,"  was  the 
reply.  One  was  Perry  Davis's  Pain  Killer,  another  Rad- 
way's  Ready  Relief.  The  name  of  the  third  was  not  a 
familiar  one,  and  I  do  not  recall  it.  The  storekeeper  at 
Douglass  Island,  Alaska— where  the  great  Treadwell  mine 
is  situated — told  me  of  an  Indian  ^who  came  in  one  day, 
bought  a  bottle  of  Perry  Davis's  Pain  Killer,  removed  the 
wrapper  and  the  cork,  put  the  bottle  to  his  mouth,  tipped 
his  head  back  and  swallowed  the  entire  contents  at  one 
draught.  He  then  threw  the  bottle  through  an  open  door 
and  went  away.  "Didn't  he  say  anything?"  I  asked,  and 
the  man  replied,  "He  said  'ugh !' " 
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In  my  boyhood  on  the  farm,  so  isolated,  in  a  region  of 
much  forest  and  few  conveniences  for  obtaining  supplies, 
nothing  was  ever  thrown  away.  A  disused  axe,  a  broken 
chain  link,  a  rusty  nail,  an  old  thimble — every  bit  of  odds 
and  ends— was  tossed  into  a  corner  in  a  disused  shed ;  and, 
after  a  search  there,  my  father  was  often  heard  to  assert 
there  was  not  in  his  possession  any  other  thing  that  so  often 
and  so  fully  could  be  counted  on  to  meet  his  urgent  need 
as  "the  old  iron  box." 

While  collecting  my  thoughts  for  the  preparation  of 
these  papers,  I  began  to  make  memoranda  of  ideas  and  inci- 
dents, as  they  occurred  to  me,  and  these  were  used  and  dis- 
posed of  as  one  paper  after  another  was  handed  over  to  the 
compositor.  In  approaching  the  final  wind-up,  however, 
there  remained  a  considerable  number  of  such  notes,  that 
had  either  failed  to  fit  in  anywhere,  or  were  afterthoughts 
that  presented  themselves  when  it  was  too  late  to  assign 
them  to  the  precise  chapter  in  which  they  belonged.  It  has 
become  apparent  that  if  no  material  is  to  be  abandoned  as 
worthless — even  though  it  may  actually  be  so — it  will  be 
necessary  to  string  the  incidents  and  ideas  that  compose 
the  aftermath — the  left  over  part — of  this  junk  shop  of 
memories,  without  any  particular  regard  to  sequence  or 
connection.  The  last  two  or  three  papers  have  been  some- 
what of  this  order,  and  so  also  will  be  most  of  those  that 
follow,  to  complete  the  contemplated  series  of  fifty-two.  If 
any  one  finds  in  them  matter  of  interest,  it  is  well ;  if  noth- 
ing of  the  sort  is  discovered,  it  may  still  be  hoped  that  little 
harm  will  have  been  done. 

How  well  I  remember  the  expensive  desk  I  bought  for 
my  private  office,  in  the  Times  Building,  at  the  time  I  took 
possession  there,  that  cost  a  hundred  and  fifty  dollars,  and 
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seemed  a  piece  of  unpardonable  extravagance.  Mr.  Kent 
has  it  at  his  house  at  the  present  day  and  I  am  glad  it  has 
never  found  its  way  to  a  second-hand  shop  nor  an  auction 
room. 

How  vivid  is  the  picture,  to  my  mind's  eye,  of  the  time 
when  it  seemed  wise  to  cut  off  something  from  the  length 
of  the  day  at  the  office;  how  it  was  with  something  like  a 
guilty  feeling  that  I  went  away,  in  broad  day-light — per- 
haps not  later  than  four  o'clock  of  a  summer  afternoon ;  and 
one  day,  when  there  was  snow  on  the  ground,  and  a  coach- 
man in  livery  came  for  me,  with  a  handsome  pair  of  horses, 
a  sleigh  with  brightest  varnish  and  luxurious  bear-skin 
robes,  I  sincerely  hoped  no  one  would  see  me,  as  I  took  my 
proprietor's  seat  and  was  driven  away. 

One  thing  after  another  comes  to  mind,  the  older  in 
point  of  time  the  more  distinct  the  memory  of  the  details. 

There  was  an  experience  with  the  old  firm  of  Bent  & 
Bush,  fashionable  Boston  hatters,  who  cheerfully  pai,d  a  bill 
for  advertising  a  certain  style  of  hat,  and  it  occurred  to  me 
to  wonder  that  the  profits  on  that  particular  article  could 
warrant  so  large  an  expenditure,  and  was  told  that  the  re- 
tail price  of  the  entire  invoice  would  not  cover  half  the  ad- 
vertising outlay;  but  the  venture  had  been  satisfactory,  be- 
cause not  one  in  ten  of  the  customers  the  announcement 
brought  to  the  store  bought  the  hat  they  came  to  see,  but  all 
were  glad  to  have  seen  the  new  thing,  and  most  of  them 
bought  some  other  hat,  out  of  stock,  and  there  was  a  rea- 
sonable likelihood  that  some  would  become  regular  custom- 
ers. Also  the  similar  experience  of  a  clothing  dealer  in 
Dock  Square  whose  advertisement  of  an  all-wool  overcoat 
for  $15  brought  the  great  Edward  Everett  there  to  fit  out 
his  coachman,  and  how,  although  pleased  with  the  garment 
shown  him,  he  finally  paid  $25  and  secured  a  better  one. 

Among  the  Boston  memories  there  was  Curtis  Guild, 
then  as  now  publisher  of  that  sterling  business  paper,  the 
Commercial  Bulletin,  which  is  one  of  the  small  number  to 
which  Rowell's  American  Newspaper  Directory  has  long 
accorded    that    emblem    of   excellence,    the   so-called    Gold 
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Mark.  Tall,  young,  handsome,  energetic,  earnest,  Mr. 
Guild  was  one  of  the  few  newspaper  men  I  have  known 
who  early  believed  there  would  be  a  profit  in  advertising 
his  own  wares.  He  made  his  paper  a  success  and  acquired 
a  prosperity  that  surprised  those  who  did  not  observe  the 
excellence  of  his  methods  and  the  earnest  attention  he  paid 
to  the  conduct  of  his  affairs.  His  canvassers  went  every- 
where, and  from  among  them  more  than  one  successful  man 
of  business  has  been  developed.  I  suppose  his  son,  Curtis 
Guild,  Jr.,  recently  .elected  Governor,  is  something  like 
what  his  father  was  then. 

Mr.  Guild  wrote  two  books  of  travel — "Over  the 
Ocean,"  and  "Abroad  Again" — that  I  thought  excellent 
specimens  of  that  kind  of  literature.  I  crossed  with  him  on 
one  of  his  trips  and  remember  being  introduced  to  a  Mr. 
C.  A.  Richards,  who  became  conspicuous  in  connection 
with  the  early  Boston  street  car  extension,  but  at  that  time 
had  the  best  example,  in  that  city,  of  a  store  where  good 
things  in  bottles  could  be  bought.  Guild  had  a  stateroom, 
with  Richards  for  a  neighbor  on  one  side  and  a  department 
marked  "W.  C."  on  the  other,  and  had  remonstrated  at  the 
steamship  office  against  being  sandwiched  between  two 
"Wine  Cellars."  Richards  was  wealthy,  and  I  recall  his 
standing  one  day  on  the  deck,  smoking  a  pipe — his  daugh- 
ter leaning  on  his  arm — when  Guild  came  up,  filled  his 
briarwood  from  Richards'  pouch,  and  turning  to  me,  but 
glancing  at  the  girl,  made  the  apt  remark,  "Richards  has  a 
pretty  daughter — and  capital  ter-back-er." 

His  brother,  Ben  Guild,  long  associated  with  him,  was, 
to  the  end  of  his  life,  one  of  the  newspaper  men  who  were 
in  the  habit  of  now  and  then  dropping  in  on  me  at  the  office, 
and  I  was  always  glad  to  see  him.  He  had  a  larger  fund 
of  good  stories  than  almost  any  man  I  ever  met.  I  never 
think  of  him  without  having  my  mind  carried  back  to  the 
charming  figure  of  a  girl,  whom  I,  as  a  boy,  had  noted  on 
Washington  street,  from  time  to  time,  as  one  of  the  most 
attractive  to  be  seen  upon  the  promenade  of  that  day ;  and 
who  afterwards  became  his  wife.    He  had  a  keen  sense  of 
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humor,  and  any  one  who  remembers  the  peculiar  walk  that 
was  characteristic  of  Henry  G.  Parker,  who  succeeded  Billy 
Clapp  as  publisher  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Gazette,  will 
appreciate  the  point  he  had  in  mind  when  he  told  of  walking 
down  Water  street  one  day  past  the  old  paper  warehouse  of 
Rice,  Kendall  &  Co.,  where  two  men  were  unloading  a 
truck  and,  as  Parker  went  by,  one  nudged  the  other  in  the 
ribs,  directed  his  attention  to  the  passerby,  by  pointing  over 
his  shoulder  with  his  thumb,  and  said  in  a  loud  whisper 
"Jack  the  Giant  Killer!" 

I  have  spoken  of  Curtis  Guild  as  young,  active,  hand- 
some. That  must  have  been  some  time  ago,  for  I  called  at 
his  office  the  last  time  I  was  in  Boston,  and  on  inquiring  for 
him  was  told,  "The  old  gentleman  don't  come  down  very 
often.  I  don't  think  he  has  been  here  for  a  month.  He  is 
not  very  well  and  is  rather  lame."  Alas,  we  get  over  being 
young  and  handsome — let  us  hope  the  soul  is  and  will  be 
ever  young  and  ever  beautiful. 

On  the  occasion  of  the  dedication  of  the  statue  of  Daniel 
Webster  that  stands  in  front  of  the  State  House,  in  Boston, 
Edward  Everett  was  to  deliver  the  oration.  It  was  a 
stormy  day  and  there  was  talk  of  a  postponement.  I  re- 
member hearing  the  subject  discussed.  "The  Mayor  wants 
it  postponed,  but  Billy  Clapp  doesn't  want  it  postponed  and 
it  won't  be."  This  was  W.  W.  Clapp,  so  long  publisher  of 
the  Saturday  Evening  Gazette,  and — after  Charley  Rogers' 
time — of  the  Boston  Journal.  It  may  be  mentioned — in 
passing — that  the  ceremonies  were  not  postponed.  I  fur- 
ther remember  in  connection  with  that  occasion  that  Mr. 
Everett,  apotheosizing  the  statue,  said,  "It  is  him,  as  he 
stood,  as  he  looked,  as  he  wished  to  be  remembered,  as  we 
would  wish  to  see  him  represented."  Critics  wrote  to  the 
papers  criticising  Mr.  Everett's  grammar,  but  Col.  Greene, 
of  the  Post,  had  the  opinion  that  Mr.  Everett  knew  what  he 
wanted  to  say. 

In  the  early  years  of  my  business  career  I  had  that  con- 
fidence that  is  so  conducive  to  success  to  the  extent  that 
when   I  went  out  to  see  an  advertiser  who  contemplated 

409 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

placing  an  order  I  would  hardly  thank  a  man  to  insure  me 
that  I  would  get  it.  One  day  I  went  to  Hartford,  where 
the  subscription  book  men  were  then  doing  a  lively  busi- 
ness. My  principal  competitor,  Mr.  Pettengill,  was  on  the 
same  train,  but  I  did  not  know  it.  I  went  into  one  office  on 
Asylum  street,  while  he  visited  another.  I  secured  my 
order,  while  in  his  case  it  was  arranged  that  he  should  call 
again  later  in  the  day.  His  next  call  was  where  I  had  pre- 
ceded him,  and  it  so  chanced  that  he  followed  me  over  the 
entire  route.  My  last  call  was  at  the  place  where  he  made 
his  first  one,  and  there  I  also  secured  a  small  order.  We 
met  at  the  station ;  I  had  taken  six  orders,  he  not  one. 

The  Directory  newspaper  circulation  ratings  were  al- 
ways getting  me  into  trouble.  There  was  a  time  when 
Harper's  Weekly  seemed  to  be  the  leading  newspaper  in 
the  country,  from  an  advertiser's  standpoint.  Ours  was  a 
leading  agency,  probably  it  had  become  the  leading  one. 
On  every  estimate  we  mentioned  Harper's  Weekly.  If  a 
man  would  make  an  experiment  in  advertising,  but  would 
spend  little  money  at  the  start,  we  put  him  into  this  paper, 
even  if  he  took  no  other.  Advertisements  in  it  cost  $2  a 
line  each  insertion,  and  for  the  outside  page  $4  a  line.  We 
were  paying  the  paper,  possibly,  as  much  as  $5,000  a  month, 
but  as  circulation  statements  from  the  office  fell  short  of 
being  definite  there  came  a  time  when  the  rating  accorded 
by  our  Directory  failed  to  be  satisfactory  to  the  publishers 
of  the  paper,  and  I  went  to  Franklin  Square  one  day  to  talk 
the  matter  over.  The  original  members  of  the  firm  had 
passed  away.  It  was  the  second  generation  that  took  part 
in  the  conference.  I  explained  that  we  had  to  have  the 
same  sort  of  statement  from  one  paper  as  from  another. 
What  we  asked  from  the  "Bungtown  Banner"  we  were 
obliged  to  require  from  Harper's  Weekly.  There  was  a 
pause,  the  gentlemen  looked  at  each  other  and  one  quietly 
said  to  the  others,  "It  seems  to  me  that  if  Mr.  Rowell  talks 
that  way  we  don't  want  to  continue  to  do  business  with 
him ;"  and  the  others;  in  a  rather  indifferent  way,  appeared 
to  coincide  with  that  view.    There  was  nothing  more  to  be 
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said,  and  I  came  away,  and  the  next  advertising  order  sent 
from  the  Rowell  Agency  was  refused.  There  was  no  seri- 
ous difficulty  about  securing  the  insertion  by  sending  the 
order  through  another  agency,  and,  as  the  paper  was  named 
on  all  the  estimates  we  had  out  and  in  most  of  the  letters  we 
had  issued  recommending  this  paper  and  that,  we  for  a 
time  received  about  as  much  business  for  it  as  ever. 
Naturally,  however,  we  became  less  urgent  in  our  recom- 
mendation of  it ;  perhaps  we  even  began  to  suspect  that  we 
might  have  been  overvaluing  it.  The  publishers  and  I  were 
on  good  terms  enough.  The  one  who  made  the  suggestion 
to  close  the  account,  afterwards  visited  me  at  my  house  and 
invited  me  to  his.  By  and  by  the  rule  was  rescinded,  and 
that  part  of  the  difficulty  removed,  but  in  the  meantime  we 
had  gotten  out  of  the  habit  of  recommending  the  paper,  and 
a  time  came  when  instead  of  sending  advertising  to  it  to 
the  amount  of  $5,000  a  month  I  doubt  if  so  much  as  $5,000 
went  to  it,  upon  orders  from  our  Agency,  in  some  periods 
of  five  years.  When,  a  long  time  after,  the  old  house  of 
Harper  &  Brother  failed,  I  could  but  wonder  whether  the 
firm  had  been  as  successful  in  shutting  off  streams  of  reve- 
nue from  numerous  other  sources  as  they  had  been  in  the 
one  case  in  which  I  had  been  so  intimately  concerned. 

I  was  discussing  the  circumstance  with  one  of  the  senior 
members  of  the  house  of  D.  Appleton  &  Co.  once,  and  he 
said  I  was  wrong;  that  I  would  be  justified  in  considering 
the  character  of  the  publisher,  and  not  being  so  exacting 
when  that  was  high  as  I  had  to  be  in  other  cases.  His  firm 
was  at  the  time  issuing  an  excellent  weekly,  called  Apple- 
ton's  Journal,  that,  like  Hearth  and  Home,  for  some  reason, 
failed  to  gain  public  favor.  It  did  not  live  many  years,  and 
it  would  be  my  impression  that  its  publishers  never  did 
make  a  satisfactory  circulation  report.  Publishers  of  high 
character  owning  papers,  also  of  high  character,  that  appeal 
to  an  exclusive  and  specially  intellectual  constituency,  are 
given  to  being  super-sensitive  on  the  subject  of  circulation. 

The  only  time  I  can  recollect  having  a  circulation  report 
from  Mr.  Henry  C.  Bowen,  long  owner  and  publisher  of 

411 


Forty  Years  an  Advertising  Agent 

that  superlatively  excellent  and  exceptionally  successful  re- 
ligious paper,  The  Independent,  he  sent  a  man  to  me  with  a 
piece  of  white  paper,  about  half  as  large  as  a  postal  card, 
upon  which  was  written  in  pencil  the  figures  67,000,  and  the 
man  said — that  Mr.  Bowen  said — that  that  was  the  circula- 
tion of  his  paper,  and  that  he  sent  it  to  me  in  reply  to  my 
application  for  a  statement  upon  which  a  circulation  rating 
might  be  based.  I  knew  Mr.  Bowen  very  well  indeed,  and 
it  is  quite  possible  I  ought  to  have  accepted  the  pencil  slip 
with  confidence ;  but  if  I  had,  and  taken  others  in  like  good 
faith,  I  feel  certain  the  reputation  of  the  Directory  for  con- 
veying reliable  information  would  fall  something  short  of 
that  it  has  to-day.  In  after  years  Mr.  Bowen  once  sent  for 
me,  and  on  my  appearance  at  his  office,  expressed  an  ardent 
desire  to  be  freed  from  the  annoyance  of  being  called  on  an- 
nually for  a  circulation  statement,  and  wished  to  learn  if 
there  did  not  exist  some  method  whereby  he  might  escape 
an  affliction  that  had  become  distasteful  to  him  to  a  degree 
he  could  hardly  express.  Being  told  that  there  was  a  way; 
that  to  stop  the  publishing  of  his  paper  would  be  found  an 
effective  remedy  for  the  evil  of  which  he  complained,  he 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  but  expressed  no  appreciation  of 
the  plan  suggested.  He  adopted  it,  however,  some  years 
later — at  the  age  of  eighty-four.  Clarence,  his  son,  does 
not  allow  himself  to  be  annoyed  by  such  requests.  He  is 
familiar  with  the  uses  of  a  waste  basket. 

The  persistency  with  which  many  publishers  of  most  ex- 
cellent papers  will  decline  to  tell  the  Directory  editor  what 
he  would  like  to  know,  and  how  willing  the  same  man  often 
is  to  tell  him  a  great  deal  that  he  does  not  care  to  know, 
never  fails  to  amaze  me.  One  conspicuous  case  at  the  pres- 
ent time  is  that  of  Vogue,  the  fashion  paper  par  excellence 
of  New  York.  The  publisher  of  this  excellent  weekly  be- 
lieves its  publishers  are  honest  and  the  Directory  a  monu- 
mental work.  He  is  ready  to  throw  open  his  books  and 
show  his  circulation  not  only  for  a  year,  but  for  several 
years,  and  to  prove  the  accuracy  of  the  figures  by  his  cash 
receipts ;  but  he  will  not  personally  write  down  a  statement 
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of  what  his  circulation  is  and  sign  it.  The  Directory  editor, 
on  his  part,  says  that  if  he  should  undertake  to  present  him- 
self in  person  for  the  purpose  of  examining  the  books  of  all 
the  20,000  papers  he  attempts  to  rate,  he  would  not  only  be 
overworked,  but  before  he  got  through  he  believes  some  one 
of  the  20,000  would  succeed  in  fooling  him.  On  this  ac- 
count he  never  attempts  making  an  examination  until  after 
a  publisher  has  made  a  report  and  somebody  has  doubted  its 
accuracy. 

How  well  I  remember  the  beginning  of  the  Sapolio  ad- 
vertisement. I  saw  the  first  one  in  the  New  York  Times, 
more  than  thirty  years  ago.  There  was  a  small  picture  of 
a  man's  head,  next  day  a  picture  of  a  sauce  pan,  frying-pan 
or  some  other  kind  reflected  in  the  supposed  to  be  shining 
surface  of  the  pan  of  character  not  fully  determined,  and 
finally  the  appearance  of  the  then  new  and  strange  word 
sapolio,  followed  by  the  information  that  applied  to  the  pan 
as  directed  a  reflection  would  be  or  could  be  produced  as 
shown  in  the  picture.  The  article  must  have  been  good.  It 
must  have  had  some  immediate  sale,  but  it  is  my  impression 
that  it  was  many  years  before  the  income  equaled  the  outgo ; 
and,  if  the  owners  never  got  over  the  brink  of  bankruptcy, 
I  am  confident  they  were  for  a  considerable  time  on  the  rag- 
ged edge.  It  is  a  satisfaction  to  know  of  late  years  they  are 
on  velvet,  and  have  been  ever  since  the  versatile  Artemas 
Ward  was  placed  at  the  helm  and  took  command  in  all  their 
subsequent  voyages  of  publicity.  ' 

Roswell  Smith,  the  founder  of  the  Century,  was  an  In- 
diana man  who  had  had  something  to  do  with  publishing  and 
selling  books  and  had  made  some  money.  While  on  a  vaca- 
tion trip  abroad  he  formed  the  acquaintance  of  Dr.  J.  G. 
Holland,  whose  literary  reputation  was  rather  wide.  He 
was  the  Timothy  Titcomb  of  the  Springfield  Republican, 
wrote  the  poem,  "Bitter  Sweet,"  and  was  an  author  some- 
what after  the  E.  P.  Roe  type,  having  a  great  circle  of  read- 
ers among  the  better  sort  of  the  common  people.  Dr.  Hol- 
land had  an  ambition  to  control  a  magazine.  He  had  some 
capital  and  wished  he  knew  an  ideal  publisher,  whereupon 
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Mr.  Smith  suggested  that  may  be  he  would  fill  the  require- 
ment, and  the  Doctor  thought  he  would.  When  they  came 
back  to  New  York  they  negotiated  with  the  firm  of  Scribner 
&  Co.,  and  Scribner's  Magazine  was  the  outcome.  Mr. 
Smith  controlled  the  magazine  on  the  business  side,  Dr. 
Holland  was  editor,  and  eventually  there  arose  friction  that 
led  Smith  and  Holland  to  change  the  name  to  the  Century 
and  to  go  out  by  themselves.  They  set  a  pace  that  had 
never  been  dreamed  of  and  are  responsible  for  the  high 
plane,  the  magnificent  plan,  upon  which  the  American 
magazine  of  to-day  is  conducted,  making  it  to  be  almost 
one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world. 

General  Grant  long  declined  to  write  for  the  Century  a 
history  of  his  campaigns.  Once  Mr.  Smith  sat  by  the  Gen- 
eral at  dinner,  at  the  hospitable  table  of  George  W.  Childs 
at  Long  Branch,  and  happened  to  ask  the  General  whether 
if  Napoleon  or  Wellington  had  written  a  description  of 
Waterloo,  with  so  much  of  detail  as  would  have  been  possi- 
ble, such  a  book  would  possess  much  interest,  and  Grant 
said,  "It  would  be  of  surpassing  interest.  Such  a  story 
would  be  invaluable."  "To  the  American  people,"  said 
Smith,  "such  a  story  of  your  campaigns,  written  by  you, 
would  be  of  even  more  surpassing  interest,  even  more  in- 
valuable." Whereupon  the  General,  both  flattered  and  con- 
vinced, promised  to  prepare  the  articles  desired  and  did  so. 

The  Century  war  articles  lifted  its  circulation  to  a  high 
figure.  When  they  came  to  an  end  it  was  a  question  what 
could  take  their  place  as  an  attraction,  and  Mr.  Smith's  at- 
tention was  directed  to  the  possibility  of  inducing  Mr.  Lin- 
coln's two  Secretaries  to  write  a  life  of  the  Martyred  Pres- 
ident. Negotiations  were  opened,  a  plan  was  outlined.  The 
question  of  compensation  was  broached  and  it  was  decided 
that  each  party  in  interest  should  mark  a  figure,  and  then  all 
should  be  compared  and  a  fair  adjustment  of  ideas  thus 
arrived  at.  Mr.  Smith  wrote  on  his  slip  of  paper  the  fig- 
ures $50,000.  No  others  were  so  high.  Messrs.  Nicolay 
and  Hay  were  not  only  satisfied,  but  gratified.  They  did 
their  work  and  with  the  result  Mr.  Smith  and  the  Century 
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Company  were  both  gratified  and  satisfied.  Mr.  Smith 
never  quite  forgave  the  Scribners  for  starting  a  rival  maga- 
zine. He  thought  they  had  no  right  to  do  so.  Probably 
they  were  within  their  legal  rights,  however. 

Mr.  Smith  and  I  served  on  the  Charities  Committee  of 
the  New  England  Society  at  one  time,  and  that  Committee 
did  not  have  much  to  do.  The  Directors  always  met  at  the 
Union  League  Club,  and  I  occupied  a  suite  of  rooms  there 
that  were  very  comfortable,  and  in  that  pretty  little  sitting 
room,  with  our  cigars,  the  Charity  part  of  our  work  being 
soon  disposed  of,  Mr.  Smith  told  me  many  experiences  in 
publishing  that  were  interesting  to  a  high  degree.  The 
Century  Dictionary  was  then  under  way,  and  the  Company 
bad,  up  to  that  hour,  paid  out  more  than  six  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars  toward  the  production  of  the  work,  and  not 
only  had  not  received  a  penny  in  return,  but  could  not  ex- 
pect to  receive  a  penny  for  several  months  to  come. 

One  of  the  pleasantest  newspaper  acquaintances  I  ever 
made  was  Amos  J.  Cummings,  the  first  editor  of  the  Even- 
ing Sun.  He  had  been  a  compositor,  then  a  reporter.  When 
Mr.  Dana  bought  the  Sun  Robert  Bonner  lent  Amos  money 
to  enable  him  to  secure  some  of  the  Sun  stock,  Bonner 
holding  the  certificate  as  security.  The  Sun  made  money, 
and  Bonner  was  paid.  Amos  was  threatened  with  pulmon- 
ary disease,  and  spent  some  time  in  Florida,  where  he 
dressed  like  the  poor  whites,  went  fishing  and  lived  out  of 
doors.  One  day  he  did  some  service  for  a  Western  Con- 
gressman, who  gave  him  a  quarter  and  was  much  chagrined 
when  Amos  reminded  him  of  a  former  meeting  when  he  sat 
by  him  later  at  a  banquet  at  Charleston.  He  brought  home 
a  paroquet  from  Florida,  one  out  of  a  flock  which  he  had 
shot  into — for  the  birds  are  good  to  eat  you  know — but  this 
one  was  only  stunned  and  not  seriously  hurt,  and  became 
so  thoroughly  domesticated,  that,  when  I  met  Amos  for  the 
first  time,  the  paroquet  would  follow  him  about,  flying  from 
tree  to  tree,  or  post  to  post,  never  losing  sight  of  his  pro- 
tector, and  if  a  hawk  or  other  bird  appeared  of  which  he 
was  afraid  he  would  fly  to  a  haven  he  knew  of  and  crawl 
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into  seclusion  through  an  opening  left  for  him  in  the  bosom 
of  the  man's  flannel  shirt.  This  was  on  the  occasion  of  a 
visit  to  a  great  pigeon  roost  in  Western  Pennsylvania,  the 
last  of  those  remarkable  manifestations  that  has  occurred. 
Amos  wrote  a  very  pretty  magazine  story  called  "The  Bird 
That  Was  Fond  of  the  Man  Who  Shot  Him."  Later  he 
became  a  Congressman  himself  and  continued  for  many 
terms,  and  one  day  when  I  was  in  Washington  and  had 
read  glowing  words  about  his  oratory,  I  asked  him  if  it 
didn't  amuse  and  amaze  him  to  find  himself  counted  as  an 
orator,  and  he  said  it  did.  He  was  a  capable  and  lovable 
man,  an  exceptionally  brilliant  journalist,  and  had  a  sense 
of  humor  hardly  excelled  by  Nasby  or  Mark  Twain. 

I  once  said  to  that  Mr.  Cyrus  Curtis,  who  owns  the 
Ladies'  Home  Journal  of  Philadelphia,  who  has  done  as 
much  as  any  man  living  to  place  advertising  on  a  high  plane 
and  has  found  his  profit  in  it,  "Why,  Mr.  Curtis,  do  you, 
when  you  are  making  more  money  than  you  know  what  to 
do  with  out  of  one  paper  that  you  already  own,  go  and  buy 
another  paper,  and  compel  yourself  to  work  harder  and  run 
an  opposition  to  yourself?"  Those  who  see  Mr.  Curtis 
never  connect  him  with  the  idea  of  work.  He  is  always  at 
leisure,  never  seems  to  have  anything  to  do  or  appears  to 
have  ever  done  anything.  He  listened  to  my  remark  with 
a  mere  suggestion  of  a  smile,  then  he — being  a  Yankee  from 
Maine — asked  me  a  question.  "Admitting  for  the  sake  of 
argument,"  said  he,  "that  I  make  more  money  than  I  care 
to  spend,  which  is  better  for  me,  to  invest  the  surplus  in  a 
business  that  I  understand  and  control,  or  to  put  it  into  one 
that  I  don't  understand  and  other  people  control?"  I  am 
not  asking  Mr.  Curtis  many  questions  since  that  day — his 
answers  have  a  tendency  to  shut  off  conversation — but  I 
was  reminded  of  his  apparent  habit  of  never  doing  anything 
by  a  reference  to  him  one  day  made  by  a  Philadelphia  ac- 
quaintance who  had  crossed  the  ocean  with  Mr.  Curtis,  and, 
on  their  arrival  at  Southampton,  seeing  no  movement  on 
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in  the  direction  of  going  ashore,  he  spoke  to  him  about  his 
apparent  delay,  and  was  told,  "No !  I'm  not  going  ashore.  I 
came  over  for  a  rest  and  am  going  back  with  the  vessel." 

When  a  man  remains  in  one  business  a  long  time  and 
makes  little  display,  it  commonly  happens  that  he  leaves  a 
good  estate.  I  know  one  instance  where  a  dealer  pursued 
one  line  of  trade  nearly  as  long  as  I  have  been  an  advertis- 
ing agent  and  always  considered  that  he  had  done  well  when 
his  profits  for  a  day  amounted  to  so  much  as  $1.25  or  $1.50. 


1864.  1904. 

J.     WESLEY    BARBER,   THE     BOSTON     ADVERTISING      AGENT. 

His  place  of  business  was  on  Park  Row.  When  I  took  the 
office,  No.  40,  in  1868,  he  stood  on  the  sidewalk  near  the 
entrance  and  announced  vocally  that  he  sold  needle  thread- 
ers. I  never  saw  anybody  buy  one  until  about  thirty-five 
years  later.  I  did  the  thing  myself.  He  stood  in  the  same 
place,  looked  no  older  than  when  I  saw  him  first,  said  he 
made  a  good  enough  living — couldn't  afford  to  go  to  Del- 
monico's — took  a  day  off  whenever  the  weather  did  not  suit 
him.  Probably  many  men  doing  business  on  a  larger  scale 
have  had  a  smaller  store  of  content  than  he. 
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Those  who  read  these  pages  may  occasionally  come 
across  the  names  of  advertisers  once  conspicuous,  now  for- 
gotten. In  New  York  there  was  Leary  the  Hatter  and  later 
Amidon.  Union  Adams  was  a  name  once  conspicuous  in 
the  daily  papers,  so,  too,  were  those  of  Devlin  &  Co.,  and 
Baldwin  the  Clothier  and  the  Great  American  Tea  Com- 
pany. The  medicine  men  stop  advertising  when  they  go 
broke,  and,  generally,  either  stop  or  incorporate  the  busi- 
ness, so  as  to  change  the  name,  when  they  get  so  rich  that 
their  sons  and  daughters  feel  encouraged  to  attempt  to  get 
into  society. 

It  is  rather  queer  that  there  should  be  such  a  thing  as  an 
appropriate  style  of  advertising  for  a  particular  line  of  busi- 
ness, yet  such  is  developed  now  and  then.  Wherever  a 
tailor's  advertisement  is  seen  the  influence  of  the  Rogers, 
Peet  &  Company  announcements  is  plainly  discernible. 
Whoever  saw  the  representation  of  an  autograph  on  a  sign 
board  that  was  not  the  name  of  a  photographer? 

It  is  good  advice  to  a  young  man  to  bid  him  to  aim  high. 
A  schoolmate  of  the  late  William  C.  Whitney  has  been 
heard  to  relate  that  it  was  a  peculiarity  of  Whitney's,  even 
in  boyhood,  to  seek  the  society  of  those  who  would  have  the 
ability,  if  they  had  the  wish,  to  be  of  service  to  him.  Ad- 
vice not  to  be  too  modest  in  my  aims  would  have  been  bene- 
ficial to  me  in  my  boyhood.  I  wished  to  go  to  college,  but 
thought  that  a  consummation  beyond  my  power  to  accom- 
plish, but  have  known  in  later  years  that  a  good  friend 
stood  ready  to  help  me,  but  waited  to  see  me  exhibit  the  de- 
sire— which  I  never  did.  Many  a  man  has  advanced  him- 
self by  marrying  a  rich  wife,  and  it  is  a  fact  that  the  daugh- 
ters of  the  rich,  out  of  families  of  assured  position,  are  as 
a  rule  better  brought  up,  better  trained  and  make  better 
wives — even  for  a  poor  man — than  the  average  miss  from 
humb^r  homes — furthermore  they  are  often  passed  by,  as 
unattainable,  by  a  deserving  youth  who  need  only  have 
spoken  to  be  accepted.     Such  girls,  if  they  have  sense,  and 
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most  of  them  have,  know  that  character  and  ability  in  a  hus- 
band can  do  more  for  them  than  all  the  power  of  papa's 
money  can  do. 

I  have  often  had  occasion  to  notice  that  one  man  can  do 
what  another  cannot.  That  the  way — the  method — that  is 
successful  with  one  man  will  not  work  at  all  when  adopted 
by  another.  I  have  always  had  a  way  of  saying  Yes  or  No, 
cutting  the  answers  short,  only  making  certain  that  the  in- 
quirer got  the  answer  and  knew  what  it  was.  So  far  as  I 
know  my  methods  gave  no  offence.  I  am  certain  that  few  or 
none  have  kept  friends  or  customers  better  than  I  did,  but 
hundreds  of  enemies  and  cords  of  dislike  have  been  created 
for  my  office  by  my  employees  attempting  to  deal  with  peo- 
ple precisely  as  they  had  seen  me  do. 

"Calculation !"  was  the  terse  response  attributed  to  the 
Squire,  who  had  married  a  widow  a  few  months  before, 
when  the  lady  expressed  to  him  a  fear  that  a  condition  had 
arisen  that  might  have  been  foreseen  considering  the  inti- 
mate relation  that  existed.  When  the  writer  was  recently 
told  by  a  brother  advertising  agent — that  Mr.  J.  Wesley 
Barber  of  Boston,  whose  photographs  in  1864  and  1904 
show  how  forty  years  can  change  a  man — that  he  seemed 
to  have  raked  his  memory  for  every  incident  that  ever  oc- 
curred, and  to  have  set  them  all  down  in  these  papers — 
with  a  smaller  faculty  for  condensation,  he  felt  inclined  to 
say  in  reply,  "That  has  been  the  calculation!" 


* 
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I  was  out  walking  one  Sunday  afternoon  during  the 
early  years  of  my  residence  in  New  York,  and  in  a  retired 
street,  west  of  Washington  Square,  came  across  a  sign, 
occupying  a  position  over  a  narrow  passage,  that  impressed 
me  as  curious.  The  name  was  O.  Stickheim  which  I  Amer- 
icanized as  O.  Stick-him.  The  business  announced  was 
carpenter,  and  the  sign  would  seem  an  invocation  to 
charge  a  high  price ;  but  between  the  line  that  expressed  the 
name  and  the  one  that  designated  the  business  there  was 
another  line,  composed  of  very  small  letters,  enclosed  in 
parentheses,  that  spelled  out  the  words  (in  the  rear). 

Early  in  my  business  career  I  had  experiences  with 
newspaper  men,  who  had  had  dealings  with  advertising 
agents  who  may  have  had  signs  similar  to  that  of  the  car- 
penter; and,  if  not  actually  stuck  "in  the  rear,"  yet  had  not 
wholly  escaped  injury.  A  burnt  child  dreads  the  fire,  but 
the  publisher  of  a  country  paper  hungers  after  advertising. 
He  wants  to  be  paid  for  it ;  but  in  spite  of  serious  losses 
and  annoyances  he  will  take  chances.  Once  when  I  was 
sending  out  new  business  to  papers  with  which  I  had  not 
before  had  any  open  account,  there  came  a  six-page  letter, 
written  in  a  business-like  hand  from  a  publisher  in  Penn- 
sylvania, who  went  at  length  into  the  question  whether  he 
would  or  should,  or  would  not  or  should  not,  open  an  ac- 
count with  my  firm.  He  stated  the  case  pretty  well,  rather 
plaintively,  but  seemed  on  -the  whole  to  lean  towards  the 
chance,  and  finally  closed  by  signing  his  name, — O.  Stuck. 

I  thought  it  a  joke  at  first,  but  on  investigation  found  it 
was  not,  for  there  was  his  name  on  his  letterhead,  set  in 
conspicuous  type  that  I  had  not  noted,  and  in  his  paper  it 
was  also  announced.  I  long  had  satisfactory  dealings  with 
Oliver  Stuck,  publisher,  but  it  is  so  long  ago  that  I  do  not 
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now  remember  in  just  which  town  in  the  Keystone  State  he 
was  domiciled. 

Church  &  Goodman  published  a  religious  paper  in  Chi- 
cago; Steele  &  Eaton  was  the  less  sanctimonious  designa- 
tion of  a  firm  that  published  another  religious  paper.  Ham 
&  Carver  owned  a  daily  at  Dubuque,  Iowa.  Walking 
through  William  street  from  Spruce,  toward  Wall,  many 
years  ago,  I  saw  over  the  door  of  a  saloon,  evidently  the 
proprietor's  name,  A.  Christian,  and  on  the  very  next  cor- 
ner another,  A.  Goodman.  On  a  sign  in  Dublin,  Ireland, 
over  a  meat  shop,  was  the  name  of  the  firm  who  conducted 
it,  Lamb  &  Bullock.  There  was  long  a  sign  in  Fifth  avenue, 
New  York  City,  which  I  thought  noticeable.  It  bore  the 
name  of  Salmon  Skinner. 

The  first  time  I  ever  saw  Broadway  I  discovered,  not 
far  from  the  Metropolitan  Hotel,  a  sign  that  bore  the 
words : 

HAPPY 
TAILOR. 

In  later  years  the  man  changed  his  location- and  also  the  let- 
tering of  his  sign,  and  it  then  read  G.  D.  happy.  We  all 
know  the  story  of  the  German  who  subscribed  to  an  agree- 
ment the  name,  A.  Schwindler,  and  when  some  one  sug- 
gested that  he  should  acquire  the  habit  of  writing  out  his 
first  name  in  full,  replied  that  it  would  not  help  matters  any 
and,  to  illustrate,  wrote  his  name  in  full,  A-dam  Schwindler. 
Our  firm  long  had  dealings  with  a  man  named  Liberty  Hall. 
There  was  the  old  and  very  respectable  firm  of  brokers  in 
Wall  Street,  Ketchum  &  Cheatum,  who  were  said  to  have 
attempted  to  alleviate  the  suggestiveness  of  the  combina- 
tion by  adding  the  initials  of  the  given  names  of  the  part- 
ners, Isaac  and  Uriah. 

That  Mr.  Dwight,  who  made  a  fortune  of  the  Cow 
Brand  of  Soda,  and  was  the  founder  or  at  least  a  benefac- 
tor of  Mount  Holyoke  College  for  young  ladies,  in  West- 
ern Massachusetts,  had  three  daughters  who  married  hus- 
bands named  respectively  Walker,  Leggett  and  Ketchum. 
There  was  long  to  be  seen  from  the  cars  of  the  Sixth  Ave- 
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nue  Elevated  two  conspicuous  signs  on  one  building,  one 
below  the  other.  The  first  had  the  single  word  coffins 
and  the  other  the  compound  word  show-cases.  Not  less 
gruesome  was  an  exhibition  in  the  window  of  an  under- 
taker's shop  where  was  shown  a  child's  casket,  lined  with 
white  satin,  and  well  centered  in  it  were  the  words,  To  Let, 
the  same  being  the  shadow  of  a  part  of  the  wording  in  gilt 
letters  on  the  window  that  set  forth  the  fact  that  there  were 
Carriages  To  Let.  I  will  not  omit  to  mention  the  firm  of 
Somebody  &  Huggs  who  had  a  school  of  which  it  was 
asserted  that  Mr.  Somebody  taught  the  boys,  and  Huggs 
the  girls. 

There  was  long  a  sign  in  Centre  street,  not  very  far 
from  the  Tombs,  that  read,  "We  Paint  Your  Eye  for  50 
Cents — While  You  Wait."  It  has  been  displaced  by  the 
changes  that  have  come  to  the  location.  In  Dr.  Henry  M. 
Field's  time  the  sign  bearing  the  name  of  his  paper  on 
the  building,  No.  5  Beekman  street,  came  into  unfortunate 
juxtaposition  with  that  of  a  saloon  keeper  who  had  the 
store  under  Dr.  Field's  offices.  The  two  signs  were  on  a 
level  and  the  passerby  might  read 

REGAN — THE   EVANGELIST. 

The  first  time  I  ever  noticed  the  combination  my  eye  also 
took  in  the  wording  of  a  card  in  Regan's  window — it  was 
winter — which  read,   hot   whiskey  a  specialty. 

Of  course  there  have  been  newspapers  and  magazines 
with  curious  names.  The  Ram's  Horn  is  an  influential  re- 
ligious paper  to-day.  There  was  once  a  magazine  issued  in 
Portland,  Maine,  denominated  The  Chariot  of  Wisdom  and 
Love.  Somewhere  I  have  seen  a  magazine  called  the 
Pleasure  Boat.'  There  is  one  issued  in  Boston  at  the  present 
time  called  the  Black  Cat. 

The  correspondent  of  the  London  Times,  in  his  com- 
ment upon  the  newspapers  seen  at  the  Philadelphia  Cen- 
tennial Exhibition  in  1876,  was  impressed  that  the  follow- 
ing names  were  rather  curious :  the  Union  Spy,  the  Jolly 
Giant,  Aurora  Brazileira,  Broad  Axe  of  Freedom,  Unterri- 
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tied  Democrat,  Painted  Post  Times,  Roman  Citizen,  Homer 
Iliad,  Horseheads  Journal.  To  these  might  be  added  the 
Anniston,  Ala.,  Hot  Blast;  Tombstone,  Ariz.,  Epitaph;  Hot 
Springs,  Ark.,  Thomas  Cat;  Estero,  Fla.,  Flaming  Sword; 
Tarkio,  Mo.,  Avalanche;  Irrigon,  Ore.,  Irrigator;  Jeffer- 
son, Tex.,  Jimplecute;  Kosse,  Tex.,  Cyclone;  Rosenberg, 
Tex.,  Silver  X-Ray;  Laramie,  Wyo.,  Boomerang  and  the 
Pinedale,  Wyo.,  Roundup. 

Readers  of  Dickens  often  express  surprise  at  the  incon- 
gruous names  that  are  found  in  his  pages  and  yet,  it  is  said, 
he  used  none  that  he  had  not  known  in  actual  life.  I  re- 
member that  to  me  the  name  Dombey  seemed  a  synonym 
for  pompous  dullness,  and  the  surprise  I  felt  at  seeing  it 
with  my  own  eyes  on  a  tailor's  sign  in  High  Holborn,  Lon- 
don.   Dombey  &  Son  was  the  firm. 

I  have  had  a  Dickens-like  experience  with  the  names  of 
the  tradespeople  with  whom  I  have  dealt  for  nearly  fifty 
years.  In  Boston  I  had  boots  made  by  a  shoemaker  named 
Bisbee.  He  removed  to  New  York  about  the  time  I  did  and 
I  continued  to  make  use  of  his  services.  I  found  a  tailor 
at  the  corner  of  Broadway  and  Eighth  street  who  served  me 
pretty  well  and  whose  name  was  Bagg.  As  I  grew  pros- 
perous I  bought  neckties,  stockings  and  handkerchiefs  of 
Budd,  who  still  does  business  at  the  corner  of  Twenty- 
fourth  street  and  Broadway.  I  became  dissatisfied  with  the 
sartorial  efforts  of  Bagg,  after  a  time,  and  went  to  Bowne 
at  182  Fifth  avenue.  That  was  in  1876.  Bowne  died  at  a 
later  period,  but  was  succeeded  by  his  nephew,  also  named 
Bowne.  Bisbee  died  and  a  workman  of  his  continued  to 
make  boots  for  me  and  his  name  is  Bihler.  I  see  progress, 
however,  toward  other  letters  of  the  alphabet,  for  I  buy 
trunks  of  late  years  of  a  man  named  Cherry,  and  my  shirts 
are  made  by  Caskel  &  Caskel,  although  they  change  the 
initial  from  C  to  K — perhaps  to  help  me  along — for  life 
cannot  endure  forever,  and  the  space  between  sixty-seven 
and  the  traditional  three  score  and  ten  is  not  much,  and  it 
is  still  a  far  cry  to  X,  Y  and  Z,  unless  my  connection  with 
Editor  Zingg  may  be  taken  as  closing  the  list. 
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It  is  wonderful  with  what  facility  I  forget  the  happen- 
ings and  incidents  of  the  past  six  weeks  and  recall  those 
that  might  have  been  overtaken  by  oblivion  a  score  and  a 
half  or  two  score  years  ago.  I  recall  Barnabee  of  the  Bos- 
tonians  as  a  good  singer,  a  noted  raconteur  and  a  very  fair 
salesman  in  a  retail  clothing  store  in  Boston ;  how  the*name 
of  the  Boston  Theatre,  after  a  successful  season  of  Italian 
Opera,  became  the  Academy  of  Music;  and  after  being 
closed  for  a  time  and  reopened  byjames  M.  Nixon,  and  the 
Menken — reputed  wife  of  John  C.  Heenan  who  fought 
Tom  Sayers — clad  in  tights  and  tied  to  the  back  of  a  horse, 
represented  the  hero  of  Byron's  poem  "Mazeppa,"  and  an- 
other scene  in  which  the  horse  seemed  to  find  stepping 
stones  that  enabled  him  to  ascend  with  his  pinioned  burden 
straight  up  the  face  of  a  great  waterfall ;  and  how  every- 
body was  thrilled  with  the  scene,  arid  in  the  mouths  of  the 
people  the  name  of  the  Academy  was  changed  again  and 
now  became  "The  Horse  Opera." 

What  a  furore  there  was  in  Boston  when  the  great  or- 
gan was  put  in  place  in  the  Music  Hall,  and  how  villainous 
it  was  in  the  man  who  described  an  Oratorio  rendered  there 
by  the  Handel  and  Haydn  Society,  asserting  that  on  the 
right  there  stood  a  group  of  forty  old  maids,  every  one 
screeching,  "And  unto  us  a  son  is  given,"  and  on  the  left 
forty  other  old  maids,  likewise  screeching,  "And  unto  us 
a  child  is  born,"  when,  at  that  point,  a  little  man,  with  black 
hair  and  broad  shoulders,  rushed  excitedly  forward  into  the 
center  of  the  stage,  looked  at  the  maidens  at  the  right,  and 
the  maidens  at  the  left  of  him,  noted  their  skinny  propor- 
tions, and  in  a  powerful  bass  voice  at  last  expressed  his 
admiration  in  thunderous  words,  "  'Tis  wonderful !  'Tis 
Wonderful !" 

It  was  at  the  Music  Hall  that  the  lady,  commenting  upon 
John  of  Bologna's  statue  of  Mercury,  standing  on  one  foot 
with  arms  extended,  admitted  that  she  was  not  well  up  in 
classical  Mythology  and  had  always  understood  the  figure 
represented  Col.   (Tom)  Chickering. 

I  must  not  get  away  from  Boston  without  at  least  men- 
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tioning  the  name  of  "Collins  the  Pants  Man."  There  comes 
up  the  memory  of  seeking  an  interview  with  "Young 
America  Train,"  just  returned  from  a  residence  in  Aus- 
tralia, for  the  purpose  of  collecting  three  years'  accumulated 
subscriptions  for  the  Boston  Post,  and  the  surprise  at  the 
office  at  the  success  that  crowned  the  effort.  He  was  the 
celebrated  George  Francis  Train  of  later  years.  Then 
there  came  Paul  Du  Chaillu  with  an  exhibition,  in  School 
street,  of  trophies  of  his  African  travels,  and  what  a  bril- 
liant imagination  we  thought  he  had  when  he  told  us  about 
the  gorilla,  not  previously  admitted  to  exist — and  not  ad- 
mitted then,  for  that  matter.  In  the  same  connection  stands 
a  memory  of  Henry  M.  Stanley,  young,  black-haired — with 
not  a  gray  one  in  his  head — standing  strong,  vigorous,  con- 
fident, at  a  reception  given  him  at  the  Lotos  Club,  relating 
the  story  of  his  discovery  and  meeting  with  Dr.  Livingstone 
in  Central  Africa,  when  he  advanced,  took  the  old  gentle- 
man by  the  hand,  and  said — as  though  meeting  him  in  a 
drawing  room — "Dr.  Livingstone,  I  presume."  I  admired 
the  man's  nerve,  but  did  not  believe  a  word  he  said.  He 
was,  I  thought,  just  a  Herald  reporter,  bluffing  through  the 
biggest  hoax  of  the  time.  Truth  is  stranger  than  fiction, 
and  we  think  better  now  of  both  Du  Chaillu  and  Stanley ; 
but  neither  are  on  earth  to  read  my  apology — and  neither 
probably  was  ever  aware  that  I  existed. 

How  people  would  persist  in  calling  Orange  Judd's 
Agriculturist  the  Agriculturalist.  How  every  man  who 
wanted  to  advertise  thought  his  copy  should  occupy  "about 
a  square,"  but  never  could  give  any  idea  of  how  much  space 
he  thought  a  square  would  call  for.  How  much  remark 
there  was  about,  and  what  a  catch  phrase  the  closing  line 
of  the  announcements  put  forth  by  "Jones  of  Binghamton," 
became.  He  was  afterwards  Lieutenant-Governor  of  the 
State,  and  later  lost  his  eyesight.  I  believe  he  is  still  living, 
but  we  see  his  advertisements  no  more  ending  with  the 
statement :  "Jones,  He  Pays  the  Freight."  Not  the  Kodak 
catch  line,  "You  Press  the  Button  and  We  Do  the  Rest," 
nor  the  Hook  and  Eye  query,  "Do  You  See  That  Hump?" 
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nor  the  "Smile  That  Won't  Come  Off,"  nor  "We  Are  Ad- 
vertised by  Our  Loving  Friends,"  nor  even  Sunny  Jim  has 
become  more  familiar.  I  wonder,  by  the  way,  what  would 
happen  to  an  advertising  agent  who  should  induce  a  client 
to  take  up  and  exploit  and  spend  tens,  yes  hundreds  of 
thousands  on  an  idea  like  that  of  Sunny  Jim. 

There  was  a  time  when  it  seemed  that  a  satirical  or 
comic  illustrated  paper  could  not  be  made  profitable  in 
America,  but  when  Puck  appeared  that  idea  was  put  at  rest. 
Many  people  in  New  York  City  will  recall  the  circumstance 
that  Puck  was  at  one  time  advertised  by  painted  signs,  and 
that  Mr.  Comstock,  or  some  other  guardian  of  the  public 
morals,  took  alarm  at  the  naked  figure  of  the  person  whom 
Shakespeare  made  to  assert  that  he  would  or  could  put  a 
girdle  round  the  earth  in  forty  minutes,  but  who  had  failed 
to  find  time  to  put  even  so  much  as  a  belt  round  about  him- 
self. He  was  more  naked  than  the  man  who  supports  the 
great  clock  in  front  of  Tiffany  &  Company's  new  store  at 
the  corner  of  Fifth  avenue  and  Thirty-seventh  street.  In 
response  to  urgent  demand  the  painter  of  the  Puck  an- 
nouncements added  a  black  Prince  Albert  coat  to  the  figure, 
and  Puck  has  continued  so  clad,  with  no  other  garments, 
since  that  day.  Being  successful,  and  of  Democratic  poli- 
tics, there  was  a  demand  for  an  attempt  to  produce  a  rival 
of  Republican  principles  and  Judge  came  into  existence,  and 
has  remained  a  good  second.  Some  people  have  supposed 
that  without  these  two  periodicals  no  barber's  shop  could 
do  business,  but  since  the  advent  of  the  Yellow  Kids,  Bus- 
ter Brown  and  their  kindred  in  the  Sunday  editions  of  the 
dailies,  we  begin  to  wonder  if  the  days  of  Puck  and  Judge 
are  not  nearing  their  end.  Their  principal  competitor  in  the 
barber's  favor,  the  Police  Gazette,  is  not  much  seen  now. 
Later  came  Life;  keener,  sharper,  lighter,  more  sarcastic, 
without  any  political  bias  beyond  being  anti-automobile.  It 
was  a  profitable  venture  almost  from  the  first  and  is  really  a 
dear — but  like  other  infants  it  loses  something  of  its  cute- 
ness  with  advancing  years. 

Among  the  papers  of  promise  that  have  failed,  Every 
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Saturday  should  be  remembered.  It  was  a  brisk  rival  of 
Harper's  Weekly  for  a  time.  It  brought  Bret  Harte  from 
California,  but  could  not  make  him  profitable.  He  was 
later  induced  to  move  on,  and  went  to  England  from  whence 
he  never  came  back.  Finally  the  losses  on  Every  Saturday' 
caused  the  collapse  of  its  publisher,  James  R.  Osgood,  who 
was  later  taken  on  by  the  Harpers  and  died  as  the  London 
representative  of  that  house. 

Although  the  rent  account  was  vastly  reduced  and  the 
quarters  much  improved  and  made  more  convenient  by  the 
removal  of  our  office  from  the  Times  Building  to  Spruce 
street,  it  is  probable  that  from  a  business  point  of  view  the 
change  was  not  a  good  one.  The  new  office  was  scarcely 
two  hundred  feet  away  from  the  old  one,  but  it  was  less  con- 
spicuous. It  seems  to  be  in  the  nature  of  an  advertising 
agency  that  it  should  be  approached  by  one  or  more  flights 
of  stairs — ours  was  now  on  the  ground  floor.  The  price 
paid  for  the  building  was  $40,000  in  1876.  The  store  was 
occupied  by  a  dealer  in  leather  who  had  a  lease  with  a  year 
to  run.  We  tried  to  buy  him  off,  offered  him  $1,500  to 
move,  but  he  would  not.  We  gutted  the  building  overhead 
and  made  so  much  dust  that  our  tenant  took  a  trip  South 
to  visit  his  customers  and  clear  his  lungs.  He  bought 
an  insurance  ticket  at  the  railway  office  for  $5,000,  paying 
five  dollars  for  thirty  days'  insurance.  He  was  alone  in  the 
rear  car  of  a  train  in  Georgia  that  fell  through  a  railroad 
bridge,  and  he  was  killed.  He  proved  to  be  insolvent,  his 
family  got  the  $5,000  insurance,  which  was  all  they  did  get, 
and  we  got  possession  of  the  store  without  any  payment  for 
cancelling  the  lease.  "It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody 
any  good." 

The  money  was  in  bank  to  pay  for  the  building,  but 
there  was  a  mortgage  on  it  of  $20,000  that  could  not  be 
paid  off  until  after  thirty  days'  notice ;  and  in  order  not  to 
have  the  money  laying  idle  it  was  invested  in  the  stock  of 
the  Delaware  &  Lackawanna  Railroad,  which  was  sold  later, 
netting  a  loss  of  $4,000.  The  same  stock  to-day  would  be 
worth  more  than  $300,000,  and  the  income  from  it  all  these 
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thirty  years  would  go  far  toward  paying  the  $11,500  rent 
which  Mr.  Jones  of  the  Times  was  exacting  of  us  when 
we  came  away  from  his  building.  Moral :  When  you  move 
a  place  of  business  be  certain  to  go  to  a  more  rather  than 
to  a  less  conspicuous  situation.  We  spent  $15,000  in  reno- 
vating our  new  home,  and  it  proved  one  of  the  most  com- 
modious and  convenient  offices  I  have  ever  known.  My  suc- 
cessors, however,  have  given  it  up  and  moved  next  door 
and  up  stairs— so  as  to  be  more  in  the  fashion. 

For  a  great  many  years  we  had  a  printing  office  of  our 
own.  It  took  tons  of  type  to  keep  the  Directory  pages 
standing  and  thereby  save  a  large  part  of  the  composition 
bills.  Now  and  then  some  requirement  would  run  counter 
to  the  rules  of  the  Typographical  Union.  I  would  be  sur- 
prised that  ours  was  a  Union  office,  would  insist  that  it 
should  not  be;  some  men  would  go  away,  others  would 
come  and  ours  would  be  an  open  shop.  After  a  year  or  two 
there  would  come  notice  that  this  or  that  thing  would  not 
be  permitted  by  the  Union.  My  surprise  would  break  out 
again,  again  we  had  the  open  shop  and  again — a  little  later 
— the  Union  would  be  in  command.  I  finally  gave  up,  con- 
cluding that  on  the  whole  Union  rule  was  most  economical. 
Sometimes  we  needed  fifty  men,  at  other  periods  three  or 
four  or  even  two  would  do.  The  Union  had  no  soul  or 
body.  A  man  could  be  dismissed  the  moment  work  was 
slack.  The  Union  provided  no  two  weeks'  vacation.  No 
Union  man  expected  to  be  paid  when  he  did  not  work.  It 
was  go  by  rule  and  no  favors  either  way.  I  have  always 
thought  that  were  I  a  workman  I  would  have  nothing  to  do 
with  any  Union ;  that  the  Union  is  a  leveler  that  holds  poor 
workmen  up  and  keeps  good  workmen  down.  Still,  on  the 
whole,  as  I  look  on  the  matter  in  the  best  light  I  have,  I 
cannot  but  admit  that  I  think  the  Labor  Unions  have  im- 
proved the  condition  of  working  men.  I  like  to  think  that 
the  world  grows  better,  that  conditions  tend  to  improve 
rather  than  to  retrograde,  and  it  is  a  pleasure  to  me  to  know 
that  I  am  not  required  to  regulate  the  affairs  of  the  world. 

I  remember  that  in  the  story  of  Rasselas,  Imlac  had  to 
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remind  the  prince,  when  he  was  discontented,  that  he  could 
not,  at  one  time,  drink  from  both  the  source  and  the  mouth 
of  the  Nile;  and  that  the  wise  man  who  had  gained  the 
power  to  regulate  the  weather,  found  that  while  one  man 
wanted  rain,  another  did  not ;  and  try  as  he  would  he  could 
not  conduct  matters  in  a  manner  that  proved  any  more  sat- 
isfactory than  they  went  on  in  the  hands  of  the  Divine  Ruler 
before  the  possessor  of  so  much  earthly  wisdom  had  under- 
taken to  favor  him  with  his  assistance. 

I  once  heard  an  Arabian  Nights  sort  of  anecdote  of  a 
Sultan  of  Bagdad  who  had  an  inordinate  appetite  for  listen- 
ing to  stories,  and  never  could  hear  one  that  was  long 
enough  to  satisfy  him,  so  he  promised  his  daughter  in  mar- 
riage and  the  half  of  his  kingdom  to  whosoever  would  re- 
late a  story  that  was  long  enough  to  satisfy  him ;  but  the 
competitor  for  the  prizes  would  lose  his  head  if  he  broke 
down  in  his  attempt.  Whereupon  a  youth  who  loved  the 
maid  appeared  at  court  and  sought  an  audience.  He  had 
a  story  to  tell.  It  was  about  a  great  king  who  feared  a 
famine  and  built  a  warehouse  wherein  he  lodged  such  a 
store  of  corn  that  it  seemed  ready  to  burst,  and  no  one  had 
ever  heard  of  so  much  corn  being  brought  together  since 
the  world  began,  and  the  people  knew  that  beyond  perad- 
venture  famine  could  have  no  terrors  for  them.  But,  be- 
hold, one  day  there  was  a  cloud  in  the  East,  it  came  nearer 
and  nearer,  and  when  at  hand  it  was  not  a  cloud,  but  a 
swarm  of  locusts,  and  about  the  warehouse  it  gathered; 
and  finally,  a  locust  discovered  a  crevice  through  which  it 
was  able  to  enter  and  he  went  in,  and  soon  returned,  bring- 
ing with  him  a  kernel  of  corn ;  and  thereupon  another  locust 
went  in,  and  soon  came  out,  bringing  with  him  also  a  ker- 
nel of  corn ;  and  the  swarm  of  locusts  was  uncountable  and 
the  supply  of  kernels  innumerable ;  and  the  king,  who  was 
never  tired  of  detail,  listened  day  after  day  to  a  continua- 
tion of  the  statement  that  another  locust  went  in,  and  came 
out,  bringing  with  him  another  kernel  of  corn ;  and  enjoyed 
it  all  so  much  that  he  gave  his  daughter  to  the  raconteur, 
and  the  other  rewards  as  promised,  so  that  while  he  contin- 
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ued  to  delight  the  king  with  other  and  still  other  repetitions, 
he  might  also,  in  his  hours  of  rest,  learn  and  practice  the 
science  of  government,  and  gain  experience  in  the  raising 
and  management  of  a  family. 

This  story  of  mine,  which  has  already  extended  to  four 
dozen  chapters,  threatens  perhaps  to  be  another  one  of  the 
"Another  locust  went  in"  variety;  but  in  my  case  the 
swarm,  although  numerous,  is  not  uncountable,  and  the 
supply  of  kernels,  although  not  inconsiderable,  is  not  inex- 
haustible. My  story  will  have  an  end  and  that  end  is  not 
very  distant. 
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In  the  Advertisers'  Gazette  for  December,  1866,  one 
may  read  a  paragraph  stating  that  "Charles  H.  Sweetser, 
founder  and  for  some  time  manager  of  the  Round  Table, 
has  retired  from  the  ownership  and  editorship  in  order  that 
he  may  at  once  carry  out  his  favorite  idea  of  a  cheap  even- 
ing paper  in  New  York."  That  was  the  origin  of  the  New 
York  Mail.  The  paper  he  started  was  called  the  Gazette. 
And  what  an  ideal  paper  it  was — a  tea  table  paper — clean, 
literary,  well  written,  brisk,  sharp,  thoroughly  likable  and 
good ;  but  it  requires  money  to  found  a  new  paper  in  New 
York  City,  and  Sweetser  and  the  brother  associated  with 
him  had  but  little.  There  was  a  man  in  the  counting  room 
of  the  Evening  Post,  a  prudent,  saving,  red-haired  Scotch- 
man named  Johnson,  who  had  accumulated  some  capital, 
and  he,  after  a  time,  acquired  an  interest  in  the  Gazette. 
He  was  a  man  who  disliked  putting  out  a  dollar  without  see- 
ing a  pretty  certain  chance  of  getting  back  more  than  a  dol- 
lar next  day,  and  his  economies  made  the  Sweetsers  so  wild 
that  they  could  not  put  up  with  the  condition  they  found 
themselves  in,  so  one  day  there  appeared  on  the  streets  a 
new  paper  called  the  Mail,  that  was  the  very  counterpart  of 
the  Gazette,  and  the  Sweetsers  were  managing  it.  They 
took  to  it  the  features  that  had  gained  the  Gazette  the  good 
will  of  many  people,  and  it  seemed  likely  to  prosper.  The 
Gazette  meantime  quickly  lost  what  hold  on  the  commun- 
ity it  had  obtained  and  soon  ceased  to  appear.  I  do  not 
know  what  became  of  Johnson.  Probably  his  savings  were 
dissipated  in  the  venture.  The  Mail  seemed  to  prosper,  but 
it  had  no  Associated  Press  franchise,  and  after  James  and 
Erastus  Brooks  died  there  was  a  consolidation,  and  we  had 
the  Mail  and  Express.  Sweetser  did  not  live  long,  but  the 
paper  still  appears,  and  there  are  many  people  who  think 
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highly  of  it.  In  later  times  the  name  of  the  Express  was 
dropped  from  the  heading,  and  in  name  and  character  the 
paper  is  something  like  what  the  Sweetser  Brothers  hoped 
to  make  it,  only  there  is  nothing  of  the  old-time  snap  in  it. 

In  those  early  days  I  used  frequently  to  have  luncheon 
at  Mouquin's  restaurant,  in  Ann  street,  and  often  saw  Rob- 
ert Bonner  there,  and  noted  his  frugal  meal,  and  realized 
that  the  successful  man  soon  loses  the  capacity  to  enjoy 
champagne  and  many  other  good  things,  or  loses  his  health. 
The  man  who  has  a  rosy  face  and  fills  out  his  belt  is  one 
who  goes  sooner  to  his  account.  Nat  Goodwin,  in  one  of 
his  plays,  used  to  make  a  successful  comment  upon  the  need 
of  giving  up  wine,  women  and  song,  or  some  of  them,  and 
stated  that  he,  not  wishing  to  attempt  too  much  had  decided 
as  a  starter  to  give  up  song.  It  is  really  the  one  thing  of 
the  three  that  men  can  stand  the  most  of. 

When  Charles  A.  Dana  abandoned  the  Chicago  Journal 
and  came  to  New  York  to  start  a  daily  paper,  he  intended 
calling  it  the  Telegraph,  and  had  gone  so  far  as  to  have 
printed  matter,  books,  etc.,  prepared  with  that  name;  but  a 
day  or  two  before  he  was  ready  to  issue  his  prospectus  or 
get  out  his  paper  Mr.  Bennett  launched  the  Telegram;  and 
probably  was  the  means  of  insuring  Dana's  success ;  for  the 
latter  thereupon  bought  the  Sun  of  Moses  Y.  Beach,  a 
paper  already  established,  and  put  new  life  into  it  at  once. 
It  was  more  Yellow  than  the  World  was  later  or  the  Jour- 
nal is  now,  only  the  term  "Yellow  Journal"  had  not  then 
been  coined.  The  phrase  came  from  a  series  of  pictures,  of 
the  Buster  Brown  order,  of  a  baby,  that,  because  of  being 
dressed  in  a  long  yellow  skirt  or  petticoat,  came  to  be  spo- 
ken of  as  the  "Yellow  Kid,"  and  was  exploited  so  much,  so 
voluminously  and  so  continuously,  that  it  became  famous, 
and  led  the  papers  that  exploited  it  to  be  referred  to  by  an 
after-dinner  speaker  somewhere  as  the  "Yellow  Journals." 
I  think  Senator  Wolcott,  of  Colorado,  was  the  man.  The 
series  began  in  the  World,  but  later  the  Journal  seduced  the 
artist  from  his  allegiance  and  carried  the  illustrations  much 
further — very  far  indeed. 
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When  I  was  a  boy  the  neighboring  farmers'  wives  spun 
their  own  wool  and  made  flannel,  and  the  baby's  petticoat 
was  of  that  material,  colored  with  the  blossoms  of  the 
golden  rod.  Without  doubt  the  Yellow  Kid  came  from  a 
memory  of  the  custom  of  that  period— but  how  many  are 
living  to  whom  the  thought  would  occur? 

When  the  pink  Telegram  first  appeared  on  the  street  it 
was  supposed  that  misfortune  had  come  to  a  batch  of  paper 
that  was  needed  for  immediate  use,  and  considerable  fun 
was  poked  at  it  on  that  account ;  but  it  has  been  a  distinctive 
feature  of  it  ever  since.  Until  within  quite  recent  years  the 
Telegram  was  not  a  financial  success.  It  is  the  judicious 
policy  of  the  Herald  not  to  tell  its  circulation.  It  was  a 
great  and  prosperous  paper — everybody  admitted  that.  The 
Telegram  actually  printed  as  many  copies  as  the  Herald  did. 
It  is  the  tendency  of  evening  papers  to  acquire  larger  circu- 
lations than  morning  editions  attain ;  but  nobody  believed 
it  in  the  case  of  the  Telegram;  advertisers  had  no  use  for  it, 
and  one  day,  not  long  ago,  Mr.  Bennett  ordered  its  publica- 
tion to  be  discontinued.  I  think  it  did  fail  to  appear  for  one 
or  two  days,  but  an  exchange  of  cablegrams  between  New 
York  and  Paris  resulted  in  permission  being  given  to  keep 
it  alive ;  and  not  long  after,  Mr.  F.  James  Gibson,  the  father 
of  the  Sphinx  Club,  and  at  present  a  useful  adjunct  to  the 
business-getting  force  of  the  successful  New  York  Times, 
was  made  business  manager,  and  persuaded  Mr.  Bennett 
to  allow  a  circulation  statement  to  be  made  to  Rowell's 
American  Newspaper  Directory.  The  accuracy  of  the 
statement  was  not  doubted ;  everybody  was  surprised  that 
the  issue  was  so  large,  and  from  that  day  forward  the 
Telegram  has  been  earning  Mr.  Bennett  a  handsome  in- 
come. 

I  have  spoken  somewhere  of  the  wonderful  power  and 
success  that  sometimes  reward  the  efforts  of  the  ignorant 
and  inexperienced.  The  origin  of  the  Sphinx  Club,  that 
best  example  of  an  association  of  advertising  men  that  has 
numerous  imitators  in  this  country  and  abroad,  was  a  case 
in  point.    Mr.  Gibson,  its  founder,  was  a  Canadian  without 
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much  acquaintance  with  advertisers  or  advertising,  but  was 
at  the  time  in  charge  of  the  publicity  department  of  the 
great  Oriental  Mart  of  A.  A.  Vantine  &  Co.  He  thought 
such  a  club  would  be  a  good  thing;  communicated  with  a 
dozen  or  so  of  men  whom  he  did  not  know,  but  whose 
names  were  familiar  to  him  in  connection  with  advertising. 
Went  straight  ahead  to  form  the  association ;  sat  down  to 
the  first  dinner  with  five  others — well  content  with  that  as 
a  beginning.  This  was  only  nine  years  ago.  To-day  the 
Sphinx  Club  numbers  more  than  three  hundred  members, 
and  its  monthly  banquets  at  the  Waldorf-Astoria  are  nota- 
ble occasions  and  invitations  are  sought  by  men  interested 
in  advertising  the  world  over. 

The  Sun  was  a  success  from  the  day  it  passed  into  Mr. 
Dana's  hands,  but  I  can  recall  no  other  paper  that  has  been 
more  thoroughly  abused  than  it  was  for  some  ,years.  Peo- 
ple asserted  that  it  was  impudent,  saucy,  scurrilous.  I 
hardly  realize  the  full  meaning  of  the  last  word,  and  do  not 
believe  it  could  ever  have  been  properly  applied  to  Mr. 
Dana's  paper,  for  the  Sun  was  never  indecent ;  and  it  surely 
gave  its  readers  the  best  English  that  had  ever  been  seen, 
with  regularity,  in  an  American  newspaper.  To  me  the 
Sun  is  often  irresistibly  funny.  No  paper  likes  to  get  into 
an  argument  with  it.  If  it  is  attempted  the  opponent  is 
likely  to  find  himself  high  and  dry,  and  to  be  seen  to  be 
in  that  position  by  others  before  he  begins  to  realize  it  him- 
self. I  read  an  editorial  in  the  Sun  once  that  proceeded  to 
relate  the  doings  of  a  wise,  gentlemanly  man — in  the  City 
Hall  Park.  There  were  seats  in  the  park  in  those  days,  and 
this  dignified  gentleman  was  seen  to  buy  two  papers  of  a 
newsboy;  he  thereupon  proceeded  to  an  unoccupied  bench, 
carefully  spread  the  Herald  upon  it,  and  then  sat  down  on 
the  Herald,  and  read  the  Sun. 

The  Advertisers'  Gazette  for  June,  1867,  announces  the 
formation  of  the  American  News  Company  at  119  &  121 
Nassau  street.  Before  that  there  had  been  a  continual 
rivalry  among  competing  interests.  After  the  consolida- 
tion the  company  became  a  great  power  and  remains  so  to- 
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day.  It  was  often  thought  that  the  handling  of  advertis- 
ing patronage  might  be  much  more  economically  controlled 
by  a  similar  combination  of  scattered  agencies,  but  no  step 
in  that  direction  has  ever  seemed  to  promise  even  a  remote 
prospect  of  success. 

The  Sunday  papers  practically  came  in  with  the  Civil 
War.  They  are  something  between  the  daily  and  the  weekly 
in  character,  have  tended  largely  toward  making  the  old 
weekly  an  obsolete  back  number,  and  have  so  absorbed  the 
advertising  patronage  of  the  dailies  as  to  lead  some  to  char- 
acterize a  majority  of  them  as  Sunday  papers  with  daily 
supplements. 

The  passing  of  the  weekly  paper  is  a  comparatively  re- 
cent development.  The  New  York  Sphinx  Club  is  not  yet 
ten  years  old,  yet  at  one  of  its  meetings  when  the  writer  had 
been  asked  to  speak  on  the  comparative  value  of  the  daily 
and  the  weekly  as  advertising  mediums,  and  pronounced 
the  daily  by  far  the  best,  there  was  not  a  single  member 
present  who  agreed  with  him.  To-day  not  a  single  member 
would  take  issue  with  his  conclusion.  In  the  days  when 
the  great  encroachment  of  the  daily  upon  the  weekly  field 
was  setting  in  there  arose  some  very  curious  conditions.  I 
can  recall  cases  where  the  owner  of  a  prosperous  weekly 
felt  impelled  to  put  out  a  daily,  and  found  it  so  hard  to  dis- 
pose of  the  advertising  space  in  his  newest  venture  that  ad- 
vertising agents  were  able  to  contract  for  an  appearance  in 
every  issue,  daily  and  weekly,  for  less  money  than  they  had 
formerly  been  compelled  to  pay  for  the  weekly  alone. 

As  illustrating  the  hard  times  daily  newspapers  some- 
times had,  I  often  think  of  a  man  named  Tripp,  who  issued 
a  daily  in  Fall  River,  Massachusetts,  and  never  came  to 
Boston  without  dropping  in  on  me  for  an  advertisement 
order;  and  it  used  to  seem  that  there  could  be  no  price 
named  that  would  be  low  enough  to  cause  him  to  decline 
what  was  offered.  Wondering  what  sort  of  a  proposition  I 
might  be  up  against,  I  said  to  him  one  day,  "Mr.  Tripp, 
there  was  a  Fall  River  printer  in  here  last  week,  that  knows 
all  about  you  and  your  paper,  and  he  assured  me  that  you 
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only  print  seventy-five  copies."  The  poor  man  gave  a  start. 
His  face  expressed  pain.  He  was  silent  for  a  moment,  then 
rose,  walked  to  the  window,  looked  out,  turned  and  came 
solemnly  back  to  me  and  said  impressively,  "Mr.  Rowell,  I 
give  you  my  word  of  honor  I  have  never  printed  so  small 
an  issue  as  seventy-five  copies  since  my  paper  was  started." 
He  paused  for  fully  half  a  minute  and  then  adding  a  saving 
clause — "Unless  it  may  have  been  on  a  very  rainy  day." 

I  am  a  believer  in  the  newspaper  as  the  best  advertising 
medium.  It  is  the  only  one  I  ever  recommend ;  and  it  hurts 
me  to  have  to  admit  that  the  best  advertising  my  firm  ever 
did,  the  advertising  we  heard  from  most,  and  longest,  was 
accomplished  by  printed  posters  pasted  on  a  fence.  It  was 
at  the  time  when  the  present  New  York  Postoffice  was  in 
course  of  construction.  The  contractor,  in  an  ill-advised 
hour,  sold  for  a  very  moderate  sum  and  to  a  rank  outsider 
who  did  not  understand  the  business  the  right  to  cover  that 
fence  with  posters.  He  made  a  beginning  with  one  or  two, 
but  the  system  by  which  that  sort  of  thing  is  now  managed 
had  not  then  come  into  being  and  the  space  was  going  to 
waste.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  authorized  him  to  print  on 
a  large  poster  in  large  letters  the  statement  that  all  the 
newspapers  published  could  be  found  on  file  at  the  Adver- 
tising Agency  of  Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.,  No.  41  Park  Row, 
and  advertisements  would  be  received  and  forwarded  to 
any  or  all  of  them  at  publisher's  rates.  He  was  to  print 
enough  of  these  posters  to  cover  the  fence  throughout  its 
entire  length  on  Mail  street,  Broadway  and  Park  Row  and 
to  be  paid  a  specified  sum  for  the  service,  and  have  a  right 
to  cover  my  posters  with  others  as  fast  as  new  customers 
could  be  secured.  It  is  my  impression  that  there  was  diffi- 
culty encountered,  the  right  of  the  contractor  to  sell  the 
space  was  questioned,  perhaps,  and  the  contract  was  even- 
tually rescinded,  as  was  the  case  more  recently  with  the 
fence  around  the  Public  Library  in  Fifth  Avenue  and  Bry- 
ant Park.  Anyway,  however,  my  posters  went  up  and 
stayed  up  a  good  many  days,  and  everybody  seemed  to  see 
them  and  to  speak  to  me  about  them ;  and  I  do  not  believe 
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there  has  been  a  year  since  that  they  have  not  been  men- 
tioned to  me  by  somebody,  although  the  time  of  their  ap- 
pearance was  more  than  thirty  years  ago. 

In  one  of  the  early  papers  of  this  series  the  story  was 
told  of  the  success  of  the  Richardson  Brothers  of  the  Dav- 
enport, Iowa,  Democrat.  They  were  known  to  be  poor,  so 
people  were  surprised  when  it  began  to  appear  that  they 
were  rich.  Each  new  property  acquired  by  them  became  a 
topic  for  surprised  comment.  It  began  to  be  believed  in 
Davenport  that  they  could  buy  anything.  I  was  there  on 
one  occasion,  in  the  days  when  the  Chicago  Times  was  a 
great  property — the  most  conspicuous  newspaper  west  of 
New  York — and  Mr.  Story,  its  founder  and  owner,  had  re- 
cently died.  What  would  become  of  the  paper  was  nearly 
as  much  of  a  question  as  the  fate  of  the  New  York  Herald 
would  be  if  Mr.  Bennett  were  to  die  to-day.  I  was  in  Dav- 
enport, as  I  have  said,  and  a  rumor  went  about  the  street, 
the  Richardson  Brothers  have  bought  the  Chicago  Times! 
It  was  heard  with  open-mouthed  amazement.  What  did 
they  pay  for  it  was  sure  to  be  asked,  and  in  the  answer  was 
the' gist  of  the  story.  The  price  paid  was  five  cents.  Jen- 
ness  had  not  bought  the  plant  of  the  Times,  but  had  been 
seen  to  buy  a  copy  of  that  paper. 

I  often  wonder  to  what  extent  some  highly  respectable 
people  are  ignorant  of  certain  stories  about  them  that  have 
wide  currency  among  those  who  do  and  those  who  do  not 
know  them.  I  have  had  knowledge  of  or  some  acquain- 
tance with  numerous  persons  who  were  known  to  be  rich, 
or  appeared  well  to  do,  and  of  whom  their  intimates,  or  such 
as  assumed  that  relation  to  some  degree,  would  from  time 
to  time  assert  that  in  the  period  of  the  Civil  War,  this  per- 
son, associated  with  that  other,  had  early  knowledge  of  the 
government  intention  to  put  an  internal  revenue  tax  of  two 
dollars  a  gallon  on  whiskey,  and  thereupon  purchased  nu- 
merous barrels  at  the  then  current  price  of  about  eighteen 
cents  a  gallon,  and  thereby  made  a  thousand  per  cent  profit 
on  every  gallon  on  hand  before  the  tax  on  future  product 
would  go  into  effect.    The  first  time  I  heard  the  story  the 
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successful  speculator  was  a  gentleman  named  Holmes, 
whose  two  sons  married  the  two  most  beautiful  girls  I  had 
any  recollection  of  ever  having  seen. 

The  next  successful  operator,  as  the  story  came  to  me, 
was  that  Mr.  Tilton,  who  long  maintained,  at  Sanbornton 
Bridge,  N.  H.  (now  Tilton),  a  replica  of  the  Apollo  Belvi- 
dere,  held  in  place,  on  a  grassy  bank  near  the  railroad  track, 
by  a  strong  wire  securely  anchored  in  the  rear,  and  attached 
to  an  iron  staple  inserted  in  the  back  between  the  magnifi- 
cent shoulders  of  the  god-like  youth ;  and  also  maintained 
an  imitation  of  the  Arch  of  Titus — as  it  exists  in  Rome — 
which  sheltered  a  lion,  carved  in  granite,  all  standing  con- 
spicuous on  a  hilltop,  in  view  from  the  railway  station,  and 
reported,  by  the  proud  citizens,  as  Mr.  Tilton's  idea  of  giv- 
ing publicity  to  a  metaphysical  discovery  made  by  him  and 
thought  to  be  best  expressed  by  the  words  : 

PEACE   HATH   HER  VICTORIES   NO  LESS  RENOWNED  THAN   WAR. 

Next  I  had  the  story  that  Alfred  Cowles  of  the  Chicago 
Tribune  made  a  fortune  in  the  way  indicated  above.  Then 
that  Horace  White,  long  editor  of  the  Tribune,  and  later 
of  the  New  York  Evening  Post,  had  been  fortunate  enough 
to  do  this  very  thing,  and  finally  that  a  certain  rich  New 
Yorker,  originally  a  Cape  Cod  boy,  and  still  spending  his 
summers  near  its  sandy  shores,  once  known  as  the  able 
president  of  the  First  National  Bank  of  Chicago — Nicker- 
son  by  name — made  the  foundation  of  his  great  fortune  in  a 
whiskey  venture,  as  already  specified.  Then  some  one  who 
had  definite  knowledge,  or  said  he  had,  enlarged  upon  the 
story.  Said  White  was  clerk  of  the  Ways  and  Means  Com- 
mittee of  the  United  States  House  of  Representatives  when 
the  decision  was  arrived  at;  that  he  telegraphed  to  Cowles, 
Cowles  interviewed  Nickerson ;  so  while  one  furnished  the 
information,  another  supplied  the  capital,  and  the  other  was 
useful  enough  to  make  his  claim  respected  for  a  square 
divide — something  like  the  sequence  in  the  story  of  "The 
House  that  Jack  Built."  I  tell  the  story,  as  I  have  often 
heard  it,  without  any  knowledge  of  the  truth  or  whether 
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truth  is  in  it.  I  have  often  wondered  what  Mr.  Rockefeller 
and  Miss  Ida  Tarbell  would  think  of  the  transaction,  pro- 
vided it  took  place  at  all  as  outlined  here. 

There  have  been  frequent  references  to  an  early  resi- 
dence in  the  northern  county  of  the  Granite  State,  above 
the  White  Mountains,  the  sparsely  settled  Coos  County,  the 
cap  sheaf  of  New  Hampshire.  I  am  here  reminded  that  the 
Horace  White  above  mentioned  came  from  this  region,  and 
we  are  so  proud  of  the  fact  that  we  take  pains  to  mention 
it  whenever  occasion  occurs.  Major  Bundy,  so  long  the 
editor  of  the  New  York  Evening  Mail,  was  of  the  same 
origin.  So  also  was  Mr.  Charles  A.  Dana  of  the  New  York 
Sun;  Vice-President  Hobart,  later  of  New  Jersey ;  the  emi- 
nent Stilson  Hutchins,  now  of  Washington,  and  finally, 
that  Mr.  Henry  W.  Dennison,  for  a  quarter  of  a  century 
legal  adviser  to  the  Emperor  of  Japan.  Artemus  Ward,  the 
humorist — not  he  of  Sapolio  fame — as  well  as  the  writer  of 
these  lines,  were  not  so  fortunate  as  to  be  natives  of  "old 
Coos,"  but  we  were  both  of  us  doubtless  strengthened  and 
improved  by  an  early  residence  there.  It  was  not  Artemus 
Ward  that  originated  the  assertion  that  it  was  because  of  the 
statement  made  by  doctors  that  hot  water  increases  the  cir- 
culation that  made  the  practice,  in  country  newspaper 
offices  so  universal  of  keeping  an  iron  kettle,  half  filled  with 
it  always  on  the  top  of  the  stove  that  was  counted  on  to 
moderate  the  winter  temperature  wherever  such  offices  ex- 
isted. Ward  has  been  dead  nearly  fifty  years,  but  the  circu- 
lation joke  was  musty  a  generation  before  he  was  born. 

I  once  listened  to  an  instructor  who  enlarged  upon  the 
need  of  concentrating  the  mind  upon  the  matter  in  hand  and 
keeping  it  from  flying  off  in  this  direction  and  that,  to  the 
detriment  of  the  work  set  out  to  be  performed.  "If  you 
should  assign  yourself  the  task,"  said  he,  "of  writing  down 
all  the  facts  that  would  have  a  bearing  upon  the  origin,  his- 
tory and  final  disposition  of  the  old  log  school  house  where 
your  earliest  lessons  were  learned,  you  will  need  to  have  a 
care  that  you  do  not  get  sidetracked  by  leaving  the  house  for 
a  moment  to  wander  with  this  one  or  that  one  of  the  in- 
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mates  you  remember  to  have  met  there.  There  was  the 
studious  boy  whose  mind  was  always  on  his  books,  who  is 
now  the  president  of  a  university;  and  what  a  pretty  girl 
Lucetta  Gilbert  was,  and  what  an  ambitious  marriage  she 
made,  and  how  long  afterward  it  was  that  we  heard  of  her 
in  a  distant  place — poor,  deserted,  degraded,  friendless. 
Oh,  horrors !  I  cannot  bear  to  think !  The  subject  to  be 
considered  has  been  forgotten  and  you  are  traveling  over 
the  earth  with  Lucetta  who  was  not  at  all  the  object  to  be 
dealt  with." 

Notwithstanding  this  caution,  which  I  remember  so  well, 
I  have  not  been  able,  in  setting  down  these  recollections,  to 
avoid  now  and  then  forgetting  all  about  the  subject  chosen 
and  wandering  off  with  Lucetta  and  Bill  and  Jim,  and 
bringing  in  a  thousand  and  one  matters  that 

Have  nothing  to  do  with  the  case. 

I  am  getting  very  close  to  the  end,  however,  and  shall 
not  err  any  more.  Three  more  papers  will  complete  the 
allotment  of  fifty-two,  and  in  the  completion  of  these  the 
teacher's  charge  to  concentrate  the  thought  and  keep  the 
pen  from  wandering  shall  not  for  another  moment  be  for- 
gotten. 
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I  have  mentioned  that  my  start  as  an  advertising  agent 
came  from  exploiting  the  merits  of  the  country  weeklies  and 
the  dailies  in  the  smaller  cities,  and  that  before  me  the  Bos- 
ton Agency  of  Evans  &  Lincoln  had  gained  a  foothold  by 
directing  attention  to  the  excellence  of  a  neglected  medium, 
the  religious  papers.  Carlton  &  Smith  in  New  York, 
through  the  connection  of  Carlton's  father  with  the  Metho- 
dist Book  Concern,  had  their  energies  bent  in  the  same 
direction;  and  N.  W.  Ayer  &  Son  of  Philadelphia,  in  the 
beginning,  worked  in  the  same  vein;  as  did  also  E.  N. 
Freshman  &  Brother,  two  young  Hebrews  in  Cincinnati, 
who  developed  a  pretty  lively  agency  out  of  an  engage- 
ment to  canvass  for  a  few  Methodist  papers  in  that  city. 

A  new  advertising  agency  must  specially  represent 
something;  must  be  headquarters  for  something,  and  de- 
pend upon  that  special  representation  to  gain  a  hearing. 
These  are  days  of  specialization  even  more  than  in  the  past. 
Advertisers  are  not  looking  for  people  who  can  do  every- 
thing, they  are  more  interested  in  those  who  can  do  some 
one  thing  well  that  nobody  else  can  do  at  all.  When  the 
new  man  has  made  good  on  what  he  asserted,  there  is  often 
no  limit  to  the  extent  to  which  the  pleased  advertiser  will 
trust  him,  nor  to  the  endorsement  he  will  give  him  to  every 
acquaintance  who  may  be  on  the  lookout  for  some  one  to 
place  advertising  for  him. 

A  great  many  efforts  have  been  made  in  times  past  to 
define  what  constitutes  an  advertising  agent,  and  entitles 
him  to  recognition  as  such.  Publishers  and  agents  have 
discussed  the  subject  in  convention,  over  and  over,  but  no 
definite  conclusion  has  ever  been  arrived  at.  Some  have 
suggested  known  responsibility,  others  a  proved  capacity 
for  the  work ;  finally  it  seems  to  have  been  agreed  that  no 
more  than  two  things  are  necessary  and  these  are,  first,  that 
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the  claimant  for  recognition  should  assert  that  he  actually 
is  an  advertising  agent,  and,  second,  that  he  should  have  a 
printed  letterhead  with  the  address  of  an  alleged  office 
thereon  set  forth.  There  seems  to  be  a  wide  tendency, 
however,  on  the  part  of  newspaper  men  to  assume  that  the 
first  requirement  specified  is  enough  and  that  the  second  is 
asking  rather  too  much. 

One  of  the  prettiest  lines  of  business  I  have  ever  known 
to  be  in  the  hands  of  one  agent  was  controlled  many  years 
ago  by  John  Manning,  who  got  his  foothold  as  a  canvasser 
for  the  New  York  Tribune.  If  he  had  any  office  I  never 
knew  where  it  was.  For  his  correspondence  he  commonly 
used  the  stationery  of  his  clients.  He  doubtless  did  have 
a  billhead.  He  controlled  the  advertising  of  such  houses  as 
Tiffany  &  Co.,  Brewster  &  Co.,  the  carriage  makers ;  Robins, 
Appleton  &  Co.,  makers  of  the  Waltham  Watch,  and  nu- 
merous other  accounts  of  a  similar  high  grade,  and  did  a 
business  running  up  into  hundreds  of  thousands  annually. 
He  is  still  living  (1905),  but  has  long  disappeared  from  the 
scenes  of  his  former  activity.  Manning  used  to  assert  that 
there  is  much  in  the  sound  of  a  name ;  that  Tiffany  and  Del- 
monico  could  never  have  attained  the  height  of  popularity 
they  acquired  had  their  names  chanced  to  be  Murphy  and 
O'Donahoe  instead  of  what  they  were. 

Mr.  N.  W.  Ayer  was  never  much  known  among  adver- 
tising men.  He  had  been  a  school  teacher,  but  that  occupa- 
tion had  failed  him.  It  was  his  son,  Francis  Wayland 
Ayer,  a  handsome  red-cheeked,  dark-haired  youth  of  twenty 
years,  that  did  the  work  and  created  the  great  agency  of 
N.  W.  Ayer  &  Son,  the  greatest  institution  of  the  sort  that 
has  thus  far  come  into  being  in  any  part  of  the  world.  The 
Ayer  agency  is  the  only  one  I  have  ever  known  anything 
about  that  claims  to  have  had  capital  to  do  business  with  in 
the  beginning.  Mr.  F.  W.  Ayer  asserts,  and  I  think  truth- 
fully, that  he  and  his  father  had  $250  in  hand,  and  he  tells 
how  he  earned  it.  I  think  it  came  from  canvassing  for  ad- 
vertising for  the  list  of  papers  controlled  of  late  years  by 
the  Religious  Press  Association  of  Philadelphia. 
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With  the  probable  exceptions  of  John  Hooper  and  L.  F. 
Shattuck,  Mr.  F.  W.  Ayer  is  now,  and  has  long  been,  the 
richest  man  in  the  business.  It  is  quite  possible  that  there 
need  be  no  exceptions  made.  Of  late  years  he  seems  to  pay 
most  attention  to  the  Merchants'  National  Bank,  of  which 
he  is  president ;  and  which  has  increased  its  line  of  deposits 
since  he  took  hold  of  it  from  less  than  three  to  nearly  five 
times  as  many  millions.  He  is  an  indomitable  worker ; 
thinks  of  work  all  the  time,  eats  little,  drinks  nothing  but 
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water;  has  no  vices,  small  or  large,  unless  overwork  is  a 
vice ;  is  the  picture  of  health ;  and  I  sometimes  think  a  good 
deal  such  a  man  as  Oliver  Cromwell  would  have  been  had 
Oliver  been  permitted  to  become  an  advertising  agent. 

Mr.  Ayer  cannot  put  his  hand  to  anything  without  be- 
ing in  dead  earnest.  He  bought  a  farm  at  one  time,  as  a 
place  where  he  could  retreat  from  business  cares;  and  be- 
fore he  knew  it  was  running  a  profitable  milk  route  and  sell- 
ing butter  in  Philadelphia  at  a  higher  price  than  anybody 
else  could  get;  and  the  farm,  instead  of  proving  an  expen- 
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sive  toy,  as  it  pretty  uniformly  is  when  owned  by  a  busi- 
ness man  was,  almost  from  the  beginning,  adding  to  his 
wealth.  He  has  been  vastly  blessed  in  one  of  his  partners, 
Mr.  McKinney,  who  looks  older  than  his  senior,  although 
he  is  not  so.  Mr.  Ayer  is  fifty-seven  this  Year  of  Our 
Lord,  1905.  It  is  told  of  McKinney  that  in  his  youth  he 
attended  Eastman's  Business  College  at  Poughkeepsie ;  and 
said  to  the  principal  that  it  was  his  ambition  to  secure  the 
100  mark  on  every  point  of  excellence ;  was  told  that  it  was 
a  commendable  ambition,  but  would  indicate  a  degree  of 
merit  to  which  no  student  has  ever  yet  attained.  McKin- 
ney still  said  he  would  do  it,  and  my  informant  says  he  did 
do  it.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  inaccuracy  of  statement 
floating  around  among  human  beings,  but  Mr.  McKinney 
is  one  man  in  a  thousand,  and  I  would  believe  of  him  that 
what  man  has  done  he  could  do — still  the  college  principal 
said  no  man  had  done  it. 

It  was  the  success  of  Scribner's  Magazine,  afterwards 
transformed  into  the  Century,  that  first  gave  magazine  ad- 
vertising the  impetus  that  has  grown  to  be  so  great.  I  have 
stated  that  Harper's  was  established  for  the  deliberate  pur- 
pose of  advertising  the  books  that  were  published  by  the 
firm.  In  the  early  days  the  reading  matter  was  largely 
made  up  of  what  might  be  called  advance  notices  of  forth- 
coming publications.  Advertisements  from  outsiders  were 
declined,  and  an  offer  of  $18,000  a  year  for  the  last  page,  in 
the  early  seventies,  for  an  announcement  of  the  Howe  Sew- 
ing Machine,  did  not  tempt  the  managers  to  remove  from 
that  position  the  prospectus  that  told  on  what  terms  the 
Magazine,  the  Weekly,  the  Bazar  and  the  Round  Table 
could  be  had,  either  together  or  separately.  I  had  this  in- 
formation from  a  member  of  the  firm  of  whose  general 
truthfulness  I  never  had  any  doubt,  although  at  the  same  sit- 
ting I  heard  him  tell  another  man  about  the  peculiarities  of 
that  part  of  Long  Island  where  the  Harpers  originated,  and 
assure  him  that  ague  prevailed  there  to  such  an  extent  that 
all  his  ancestors  had  quinine  put  into  their  graves  to  keep 
the  corpses  from  shaking  the  sand  off. 

444 


Fiftieth    Paper 

The  original  firm  of  Carlton  &  Smith  changed  in  time  to 
W.  J.  Carlton,  and  Carlton  in  turn  was  succeeded  by  J. 
Walter  Thompson,  but  had  previously  enlarged  his  list  of 
religious  papers  and  become  the  first  agent  who  sought 
advertising  for  a  list  of  magazines.  It  is  Thompson,  more 
than  any  other  agent,  who  has  developed  the  magazine  field, 
and  he  has  found  his  profit  in  it,  too.  He  has  fully  deserved 
whatever  success  he  has  attained,  and  it  has  been  very 
great.     Conditions  are  vastly  different  now  from  what  they 


U.    K.    PETTINGILL. 


were  when  he  began.  John  Wanamaker  spends  more 
money  for  advertising  every  week  than  A.  T.  Stewart  ever 
did  in  a  year. 

If  I  should  attempt  to  enumerate  the  successful  adver- 
tising agents  of  to-day  I  should  doubtless  reveal  the  fact 
that  I  am  not  up  to  date  on  the  subject.  Now  and  then  I 
hear  of  some  agency,  with  the  sound  of  whose  name  my 
ear  is  wholly  unfamiliar,  but  which  is  said  to  place  more 
business  every  month  than  I  should  suppose  any  agent  ever 
attempted,  and  occasionally   I  find  that  the    story    I    had 
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thought  the  biggest  lie  came  wonderfully  near  to  absolute 
accuracy.  When  my  mind  attempts  to  deal  with  the  sub- 
ject of  names  of  agencies,  it  immediately  reverts  to  the 
days  of  Palmer,  and  Joy,  Coe  &  Co.  When  I  progress  as 
far  as  Scriven  and  Cook ;  Coburn  &  Co.  of  Chicago ;  L.  P. 
Fisher  of  San  Francisco ;  S.  H.  Parvin  of  Cincinnati ;  Pet- 
tengill  of  Boston  and  New  York;  John  Hooper  of  New 
York ;  Mather  &  Abbott ;  Abbott  &  Co. ;  Hudson  &  Menet, 
F.  J.  Fontaine,  J.  Viennot  &  Co.,  John  F.  Phillips,  Bates  & 
Locke,  all  of  New  York;  S.  R.  Niles,  Evans  &  Lincoln,  T. 
C.  Evans,  Horace  Dodd,  all  of  Boston ;  Coe,  Wetherell  & 
Smith  and  Coe,  Wetherell  &  Co.,  of  Philadelphia;  Griffin 
&  Hoffman  of  Baltimore;  E.  N.  Freshman  &  Brother  of 
Cincinnati ;  Sheffield  &  Stone  of  St.  Louis,  and  realize  that 
not  one  of  these  is  now  doing  business,  and  not  many  have  a 
representative  living  to-day,  I  realize  I  am  certainly  very 
much  behind  the  times. 

No  one  now  claims  to  be  the  successor  of  Palmer;  Mr. 
Aver  paid  something  for  the  right  to  call  himself  successor 
of  Coe,  Wetherell  &  Co.,  but  never  called  himself  so;  W. 
W.  Sharpe  of  New  York  has  the  right  to  say  he  succeeded 
to  Joy,  Coe  &  Co.,  but  does  not  say  so ;  and  if  he  did  few 
would  know  what  he  meant,  for  the  old  name  is  forgotten. 
The  Lyman  D.  Morse  agency  has  corraled  whatever  rem- 
nants there  are  of  the  once  great  business  of  S.  M.  Petten- 
gill  &  Co.  and  Bates  &  Locke,  while  U.  K.  Pettingill  in 
Boston  still  does  something  under  the  old  name,  shortened 
by  the  omission  of  the  initials,  and  with  the  "i"  in  the  mid- 
dle instead  of  the  "e ;"  and  he,  too,  I  think,  owns  the  right 
to  call  himself  successor  to  S.  R.  Niles,  whose  agency  was 
undoubtedly  the  successor  to  that  of  Palmer,  in  Boston,  and 
was  always  one  of  the  most  conservative,  most  profitable 
and  most  satisfactory  to  owner,  patron  and  publisher  of  any 
that  ever  existed.  Niles  was  a  square  man  and  the  soul  of 
honor. 

The  Freshmans  disappeared  from  the  advertising  field 
and  left  no  successor.  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  run  across 
one  of  the  brothers  in  Southern  California  five  years  ago, 
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and  was  pleased  to  learn  that  he  was  president  of  a  railroad. 
Few  persons  are  aware  that  Mr.  N.  M.  Sheffield,  the  New 
York  special  agent — who  is  never  seen  without  an  um- 
brella— of  whom  nothing  is  ever  said  that  is  not  a  nice 
thing,  was  once  the  senior  member  of  the  St.  Louis  adver- 
tising agency  of  Sheffield  &  Stone.  While  it  was  in  the 
field,  there  have  been  few  more  lively  competitors  than  they 
were  for  such  business  as  was  going. 

Out  of  a  list  of  over  two  hundred  names  furnished  in 
the  early  part  of  1904  by  Chas.  H.  Taylor,  Jr.,  of  the  Boston 


N.     M.    SHEFFIELD. 

Globe,  then  president  of  the  American  Newspaper  Pub- 
lishers' Association,  I  can  enumerate  fifty  of  which  I  have 
some  personal  knowledge.  Naturally  they  are  mostly  made 
up  of  the  oldest  firms,  although  there  may  be  exceptions 
arising  from  circumstance  of  our  being  thrown  together 
through  the  accident  of  business  or  social  association.  In 
this  list  will  doubtless  be  found  the  leaders  of  the  business 
at  the  present  time,  although  I  am  not  prepared  to  assert 
that  it  does  not  contain  names  of  much  less  importance  than 
numerous  others  that  are  omitted: 
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Edwin  Alden,  Cincinnati. 

A.  A.  Anderson,  New  York. 

Arnold  Advertising  Agency,   Philadelphia. 

N.  W.  Ayer  &  Son,  Philadelphia. 

J.  W.  Barber,  Boston. 

George  Batten  &  Co.,  New  York. 

Calkins  &  Holden,  New  York. 

Nelson  Chesman  &  Co.,  St.  Louis. 

Danielson  &  Son,  Providence. 

Dauchy  &  Co.,  New  York 

Stanley  Day,  Newmarket,  N.  J. 

E.  B.  Dillingham,  Hartford,  Conn. 

E.  N.  Erickson  Advg.  Agency,  New  York 

Albert  Frank  &  Co.,  New  York. 

Geo.  Ethridge  Co.,  New  York. 

Charles  H.  Fuller,  Chicago. 

W.  N.  Gates  &  Co.,  Cleveland. 

J.  J.  Gibbons,  Toronto. 

Ben  B.  Hampton  Co.,  New  York. 

William  Hicks,  New  York. 

W.  H.  H.  Hull  &  Co.,  New  York. 

H.  B.  Humphrey  Co.,  Boston. 

H.  I.  Ireland,  Philadelphia. 

H.  W.  Kastor  &  Sons,  St.  Louis. 

Kaufman  Advertising  Agency,  New  York. 

Long-Critchfield   Corporation,   Chicago. 

Lord  &  Thomas,  Chicago. 

A.  McKim  &  Co.,  Montreal. 

Mahin  Advertising  Co.,  Chicago. 

Converse  D.  Marsh,  New  York. 

Chas.  Meyen  &  Co.,  New  York. 

Lyman  D.  Morse  Advg.  Agency,  New  York. 

O'Flaherty  &  Co.,  New  York. 

Pettingill  &  Co.,  Boston. 

Geo.  G.  Powning,  New  Haven,  Conn. 

Frank  Presbrey  &  Co.,  New  York. 

Proctor  &  Collier  Co.,  Cincinnati. 

E.  P.  Remington,  Pittsburg. 

T.  P.  Roberts,  Chicago. 

Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.,  New  York. 

Geo.  M.  Savage,  Detroit. 

Frank  Seaman,  New  York. 

W.  W.  Sharpe  &  Co.,  New  York. 

C.  E.  Sherin  Co.,  New  York. 

J.  L.  Stack,  Chicago. 

M.  Lee  Starke,  New  York. 

J.  P.  Storm,  New  York. 

J.  Walter  Thompson  Co.,  New  York. 

M.  Volkmann  Advg.  Agency,  New  York. 

James  T.  Wetherald,  Boston. 

Wood,  Putnam  &  Wood,  Boston. 
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At  the  time  of  my  first  recollection  of  Chicago  as  an  ad- 
vertising field  one  Charles  H.  Scriven  had  it  all  to  himself. 
This  was  in  1865.  He  was  a  capable  man  I  have  always 
heard.  The  only  time  I  ever  saw  him  was  at  a  sort  of  free 
lunch  reception  given  by  H.  T.  Helmbold  in  his  Broadway 
store  near  the  old  Metropolitan  Hotel  in  New  York  City. 
Mr.  Scriven  did  not  live  very  long  after.  If  he  has  been  as 
happy  since  as  he  appeared  to  be  at  the  time  I  refer  to  he 


CARLOS    A.    COOK. 

has  no  kick  coming  against  the  fate  that  is  his. 

The  next  agency  to  get  a  foothold  in  Chicago  was  that 
established  about  the  year  1865  by  Carlos  A.  Cook,  who  had 
associated  with  him  at  various  times  E.  A.  Carr,  C.  E.  Co- 
burn,  E.  B.  Mack  and  A.  H.  Taylor ;  Carr,  Coburn  &  Mack 
having  interests  in  the  Chicago  office,  while  Taylor  had  the 
management  of  a  Cincinnati  branch,  established  later, 
where  he  divided  the  patronage  with  honest  old  S.  H.  Par- 
vin,  of  whom  it  may  be  said  that  no  agent  ever  deserved 
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better  of  the  newspapers  than  he  did.  An  old  associate  and 
friend  of  Mr.  Cook's  has  furnished  the  following  historical 
data  concerning  him : 

Carlos  Allen  Cook  was  born  June  23,  1828,  in  the  town  of  Preston, 
New  London  County,  Connecticut. 

His  years  up  to  young  manhood  were  spent  on  his  father's  farm, 
and  in  his  father's  woolen  factory. 

Leaving  these  employments,  he  went  to  Lowell,  Mass.,  and 
learned  to  be  a  druggist  in  the  drug  store  .of  Dr.  J.  C.  Ayer. 

Then  followed  some  years  in  travel,  selling  goods  in  the  provinces 
and  States,  and  finally  he  had  a  drug  store  in"  Rock  Island,  Illinois. 

In  1859  he  was  in  the  sewing  machine  business  in  Chicago,  and  in 
1862,  he,  in  partnership  with  a  relative,  had  a  brewery  in  Peoria,  111. 

In  1863  he  secured  the  agency  of  Dr.  Roback's  Bitters,  and  com- 
ing back  to  Chicago,  made  his  headquarters  with  the  wholesale  drug 
house  of  Fuller,  Finch  &  Fuller,  and  in  addition  to  selling  bitters 
started  an  advertising  agency  under  the  name  of  C.  A.  Cook.  There 
was  but  one  other  advertising  agency  in  Chicago  at  this  time,  that  of 
C.  H.  Scriven.  Mr.  Scriven  died  very  soon,  thus  leaving  Mr.  Cook 
the  only  advertising  agent  in  Chicago. 

Later  E.  A.  Carr  was  admitted  as  a  partner,  and  the  firm  became 
Cook,  Carr  &  Co. 

On  Mr.  Carr's  leaving  the  business  Mr.  C.  E.  Coburn  became  a 
partner  and  the  firm  was  then  Cook,  Coburn  &  Co.  This  was  in 
1864.  Mr.  Coburn  remained  in  the  business  ten  years  and,  on  his 
retiring,  the  firm  was  again  called  C.  A.  Cook  &  Co.,  and  so  con- 
tinued until  Mr.  Cook  went  out  of  the  business  in  1886  or  about  that 
date.     Mr.  Cook  had  no  partner  after  Mr.  Coburn  left  the  firm. 

A  branch  house  was  established  in  Cincinnati  in  1866  under  the 
firm  name  of  Cook,  Coburn  &  Taylor,  Mr.  A.  H.  Taylor  becoming 
a  partner,  but  this  branch  agency  was  discontinued  in  1871. 

Mr.  C.  A.  Cook  died  at  his  home  in  Chicago,  September  27, 
1898.  Mr.  C.  E.  Coburn  is  still — in  1905 — in  Chicago  engaged  in  the 
insurance  business. 

Mr.  A.  H.  Taylor  is  also  in  Chicago  in  the  advertising  business, 
being  employed  in  the  agency  conducted  by  Theodore  P.  Roberts, 
who  places  most  of  the  Sears,  Roebuck  &  Co.  advertising. 

Mr.  Cook's  family  are  all  gone  from  Chicago  except  a  son.  It 
was  of  this  young  man  that  Mr.  Cook  used  to  tell  that  as  a  boy  he 
developed  artistic  tendencies  and,  thinking  perhaps  he  should  be 
given  an  education  on  the  line  of  his  tastes,  sought  advice  from  a 
friend  thought  competent  to  give  it  and  who,  after  listening  to  all 
the  pros  and  cons,  volunteered  the  information  that  if  the  boy  with 
such  tastes  was  his  own  he  would  put  some  bricks  in  the  seat  of  his 
trousers  and  let  him  sit  down  in  the  lake. 

The  firm  of  C.  A.  Cook  &  Co.  was  unfortunate  at  the  end  of  its 
career.  The  cause  of  its  decline  was  the  advertising  of  Lawrence 
&  Martin  "Tolu  Rock  and  Rye."  When  that  firm  failed  they  owed 
C.  A.  Cook  &  Co.  $69,000,  entirely  unsecured.     After  discontinuing 
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as  much  advertising  as  possible  the  net  loss  was  $47,500,  and  not  a 
cent  of  it  was  ever  paid.  This  was  more  than  Mr.  Cook  could  stand, 
and,  after  adjusting  matters  as  far  as  possible,  an  effort  was  made 
to  continue  business  with  but  indifferent  success;  the  agency  made 
no  money  and  younger  men  coming  into  the  field  and  new  ideas 
coming  up  the  struggle  was  a  hard  one,  and  finally  Mr.  Cook  ceased 
to  be  an  advertising  agent. 

Mr.  Richard  S.  Thain,  the  present  editor  of  Agricultural 
Advertising,  had  a  pretty  close  connection  with  Chicago 
agency  matters  in  the  late  sixties  and  early  seventies.  Pre- 
vious to  its  sale  to  Lord  &  Thomas,  Mr.  Thain  was  editor 
of  Mahin's  Magazine.  He  took  up  the  advertising  busi- 
ness in  1868  and  has  been  at  it  pretty  steadily  since.  There 
are  not  many  now  in  the  business  who  have  been  engaged 
in  it  longer  than  he. 

In  a  recent  communication,  Mr.  Thain  writes : 

In  1868  I  was  advertising  manager  of  Western  Rural,  published 
in  Chicago,  and  during  that  year  the  firm  of  Sharp  &  Thain  was  or- 
ganized. We  remained  together  in  business  until  1871.  The  firm 
was  dissolved  after  the  Chicago  fire.  We  did  quite  an  extensive 
business — especially  with  religious  papers.  We  purchased  one  col- 
umn from  The  Interior,  Advance,  Northwestern  Christian  Advocate, 
New  Covenant,  and  the  Episcopal  paper  that  was  published  here. 
We  usually  kept  from  three  to  five  columns  filled  with  good  adver- 
tisements. At  that  time,  Field,  Leiter  &  Company  (now  Marshall 
Field  &  Company)  advertised  extensively  in  these  publications,  and 
it  was  my  pleasure  to  meet  Mr.  Field  nearly  every  Saturday  after- 
noon at  1.30  o'clock  and  get  his  copy  for  the  following  week.  Be- 
fore the  Chicago  fire,  Mr.  Field  wrote  his  own  advertisements,  and 
he  certainly  knew  how  to  write  good  ads — i.  e.,  judging  by  the  stand- 
ard of  the  times.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  chatting  with  him  not  long 
ago  regarding  the  old  days  of  advertising,  and  find  that  he  takes 
quite  a  lively  personal  interest  in  advertising  at  the  present  time. 

George  W.  Sharp,  my  old  partner,  was  an  Englishman  of  the  pure 
John  Bull  breed.  He  used  to  keep  me  busy  fixing  up  his  quarrels 
with  publishers.  I  got  rather  tired  of  this  and  when  the  Chicago 
fire  occurred  I  thought  it  a  very  opportune  time  to  dissolve  the  part- 
nership. I  happened  to  be  in  New  York  City  at  this  time,  getting 
advertisements  for  the  Elgin  Almanac,  October,  1871.  Sharp  & 
Thain  were  handling  the  advertising  of  the  Elgin  Watch  Company, 
and  they  issued  an  Almanac  to  be  handed  out  by  the  various  jewelers 
throughout  the  United  States.  The  issue  was  one  million  copies. 
We  placed  over  $20,000  worth  of  advertising  in  the  Almanac.  The 
plates  were  ready,  but  were  burned  up  in  the  great  fire,  and  when  I 
went  back  to  New  York  I  made  a  contract  with  James  W.  Sutton, 
of  the  Aldine  Press,  to  get  out  the  Almanac. 

After  the  dissolution  of  Sharp  &  Thain,  I  went  into  business  for 
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a  short  time  with  Wm.  H.  Fitch,  of  New  York,  who  was  at  that 
time  advertising  manager  of  American  Agriculturist.  The  firm  name 
was  Fitch  &  Thain.  In  1872  I  came  back  to  Chicago,  when  the  firm 
of  Thain  &  Paine  was  organized.  Inside  of  a  year  I  bought  out 
Mr.  Paine's  interest  and  merged  the  agency  with  the  firm  of  Chand- 
ler, Lord  &  Company.  Mr.  H.  H.  Chandler  is  now  the  publisher  of 
Farmers'  Review  of  this  city ; '  and  Mr.  D.  M.  Lord  was  head  of  the 
firm  of  Lord  &  Thomas  for  a  number  of  years  up  to  the  time  of  his 
retirement  from  the  business  two  years  ago.  I  sold  out  my  interest 
in  the  firm  of  Chandler,  Lord  &  Company  about  ten  months  before 
they  failed,  and  after  the  organization  of  the  firm  of  Lord  &  Thomas 
I  went  to  work  for  them  in  1882  and  was  with  them  for  seven  years, 
occupying  the  position  of  what  they  termed  their  "right-hand"  man. 

In  1889  I  left  their  employ  and  was  the  first  Special  Representa- 
tive in  Chicago.  My  list  of  publications  composed  the  Ladies'  Home 
Journal,  Christian  Herald,  the  Frank  Leslie  publications,  Golden 
Rule,  and  I  was  also  advertising  manager  of  Advance,  Living  Church, 
and  Union  Signal  of  Chicago. 

In  1893,  having  invested  in  unimproved  real  estate  in  a  manu- 
facturing district  of  Chicago,  I  sold  out  my  special  representative 
business  to  two  of  my  employees  and  gave  my  time  to  the  real  estate 
business.  My  experience  cost  me  about  $15,000,  and  at  the  end  of 
about  twelve  months  I  concluded  that  the  advertising  business  was 
good  enough  for  me  and  I  went  back  into  the  game  again.  I  am 
pleased  to  say,  however,  that  I  did  not  lose  all  of  the  money  which 
I  had  made  in  the  advertising  business.  During  my  connection  in 
this  business,  dating  from  1868  to  the  present  time,  I  have  always 
been  able  to  pay  one  hundred  cents  on  the  dollar. 

I  believe  there  is  a  better  chance  in  the  advertising  business  to-day 
than  there  ever  was  for  a  young  man  who  is  willing  to  learn  the 
business  and  play  the  game  square. 

The  firm  of  Louis  Lloyd  &  Co.  also  conducted  a  consid- 
erable business  in  Chicago,  but  finally  the  great  Agencies 
of  Lord  &  Thomas  and  C.  H.  Fuller  grew  up  and  over- 
shadowed all  others.  Furthermore,  the  advertising  busi- 
ness underwent  a  revolution  to  such  an  extent  that  while, 
forty  or  thirty  years  ago,  scarcely  five  per  cent  of  the  so- 
called  foreign  advertising,  that  is  advertising  that  was  not 
local,  emanated  from  points  west  of  New  York  and  Phila- 
delphia, to-day  forty-five  per  cent  of  all  such  advertising 
comes  from  west  of  Buffalo.  At  the  time  of  the  retirement 
of  Mr.  Daniel  M.  Lord,  late  of  Lord  &  Thomas,  he  was  the 
only  living  example  of  an  advertising  agent  who  had  quit 
the  business  with  a  competence.  Horace  Dodd,  who  was  mv 
first  partner  in  Boston,  and  who  was  succeeded  by  J.  W. 
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Barber,  is  still  living  and  has  not,  probably,  any  occasion  to 
complain  of  being  oppressed  by  either  poverty  or  riches. 
Those  who  note  Mr.  Lord's  smiling  countenance  are  in- 
clined to  believe  that  the  alleged  competence  with  which  he 
is  credited  is  something  more  than  a  moderate  one. 

When  Nelson  Chesman  commenced  business  in  St. 
Louis  I  was  his  partner.  The  firm  name  was  Rowell  & 
Chesman.  When  I  proposed  withdrawing,  Nelson  believed 
the  credit  of  the  concern  would  receive  a  heavy  blow.  I 
told  him  he  would  never  notice  a  shade  of  difference,  and 
the   result   showed   I   was   right.     When   a  newspaper  has 
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once  got  an  account  opened  it  requires  something  equiva- 
lent to  an  act  of  God  to  induce  it  to  shut  off  the  channel 
through  which  a  golden  stream  may  possibly  flow  in,  and 
out  of  which — most  of  them  think — nothing  can  escape  that 
costs  the  publisher  anything. 

With  one  exception,  no  advertising  agency  has  ever  be- 
come prominent  while  doing  business  in  a  city  of  much  less 
than  half  a  million  inhabitants.  The  exception  was.  Mr. 
H.  P.  Hubbard,  of  New  Haven,  who  first  exploited  Lydia 
Pinkham  and  her  compound.  He  managed  many  cam- 
paigns that  were  successful  and,  led  on  by  prosperity,  finally 
took  risks  that  resulted  in  his  eventual  collapse.     He  pub- 
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lished  a  Newspaper  Directory  which  the  New  York  Trib- 
une considered  much  better  than  mine;  and  said  so,  in  its 
editorial  columns.  Editors  are  uniformly  truthful  and  im- 
partial.    That's  what  makes  the  calling  so  elevating. 

At  one  time,  when  my  interest  in  the  advertising  busi- 
ness was  most  active,  we  had  a  pretty  lively  competitor  in 
a  neighboring  agency  conducted  under  the  name  of  Hudson 
&  Menet.  They  were  weak  financially,  and  one  day  when 
passing  their  office  I  saw  a  sign  of  theirs  being  elevated 
to  a  higher  position  on  the  building  they  occupied,  and, 
with  that  desire  to  be  funny  that  has  often  got  me  into 
hot  water,  I  wrote  a  paragraph  for  the  Newspaper  Re- 
porter— the  Printers'  Ink  of  that  day — which  said,  "Last 
week  there  was  a  sign  of  Hudson  &  Menet's  going  up." 
Newspaper  men  read  the  paper  and  took  alarm.  Bills 
poured  in  on  the  unfortunate  concern,  and  before  another 
week  I  had  a  libel  suit  on  my  hands.  It  never  came  to  trial, 
for  before  it  was  reached  the  concern  had  failed ;  but  my 
lawyer  exacted  a  $500  fee  for  his  services  in  my  behalf  and 
I  realized  then,  and  have  often  thought  since,  that  it  was 
more  than  such  a  poor  joke  was  worth. 

In  concluding  what  I  have  to  say  about  conducting  an 
advertising  agency  I  may  make  mention  of  the  fact  that  it 
is  one  of  the  easiest  sorts  of  business  in  which  a  man  may 
cheat  and  defraud  a  client  without  danger  of  discovery; 
and  also  note  that  no  agent  who  was  not  superior  to  this 
temptation  has  ever  been  permanently  successful.  The 
high  reputation  for  honor  and  probity  uniformly  enjoyed 
by  those  who  have  been  most  conspicuous  in  the  business 
has  been  gained  by  strict  integrity — a  determination  to  se- 
cure a  fair  deal  for  every  patron. 
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In  the  year  1900  I  was  led  to  secure  a  country  home  that 
should  be  within  such  easy  reach  of  the  office  as  would  make 
it  possible  to  go  and  come  daily,  should  that  seem  desirable. 
Influenced  by  an  advertisement  in  the  Evening  Post  I  went 
one  day  in  early  spring  to  look  at  a  place,  of  some  historic 
interest,  that  was  announced  to  be  for  sale.  The  day  was 
sunshiny,  the  buds  were  bursting  into  leaf ;  a  little  brook  so 
glistened  in  the  sun  that  I  was  impressed  that  this  was  the 
very  spot  I  had  in  mind  and  that  no  other  one  would  do ; 
and  it  came  about  that  I  bought  it,  and  went  there  to  live. 
It  was  in  a  community  of  millionaires,  and  I  was  not  a 
millionaire.  I  found  that  I  minded  the  twenty  odd  miles 
travel,  between  house  and  office,  more  than  I  should  have 
done  when  I  was  younger ;  and  on  the  whole  my  new  pos- 
session proved  so  much  of  an  establishment,  and  cost  so 
much  to  keep  going,  that  there  never  seemed  to  be  any 
money  left  over  for  excursions,  travel,  amusements  or  chari- 
ties. If  we  could  afford  to  have  this,  and  half  a  dozen  other 
places,  and  to  shut  them  all  up  and  go  away  when  we  liked, 
this  would  be  delightful,  but  to  live  here  day  in  and  day  out, 
to  the  end  of  life,  was  a  prospect  with  too  much  monotony 
in  it  for  perfection.  It  was  eventually  decided  that  we  must 
part  with  our  acquisition,  and  as  it  was  an  advertisement 
that  had  directed  my  attention  to  it  I  depended  on  another 
to  bring  me  a  buyer,  and  with  this  in  mind,  I  prepared  a 
description  to  be  used  to  tell  the  story  to  interested  inquir- 
ers. I  reprint  the  wording  of  the  leaflet  here,  partly  as  a 
specimen  of  an  effective  real  estate  advertisement  of  my 
own  construction,  and  partly  because  the  place  advertised 
did  for  several  years  absorb  a  pretty  large  proportion  of  my 
thoughts  and  interests, 
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WILLOW  BROOK. 


"On  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  in  a  beautiful  country." — 
Washington  Irving? s  Life  and  Letters,  Putnam,  Vol.  IV,  p. 
407. 

Ten  acres  is  the  answer  usually  given  to  the  inquiry  as  to  the 
area  of  Willow  Brook.  It  is  not,  in  fact,  quite  so  much;  but  it  is 
more  than  nine  and  a  half,  and  round  figures  make  a  shorter  story. 

The  place  is  bounded  on  the  south  by  Sunnyside  Lane,  on  the 
west  by  a  private  road  from  the  lane  to  extensive  acres  composing 
the  former  home  of  a  one-time  famous  New  York  merchant,  Moses 
H.  Grinnell;  but  more  recently  known  as  the  Banker  place.  This 
private  road  separates  Willow  Brook  from  historic  Sunnyside,  the 
home  of  Washington  Irving,  which  reaches  down  to  the  Hudson 
River.  The  Banker  place  forms  the  northern  boundary,  the  eastern 
side  is  marked  by  the  Croton  Aqueduct,  separating  it  from  Shadow 
Brook,  the  beautiful  residence  of  Mr.  Henry  Graves,  Jr.,  which  fills 
out  the  space  to  Broadway,  as  the  high  road  between  New  York  and 
Albany  is  known  throughout  its  length. 

All  the  places  mentioned  were  once  parts  of  a  farm  owned  and 
occupied  by  Oscar,  an  older  brother  of  Washington  Irving,  and  the 
Willow  Brook  house  was  the  home  of  Oscar  before  Sunnyside  came 
into  being. 

"I  am  more  and  more  in  the  notion  of  having  that  little 
cottage  below  Oscar's  house." — Extract  from  a  letter  written 
by  Washington  Irving  to  his  sister  in  November,  1832.  Life 
and  Letters,  Putnam,   Vol.  Ill,  p.  30. 

"You  have  been  told,  no  doubt,  of  a  purchase  I  have  made 
of  ten  acres,  lying  at  the  foot  of  Oscar's  farm,  on  the  river 
bank.  It  is  a  beautiful  spot,  capable  of  being  made  a  little 
paradise." — Life  and  Letters,  Putnam,   Vol.  Ill,  p.  75. 

It  was  at  Willow  Brook  that  Washington  Irving  lived  while  his 
house  was  building,  and  here  he  liked  to  come  in  his  latest  days,  to 
eat  a  Sunday  dinner  with  his  nearest  neighbor,  in  the  old  familiar 
dining-room,  as  is  well  remembered  by  a  son,  still  resident  of  Irv- 
ington,  then  a  youth  not  yet  in  his  teens. 

Something  more  than  fifty  years  ago  Edward  S.  Jaffray  acquired 
the  Oscar  Irving  place  and  made  of  it  a  summer  home.  It  was  from 
the  Hudson  at  the  foot  of  Sunnyside  Lane  that  Mr.  Jaffray  em- 
barked and  disembarked  for  daily  trips  to  and  from  New  York 
upon  his  steam  yacht,  being  the  first  to  set  the  fashion  that  after- 
wards became  quite  general  among  wealthy  residents  along  the 
river's  banks.  It  was  in  the  middle  of  the  last  century  that,  by  Mr. 
Jaffray's  order,  a  landscape  gardener  marked  out  the  sites  where 
pretty  little  groups  of  luxurious  foliage  have  stood  and  grown,  until 
now  the  separate  bunches  of  Spruce,  Larch  and  Lindens  are  some- 
thing to  make  glad  a  lover  of  trees ;  and  single  specimens  of  Sugar 
Maple,  Tulip  and  Linden  elicit  admiring  exclamations.  A  Copper 
Beech  has  a  girth  of  nearly  eight  feet,  two  Cucumber  trees  (Magno- 
lias) are  of  almost  equal  girth;  there  is  one  graceful  specimen  of 
the  Kentucky  Coffee  tree ;  and,  by  the  brook  side  and  vicinity,  Black 
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Walnut  and  Butternut  trees  furnish  food  for  a  colony  of  squirrels 
that  seem  ever  happy  and  prosperous.  There  are  also  notable  Catal- 
pas,  Red  Maples  and  numerous  symmetrical  Horse  Chestnuts.  Prob- 
ably the  number  of  trees  on  the  Willow  Brook  estate  is  not  fewer 
than  six  hundred,  and  chiefest  among  them  is  an  English  Cherry, 
still  bearing  good  fruit,  that  measures  more  than  sixteen  feet  in  cir- 
cumference, at  the  point  just  below  where  its  branches  spread.  This 
tree  must  have  been  planted  at  a  date  preceding  the  American  Revo- 
lution by  many  years,  and  to  the  same  period  may  probably  be  as- 
cribed the  tall  Box  borders  that  still  divide  the  old-fashioned  garden 
into  parallelograms,  although  lapse  of  years  and  winter  frosts  have 
made  sad  gaps  in  their  once  solid  walls  of  miniature  foliage. 

Those  who  care  for  such  things  note  that  a  Wistaria  vine,  that 
covers  the  branches  of  several  tall  trees  over-arching  a  roadway, 
has  a  circumference  of  more  than  two  feet  at  a  considerable  distance 
from  the  ground,  and  a  wild  grape  as  long,  and  probably  older, 
serves  as  a  hand-rail  for  a  log  bridge  across  the  brook  and  ascends 
a  great  Ash  tree  at  an  apparently  impossible  distance  from  its  root 
stock. 

A  note  recently  taken  of  the  size  of  some  of  the  larger  trees,  at 
the  point  within  seven  feet  from  the  ground  where  the  girth  of  the 
bole  was  smallest,  revealed  circumference  as  follows : 

Tulip    167  inches.  Cucumber    79  inches. 

English  Cherry   ...    159  "  Sycamore    78  " 

Elm   129  "  Linden     74  " 

Sugar  Maple  .....*.    114  "  White    Pine 71  " 

Black  Walnut    ....   113  "  Butternut    62  " 

Catalpa   106  "  White   Ash 55  " 

Willow     99  "  Honey   Locust 51  " 

Chestnut    99  "  Sweet     Birch 51  " 

Horse  Chestnut  ...     95  "  Dogwood    32  " 

Norway  Spruce  ...     91  "  Wistaria   Vine 26  " 

Copper  Beech 85  "  Wild     Grape 19  " 

These  do  not  exhaust  the  list,  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  a 
spot  that,  in  sunshiny  October  days,  so  fully  exhibits  the  variety  and 
gorgeous  beauty  of  American  autumn  foliage. 

The  brook,  with  the  log  bridge  mentioned,  and  with  other  bridges 
at  other  points,  has  given  the  names  to  Willow  Brook  and  Shadow 
Brook  and  is  the  principal  ornament  of  Sunnyside,  at  which  place 
it  loses  itself  in  the  great  river.  The  banks  of  the  Hudson  being 
hills  of  considerable  magnitude,  the  little  streams  that  come  down 
abound  in  pretty  cascades.  The  one  now  spoken  of  flows  by  Sunny- 
side  Lane  through  the  entire  width  of  the  Willow  Brook  estate, 
and  a  more  clean,  flowery  and  attractive  wooded  ravine  might  not 
be  easily  discovered,  nor  could  one  who  loves  seclusion  ask  for  a 
more  effective  screen  than  its  foliage  affords  from  the  eyes  of 
passers-by.  The  brook  has  no  dead  water.  Sometimes  it  is  a  tor- 
rent, but  the  rim  of  the  ravine  is  ten  times  higher  than  the  highest 
flood;  and  in  severest  summer  drought  there  is  still  a  crystal  stream 
over  the  little  rock-formed  cascades  that  vary  in  fall  from  half  a 
dozen  inches  to  a  large  number  of  feet.    In  springtime  great  patches 
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of  blue  violets  hide  the  grass  from  sight  by  this  brookside,  and  later 
the  gray  Stone  Crop,  the  blue-eyed  Gill-over-the-Ground  and  the 
so-called  Yellow  Strawberry  furnish  masses  of  pleasing  color  tnat 
give  a  charm  to  the  ravine. 

When  Willow  Brook  changed  hands  about  four  years  ago,  for 
the  only  time  in  sixty  years,  the  architect  told  the  buyer  he  could 
build  a  new  house  for  less  money  than  it  would  cost  to  put  the  old 
one  in  as  good  condition  as  would  be  demanded.  The  answer  was 
an  expression  of  doubt  about  being  brave  enough  to  construct  a  new 
one  on  a  plan  that  would  be  as  pleasing  and  satisfactory  as  the  old. 
At  a  later  day,  when  the  new  possessor  visited  the  just  completed 
house  of  a  friend,  erected  at  barely  half  the  cost  of  the  repairs  at 
Willow  Brook,  the  thought  that  the  architect  had  been  right  obtruded 
itself;  but  after  mature  deliberation,  the  conclusion  was  arrived  at 
that  the  new  house  would  not  have  been  as  satisfactory.  Two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  feet  of  a  ten-foot  piazza  seems  a  good  deal,  but  it  is 
an  invigorating  reflection,  when  taking  a  constitutional  walk  in  its 
glass-enclosed  space  on  a  winter  day,  that  ten  times  around  and  ten 
times  back  make  a  mile. 

A  hall  twelve  feet  wide,  on  every  floor,  extending  the  full  width 
of  the  house,  seems  to  furnish  space  for  breath ;  and  if  two  are  en- 
gaged in  an  interesting  conversation  it  is  a  comfort  to  walk  up  the 
wide  stairway,  side  by  side.  A  drawing-room  20x35,  a  dining-room 
18x35,  a  library  of  a  similar  size,  with  five  windows  facing  the  South 
and  West,  all  have  advantages  in  their  way.  Five  bath-rooms,  with 
additional  water-closets  and  wash-hand  rooms,  may  not  be  needed 
every  hour,  but  they  give  a  feeling  of  satisfaction  to  guests  that 
makes  them  willing  to  come  again.  "I  have  never  visited  at  nor 
been  in  a  house  where  every  room  in  it  is  as  nice  as  it  is  here,  and 
where  I  am  so  uniformly  comfortable,"  was  the  comment  of  a  visitor 
whose  city  house  is  worth  a  fortune  and  who  Las  expended  a  quarter 
of  a  million  in  making  a  country  place  just  what  he  would  like  to 
have  it. 

That  the  servants'  rooms  are  by  themselves,  separate  and  apart 
from  the  rest  of  the  house  though  conveniently  approached,  is  not 
found  a  disadvantage ;  and,  although  small  and  compact,  the  fact 
that  each  may  have  a  separate  room,  a  hanging  closet,  .neat  and  tidy, 
with  bath  and  water-closet  close  at  hand,  may  possibly  do  something 
to  explain  why  servants  who  occupy  them  like  to  stay,  like  to  show 
them  to  their  friends  and,  if  they  have  gone  away,  seem  rather  anx- 
ious to  come  back. 

Although  the  house  is  lighted  by  electricity  it  is  found  that  hav- 
ing a  gas  machine  is  at  times  a  convenience  and  a  reliance;  for  the 
gas  range  in  the  kitchen  can  be  turned  off  when  not  in  use,  and  when 
in  use,  in  place  of  the  coal  range,  it  promotes  coolness  in  summer  and 
tends  to  make  the  cook  good-natured  and  contented;  and  then  the 
gas  log  in  a  bed-room  on  a  frosty  October  morning,  before  the  fur- 
nace is  at  work,  is  about  as  much  of  a  comfort  as  it  is  to  be  able 
to  get  along  without  candles  at  the  infrequent  times  when  the  wires 
are  witched,  and,  for  an  hour  perhaps,  neither  the  electric  light  nor 
the  telephone  service  is  doing  duty. 
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Many  persons  have  remarked  the  beauty  of  the  Colonial  mantels 
that  surmount  the  fireplaces  in  drawing-room,  dining-room  and  li- 
brary, and  speak  of  the  prodigality  of  the  three-foot  sticks  that  make 
such  attractive  back  logs.  It  seems  almost  like  economy,  however., 
to  be  able  to  burn  the  occasional  tree  that  wind  or  age  destroys  and 
the  fact  that  more  of  this  sort  of  fuel  is  produced  yearly  than  the 
fire-places  will  consume,  is  a  circumstance  that  has  weight  in  ex- 
plaining why  Willow  Brook  is  even  more  attractive  as  a  winter  home 
than  it  is  in  summer.  With  a  book,  a  cigar  and  an  open  fire  in  the 
library  of  a  winter  evening,  a  cold  wind  howling  outside,  tends  to 
make  one  contented  and  happy.  Possibly  the  fire-places  would  not 
seem  so  all  sufficing  were  not  the  temperature  of  halls  and  corners 
helped  out  by  the  soothing  influence  of  the  most  efficient  Lord  & 
Burnham  double  boiler  hot  water  system,  that,  ensconced  in  the 
cellar  and  burning  anthracite,  gives  the  Willow  Brook  house  as  even 
a  temperature  as  its  owner  has  ever  found  in  a  home. 

Those  who  see  the  stables  at  Willow  Brook  for  the  first  time  are 
led  to  expect  great  things  in  the  way  of  horses,  for  there  are  stalls 
for  more  than  a  dozen ;  but  the  surplus  room  does  not  embarrass  the 
coachman,  who  has  only  a  modest  pair  in  his  charge,  and  as  for  too 
much  room  in  a  carriage  house,  no  one  has  ever  heard  of  such  a 
thing.  It  is  surprising,  too,  how  handy  this  extra  room  is  found  to 
be  for  storing  hay,  straw,  wood,  boxes,  barrels  and  what  not ;  and  so 
long  as  the  roofs  are  kept  painted,  it  costs  nothing  to  keep  up  build- 
ings that  are  better  and  larger  than  actual  needs  demand.  The  great 
stable  yard  with  its  substantial  stone  walls  on  sides  where  buildings 
are  not,  and  the  cleanly  coating  of  blue  stone,  is  always  an  attractive 
spot. 

The  water  supply  at  Willow  Brook  is  that  of  the  town  of  Tarry- 
town,  and  is  ample  and  excellent;  but,  inasmuch  as  those  who  have 
a  superior  thing  are  bound  to  use  it,  the  occupants  of  Willow  Brook 
avail  themselves  largely  of  a  notable  spring  that  in  severest  drought 
never  flows  less  than  twenty  gallons  to  the  minute  of  a  delicious 
table  water.  The  Sunnyside  place  has  a  sister  spring  of  which  Wash- 
ington Irving  speaks  lovingly  in  the  first  chapter  of  "Wolfert's 
Roost."  He  called  his  place  Wolfert's  Roost  before  the  prettier 
one  of  Sunnyside  recommended  itself  to  him.     He  says : 

"Each  stream  that  flows  down  from  the  hills  of  the  Hud- 
son had  its  petty  sachem  who  had  his  seat  of  government  at 
its  mouth.  The  chieftain  who  ruled  here  was  not  merely  a 
great  warrior,  but  a  medicine  man  or  prophet  or  conjurer, 
for  they  all  mean  the  same  thing  in  Indian  parlance.  Of  his 
wizard  powers  we  have  a  token  in  the  spring  which  wells  up 
at  the  foot  of  the  bank  which,  it  is  said,  was  gifted  by  him 
with  rejuvenating  powers,  something  like  the  renowned  Foun- 
tain of  Youth  in  the  Floridas,  so  anxiously  sought_  after  by 
the  veteran  Ponce  de  Leon.  This  story,  however,  is  contra- 
dicted by  an  old  Dutch  matter-of-fact  tradition  which  declared 
that  the  spring  was  smuggled  over  from  Holland  in  a  churn 
by  the  wife  of  one  of  the  first  settlers,  and  that  she  took  it 
up  by  night,  unknown  to  her  husband,  from  beside  their  farm 
house,  near  Rotterdam,  being  sure  she  would  find  no  water 
equal  to  it  in  the  new  country — and  she  was  right." — Wol- 
fert's Roost,   Putnam,    1864,   p.    10. 

In  connection  with  water  there  comes  always  the  less  attractive 
subject  of  sewage.     Imperfect  sewage  is  the  bane  of  many  a  country 
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place,  and  in  times  past  Willow  Brook  has  not  escaped  the  need  of 
creating  and  caring  for  adequate  cesspools;  but  that  has  happily 
been  done  away  with  since  the  corporations  of  Tarrytown  and  Irv- 
ington  have  constructed  an  efficient  sewer  down  from  Sunnyside 
Lane,  carrying  to  the  Hudson  River,  down  an  incline  of  possibly 
two  hundred  feet,  every  bit  of  waste  and  fluid  filth  from  house, 
stable  or  gardener's  cottage.  This  is  a  matter  of  enormous  import- 
ance, but  one  often  lost  sight  of  by  those  who  seek  a  country  home. 
Everybody  knows  that  where  the  drainage  is  perfect  there  are  no 
mosquitoes.    There  are  no  mosquitoes  at  Willow  Brook. 

One  of  the  most  charming  features  about  Willow  Brook  is  the 
great  number  of  birds.  To  look  out  on  the  lawn  and  count  fifty 
Robins  is  not  an  experience  difficult  to  compass.  No  bird  beside  the 
Robin  is  more  persistent  in  his  visits  than  the  Wood  Thrush ;  and, 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  he  is  even  the  more  domesticated  of  the  two. 
He  builds  his  nest  so  low  down  that  it  may  be  looked  into,  and  is 
not  worried  by  the  proximity  of  humans  who  come  near  in  pur- 
suance of  work  or  play.  The  first  morning  his  musical  note  an- 
nounces his  arrival  is  a  joyous  event  in  spring.  Then  there  is  the 
Wren,  smallest  of  the  feathered  visitors  excepting  the  Humming 
Bird,  but  what  a  song  he  has.  It  is  perhaps  the  sparkling  of  tha 
brook  that  secures  his  presence,  for  scarcely  any  other  bird  is  so 
attracted  by  running  water;  but  when  a  box  with  a  hole  in  it  is 
mounted  on  the  piazza  cornice,  he  loses  little  time  in  making  a  home 
of  it;  and  how  he  will  strain  his  throat  with  song  as  he  swings  on 
a  string  that  controls  the  piazza  awnings.  It  is  pleasant  to  put  out 
pieces  of  twine  and  thread  or  yarns  in  the  hope  that  the  Oriole  will 
use  them  for  his  hanging  nest,  and,  if  a  great  bunch  of  Maple  con- 
cludes to  die  this  year,  there  is  a  possibility  that  a  Yellow  Winged 
Flicker  will  find  its  wood  soft  enough  next  spring  to  permit  him  to 
hollow  it  out  and  raise  a  family  in  the  space  he  excavates.  The 
Song  Sparrow  seems  to  find  a  good  perching  place  in  the  pear  tree, 
and  pours  out  his  soul  in  the  sunshine ;  and  in  winter  the  Nut  Hatch 
walks  head  downward  on  the  trees  and  lets  it  be  known  that  he  is 
alive  by  a  note  that,  to  state  it  mildly,  is  much  too  big  for  him.  The 
Scarlet  Tanager,  if  it  does  not  come  often,  is  conspicuous  while  he 
is  in  sight,  and  little  Red  Starts  actually  appear  in  dozens  now  and 
then.  These  small  visitors,  always  cheerful  and  always  young,  do 
not  add  taxable  value  to  real  estate,  but  the  place  where  they  are  is 
worth  ever  so  much  more  than  the  other  one  where  they  are  not. 
Although  plentiful  on  Broadway,  the  English  Sparrow  does  not 
come  to  Willow  Brook.  He  likes  city  life  or  village  society,  and 
Willow  Brook,  although  scarcely  an  hour  from  Wall  Street,  is  too 
much  like  the  Adirondacks  to  suit  his  taste.  And  yet  the  butcher, 
the  baker,  the  candlestick  maker  come  almost  too  often,  and  even 
respond  promptly  to  a  hurry  order  by  telephone  for  an  item  for- 
gotten in  the  morning. 

The  architect  who  overhauled  the  house  not  long  ago,  as  a  cir- 
cumstance having  a  bearing  on  the  fact  that  the  expenses  had  ex- 
ceeded double  his  estimate,  mentioned  that  the  plumbing  was  abso- 
lutely new  and  the  most  expensive  he  had  ever  been  permitted  to 
put  into  a  house,  and  that  the  heating  apparatus  had  cost  more  than 
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the  entire  outlay  sometimes  appropriated  to  construct  a  very  con- 
siderable country  home.  As  both  appeared  to  be  of  good  quality  and 
to  accomplish  the  work  expected,  the  explanation  was  thought 
plausible  if  not  satisfactory. 

When  it  was  noted  that  the  roads  and  paths  generally  escaped 
damage  from  washouts  so  common  after  a  storm  in  towns  along  the 
Hudson,  the  contractor  who  put  them  in  order,  a  few  years  ago,  ex- 
plained that  the  paved  gutters  were  of  themselves  pretty  good  and 
durable  but  were  underdrained  with  pipes  of  sufficient  size  to  carry 
off  the  overflow  at  numerous  taps  and  that,  under  such  conditions, 
no  serious  washouts  could  take  place,  and  with  a  light  dressing  of 
blue  stone  now  and  then,  the  roads  ought  to  be  permanent  and 
enduring. 

The  view  of  the  Tappan  Zee,  over  the  trees  of  Sunnyside,  is 
pretty  and  looks  better  from  the  windows  of  the  upper  rooms.  That 
towering  structure  to  the  North,  just  beyond  the' Banker  place,  is 
Lyndhurst,  the  home  of  Miss  Helen  Gould,  of  whom  it  may  be  said 
that  Irvington  has  no  citizen  so  much  beloved. 

Irvington  is  23  miles  from  New  York,  and  the  fastest  Hudson 
River  trains  consume  40  minutes  in  reaching  it.  To  climb  the  main 
street,  going  north  on  Broadway,  taking  Sunnyside  Lane  (the  first 
turning  to  the  West)  uses  up  15  minutes  more  before  Willow  Brook 
is  reached.  The  distance  from  the  station  must  be  fully  a  mile,  but 
people  who  like  short  cuts,  find  satisfaction  in  a  walk  down  Sunny- 
side Lane  to  the  railroad  track.  It  was  by  this  route  that  Washing- 
ton Irving  frequently  returned  to  Sunnyside  after  visits  to  the 
metropolis,  walking  the  few  hundred  yards  of  cinder  path  that  inter- 
vened between  his  loved  retreat  and  the  railroad  station,  the  name 
of  which  had,  in  1845,  been  changed  from  Dearman  to  Irvington. 

"Yesterday  I  alighted  at  the  station  within  ten  minutes' 
walk  of  home.  The  walk  was  along  the  railroad,  in  full  sight 
of  the  house." — Irving's  Life  and  Letters,  Putnam,  Vol.  IV, 
P-  135- 

To  those  who  love  the  country  and  the  life  out  of  doors,  Willow 
Brook  exhibits  many  scenes  of  enchantment.  In  the  days  of  spring 
the  ever-recurring  miracle  of  swelling  buds  and  opening  leaves;  the 
dotted  veils  of  the  spice  bush ;  the  white  sprays  of  the  Dogwood ;  tne 
great  masses  of  crimson  that  envelop  the  Maple  and  the  delicately 
gorgeous  beauty  of  the  Wistaria ;  all  of  these  equaled,  if  not  excelled, 
some  winter  mornings,  when  every  twig  may  be  surmounted  by  a 
lacework  of  snow,  or  encased  in  glittering  ice,  brilliant  in  the  early 
sunrise  to  a  degree  that  is  beyond  belief. 

For  a  summer  home  it  is  all  that  need  be  desired ;  but  in  winter, 
to  quote  quaint  Izaak  Walton,  it  is  "too  good  for  any  but  a  very 
honest  man." 

Any  one  who  has  taken  the  pains  to  read  the  entire 
specimen  of  a  real  estate  advertisement,  constructed  by  the 
writer — if  there  be  any  such — may  be  further  interested  in 
knowing  that  the  story  was  so  effective — or  that  chance  so 
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ordered — that  the  very  first  man  who  ever  saw  and  read  the 
leaflet  became  the  purchaser  of  the  place.  It  should  be  still 
more  interesting  to  be  assured  that  the  new  owner  is 
widely  known  as  precisely  the  sort  of  man  indicated  in  the 
last  paragraph — that  the  place  is  not  too  good  for. 
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It  has  been  made  plain  in  the  papers  that  have  preceded 
this  concluding  one  that  the  time  when  I  pursued  the  busi- 
ness with  so  much  attention  as  to  exclude  all  thought  of 
other  things  was  limited  to  the  first  six  years  of  the  exist- 
ence of  the  Advertising  Agency,  which  I  had  established  in 
1865.  In  1871  the  practice  of  taking  a  four  months'  vaca- 
tion out  of  every  year  was  begun  and  there  was  rarely  any 
variation  from  it,  and  if  any  such  occurred  it  seemed  cer- 
tain to  be  in  the  way  of  adding  to  rather  than  curtailing  the 
period  of  relaxation. 

After  twenty  years  of  this  I  realized  that  I  dominated 
the  business  without  giving  it  the  personal  attention  neces- 
sary to  insure  its  success.  We  published  Rowell's  Ameri- 
can Newspaper  Directory,  and  that  made  work  in  the  office 
that  was  different  and  separate  from  the  ordinary  business 
of  conducting  an  advertising  agency.  We  were  issuing 
Printers'  Ink,  a  weekly  paper  devoted,  it  is  true,  to  the  in- 
terests of  advertisers,  but  involving  work  that  was  outside 
the  regular  lines  of  an  advertising  agency.  We  had  estab- 
lished a  patent  medicine — a  trademark — a  proprietary  arti- 
cle— that  would  need  to  be  advertised,  and  to  that  extent 
were  getting  away  from  the  legitimate  business  of  an  adver- 
tising agency,  which  is  to  place  advertisements  for  clients 
— not  for  itself. 

We  had  with  us  several  men  whose  terms  of  service  had 
extended  over  periods  of  from  ten  to  twenty  years — more 
or  iess — and  each  of  these  had  ideas  as  to  the  way  an  adver- 
tising agency  ought  to  be  conducted ;  that  were  more  or  less 
at  variance  from  the  methods  that  prevailed  with  us.  These 
men  were  Mr.  E.  D.  Wayre,  the  bookkeeper;  Mr.  B.  L. 
Crans,  the  collector  and  outside  man ;  Mr.  E.  F.  Draper,  the 
estimate  clerk;  Mr.  B.  F.  Newton,  whose  term  of  service 
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had  been  longer  than  that  of  any  other  employee,  and  who 
was  the  best  letter  writer  and  correspondent  for  conducting 
negotiations  with  newspapers  that  we  had  ever  had  in  our 
employ.  Lastly,  there  was  Mr.  F.  C.  Ringer,  whose  term 
of  service  had  possibly  been  shorter  than  that  of  any  of  the 
others,  whose  general  usefulness  in  the  office  had  not  al- 
ways seemed  to  be  up  to  the  average  of  any  of  the  others, 
and  yet,  on  account  of  a  certain  aptitude  he  displayed  in 
sketching  out  and  emphasizing  the  points  of  an  advertise- 
ment, and  perhaps  more  than  all,  because  for  a  year  or  more 
he  had  been  kept  at  work  in  a  position  that  brought  him  and 
me  into  almost  hourly  conferences,  he  seemed  to  be  the  one 
most  likely  to  be  able  to  organize  and  carry  out  the  scheme 
I  began  to  have  in  mind  of  disposing  of  the  business  to  se- 
lected employees,  incorporating  it,  thereby  avoiding  per- 
sonal liability,  and  making  it  possible  to  have  the  conduct 
of  affairs  managed  on  the  different  lines  that  were  from 
time  to  time  brought  before  me  by  these  employees,  or  some 
of  them,  as  the  methods  that  were  up  to  date  and  ought  to 
supersede  ours  that  had  become  obsolete  and  somewhat 
down  at  the  heel. 

It  was  to  Mr.  Ringer,  therefore,  that  I  eventually — in 
the  year  1892 — made  the  proposal  by  letter,  naming  the  men 
whom  he  might  or  might  not  associate  with  him.  He  imme- 
diately discussed  the  matter  with  Mr.  Draper.  Both  were 
enthusiastic  about  the  prospects — thought  it  the  opportun- 
ity of  their  lives.  They  were  agreed  that  Mr.  Newton  was 
needed  in  the  combination,  as  office  man  and  executive,  but 
that  it  would  be  a  pity  to  divide  the  pie  into  too  many  pieces, 
and  consequently,  Mr.  Wayre  and  Mr.  Crans  ought  not  to 
be  invited  to  join  the  new  arrangement,  but  might  remain 
on  the  salaries  being  received  at  the  time.  In  the  confer- 
ences that  ensued  Mr.  Draper  promptly  rose  to  the  position 
of  apparent  leader,  although  Mr.  Ringer  appeared  to  have 
as  much  real  influence  in  determining  a  course,  while  Mr. 
Newton,  saying  little,  not  anxious  to  be  in  any  way  promi- 
nent, seemed  always  to  have  a  good  reason  for  everything 
he  proposed,  and  his  good  sense  was  much  deferred  to. 
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No  one  of  the  three  had  any  capital.  It  has  scarcely 
ever  been  my  fortune  to  be  associated  with  anybody  in  a 
business  way  who  brought  any  capital  into  an  enterprise  at 
its  inception.  We  fixed  the  capital  of  the  corporation  at 
$50,000.  Ringer,  Draper  and  Newton  were  assigned  $8,000 
each,  and  to  each  1  loaned  $8,000  in  cash,  holding  their 
stock  certificates  as  collateral  for  the  loan,  which  was  to  bear 
interest  at  six  per  cent.  I  kept  $8,000  of  the  stock  myself, 
and  put  in  that  amount  of  money,  and  was  elected  president 
of  the  corporation  at  a  nominal  salary  of  $600  a  year.  Mr. 
Kent  took  $8,000  of  the  stock,  paying  cash  for  it,  and  was 
made  vice-president,  he  also  drawing  a  nominal  salary  of 
$600.  This  left  $10,000  of  stock  in  the  treasury,  but  it  was 
promptly  taken  by  a  Wall  Street  man  who  knew  about  it, 
had  the  money  to  spare,  and  thought  the  opportunity  too 
good  to  let  slip.  It  perhaps  has  at  no  place  been  made  plain 
that  at  some  time  previous  to  this  I  had  acquired  the  inter- 
ests of  my  two  partners,  Mr.  Kent  and  Mr.  Moses,  but  such 
was  the  fact,  and  at  the  commencement  of  the  negotiations 
I  was  sole  owner  of  the  business  and  all  its  belongings. 

The  -stockholders,  now  having  $50,000  on  hand,  paid 
over  to  me  the  entire  sum  in  consideration  of  the  purchase 
of  the  good  will  of  the  business,  the  office  furniture  and  the 
right  to  use  the  name.  They  began  with  such  orders  as 
came  to  them  the  opening  day,  with  no  money  of  their  own 
in  hand,  but  with  an  agreement  on  my  part  that  in  case  of 
need  I  would  advance  them  whatever  was  required  up  to 
$10,000  for  a  period  of  two  years. 

I  tell  the  story  in  detail.  It  may  interest  some  other 
younger  men  to  whom  a  chance  may  come  some  day  as  it 
had  to  these. 

The  new  managers  worked  cheerfully,  with  good  heart ; 
did  things  their  own  way,  and  it  was  not  a  bad  way. 
Neither  Kent  nor  I  interfered  We  were  there  to  give  ad- 
vice, if  it  was  asked,  but  volunteered  none.  Kent  and  I  oc- 
cupied the  office  with  them.  He  edited  the  Directory — 
which  remained  my  property— receiving  an  agreed  upon 
compensation  for  the  service.    Printers'  Ink  was  managed 
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in  the  same  office,  but  the  corporation  had  no  interest  in  the 
paper  nor  the  book. 

The  three  new  managers  of  the  Advertising  Agency 
soon  found  the  salaries  they  had  been  receiving  scarcely 
adequate  to  the  new  dignity  belonging  to  their  positions  as 
principals,  and  the  probable  earnings  appearing  to  justify 
these  were  advanced  about  sixty  per  cent.  At  the  end  of  a 
year  there  had  been  a  profit,  but  it  was  not  a  large  one.  It 
sufficed  to  pay  a  dividend  to  the  stockholders  that  was  at 
least  enough  to  pay  the  interest  on  the  notes  I  held.  The 
second  year  showed  something  better,  but  the  dividend  was 
not  increased,  because  it  was  thought  a  surplus  fund  would 
be  a  convenient  thing  to  have.  Another  year,  and  another, 
and  another,  and  things  were  better.  The  dividends  had 
been  sufficient  to  pay  the  interest  on  the  notes,  to  pay  the 
notes  themselves,  and  the  Wall  Street  man  had  six  per  cent 
interest  on  his  investment,  had  received  his  investment  back 
again,  had  a  fifty  per  cent  surplus  on  it  in  the  shape  of  an 
extra  dividend — and  even  a  little  more. 

The  business  under  new  methods  had  grown.  In  the 
beginning  there  had  been  a  multitude  of  small  orders.  In 
the  old  days  straggling  orders  for  small  amount  of  adver- 
tising would  count  up  a  thousand  dollars  a  day  for  a  sum- 
mer month,  and  three-quarters  of  it  would  consist  of  com- 
missions from  schools  and  summer  resorts,  each  affording 
a  moderate  percentage  of  profit.  The  name  of  the  concern 
appeared  to  be  known  everywhere.  Every  new  man  who 
thought  of  doing  a  little  advertising  was  certain  to  come  to 
us  first.  Whenever  an  advertising  agent  tried  to  explain 
the  nature  of  his  not  very  widely  understood  calling,  if  he 
made  a  success  of  it,  he  would  commonly  be  greeted,  toward 
the  end  of  his  explanation,  with  the  query — something  like 
Rowell's  !     Isn't  it  ? 

The  younger  men  secured  larger  orders.  They  paid  bet- 
ter. Smaller  customers  received  less  attention  than  for- 
merly, and  when  they  dropped  off  were  neither  missed  nor 
mourned.  Expenses  increased.  Attention  to  business  di- 
minished.   There  came  a  time  when  there  was  a  scarcity  of 
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large  orders  and  the  small  ones  did  not  return.  Expenses 
still  increased  and  business  not  being  brisk  there  was  more 
leisure.  In  all  business  it  is  found  that  the  less  a  man  has 
to  do  the  greater  income  he  requires.  The  old  method  of 
paying  to-day  the  bill  that  came  in  to-day  for  payment  was 
less  stringently  adhered  to.  Dividends  ceased.  One  day  it 
was  made  to  appear  that  there  were  unpaid  bills  in  the  office 
amounting  to  a  good  deal  more  than  half  as  much  as  had 
been  paid  to  me  for  the  name  and  good  will ;  and  an  exam- 
ination of  the  books  showed  that  the  amounts  due  to  pub- 
lishers exceeded  the  total  due  from  advertising  patrons. 

I  had  arranged  the  corporation  to  relieve  myself  of  re- 
sponsibility. I  was  not  personally  responsible  to  its  credit- 
ors, but  the  name  of  the  corporation  was  my  name — The 
Geo.  P.  Rowell  Advertising  Company.  I  would  have  pre- 
ferred to  have  the  affairs  wound  up  and  wipe  my  hands  of 
a  business  that  for  thirty  years  I  had  taken  pride  in ;  but 
this  meant  leaving  newspaper  publishers,  who  had  trusted  to 
the  name,  to  lose  a  good  many  thousand  dollars,  and  the 
concern  to  end  in  bankruptcy.  The  managers  could  see  the 
situation  and  were  aghast ;  but  no  remedy  was  in  sight.  The 
conclusion  was  soon  arrived  at  that  I  should  take  up  the 
burden  again.  The  corporation  met,  agreed  to  sell  its  assets 
to  me  for  one  dollar,  I  agreeing  to  assume  all  obligations. 
This  wiped  out  the  stockholders.  Two  of  the  three  man- 
agers went  elsewhere,  one  remained.  The  Wall  Street  man 
submitted  to  the  cancelling  of  his  stock  without  a  murmur. 
He  had  often  come  out  worse — and  rarely  better;  had  had 
his  money  back,  had  interest  on  it,  and  a  fifty  per  cent  bonus, 
and  a  trifle  over  beside.  There  was  no  kick  coming  from 
him.  One  of  the  managers  was  not  quite  satisfied  with  the 
condition  that  confronted  him,  but  there  did  not  appear  to 

be  any  remedy. 

Mr.  Kent,  whose  stock  was  wiped  out,  thought  the  ar- 
rangement a  mighty  good  one  for  me.  The  belief  was  not 
expressed  in  a  complaining  spirit,  but  in  good  faith.  He 
had  a  son,  engaged  in  the  business,  who  liked  it.  Kent  had 
ample  capital  for  the  purpose.     I  had  no  son  and  was  five 
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years  his  senior.  "Suppoing  the  arrangement  to  be,  as  you 
say,  a  mighty  good  one  for  me,"  said  I  to  him,  "it  would  be 
equally  so  for  you,  and  you  have  a  son  to  go  with  you.  The 
thing  to  make  everybody  happy,  is  for  you  to  step  into  my 
place.  Then  the  business  will  be  yours  absolutely."  For 
as  much  as  an  hour  I  believe  he  thought  he  would  do  it ; 
but  he  is  a  cautious  man,  and  after  walking  around  a  block 
half  a  dozen  times  he  determined  that  he  would  not  risk  a 
certain  competence  for  a  responsibility  that  might  bring 
large  earnings,  but  would  entail  responsibilities,  which  he 
would  thereafter  carry  without  me  to  share  them  with  him ; 
and  the  negotiations  resulted  in  his  severing  a  connection 
with  me  that  had  lasted  for  more  than  thirty  years.  No 
one  can  know  how  much  I  missed  his  always  cheerful  greet- 
ing, his  always  patient  listening  to  any  plan  I  had  to  pro- 
pose. He  was  a  restful  partner  for  a  man  to  have — always 
faithful  in  his  attention  to  affairs,  always  outspoken  with  his 
opinion,  and,  if  overruled  and  the  thing  turned  out  badly, 
was  never  the  man  to  say,  "I  told  you  so !"  but  if,  on  the 
other  hand — as  was  sometimes  the  case — the  thing  turned 
out  wel^  it  seemed  to  be  his  pleasure  to  recognize  the  fact, 
admit  that  he  had  not  thought  well  of  the  plan  in  the  be- 
ginning, and  to  say  how  glad  he  was  that  the  better  way  had 
prevailed. 

After  the  change  the  bills  were  paid  in  full,  and  every 
day  thereafter  as  in  former  years,  but  never  again  was  I 
able  to  take  the  old-time  interest  in  the  business,  and  it  was 
not  prosperous  in  any  very  large  way.  There  is  a  homely 
proverb  that  says : 

He  who  by  the  plough  would  thrive, 
Himself  must  either  hold  or  drive. 

I  was  more  interested  in  the  Directory,  in  Printers'  Ink,  in 
the  Ripans  Chemical  Company,  in  going  fishing,  and  in 
travel  than  in  the  Advertising  Agency.  It  was  during  the 
year  1897  that  two  of  the  men  who  had  been  with  me  longest 
retired  from  the  office.  They  were  capable,  but  remiss  in 
some  matters.    I  once  heard  of  a  firm  of  wholesale  grocers 
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in  Louisville  that  dissolved,  to  the  surprise  of  everybody, 
and  it  was  not  everybody  who  saw  the  logic  of  the  explana- 
tion given  by  the  senior  partner  for  the  retirement  of  the 
junior.  He  said  he  did  not  think  a  good  business  man 
should  spend  the  whole  day  selling  champagne  at  $2.50  a 
bottle  and  the  whole  night  in  buying  it  back  at  $5  a  bottle. 

Mr.  Kent,  who  had  been  thirty  years  with  me,  always 
working  with  a  faithful  assiduity  that  was  beyond  praise, 
had  also  retired  with  a  moderate  and  well-earned  compe- 
tence, and  was  spending  most  of  his  days  with  his  family, 
or  in  the  garden  of  his  Long  Island  residence  or  with  the 
books  in  his  library  where  he  was  always  happy. 

Again  I  was  alone  in  the  conduct  of  the  business,  but  not 
carrying  it  on  with  anything  like  the  vim  and  energy  of 
former  years.  There  seemed  to  be  a  vast  difference  in  the 
ambition  of  fifty-nine  as  compared  with  that  at  twenty-nine. 
I  relied  mainly  upon  subordinates — more  or  less  well  in- 
structed ;  was  interested  in  other  matters  more  or  less  dis- 
connected with  the  business ;  still  made  an  effort  to  keep  up 
the  old-time  vacation  system  of  four  months'  absence  out  of 
every  year;  and  to  some  extent,  doubtless,  the  business  suf- 
fered for  want  of  a  head.  Finally,  in  the  autumn  of  1903, 
it  was  practically  turned  over  to  the  management  of  two 
gentlemen  in  the  early  thirties,  Mr.  W.  F.  Hamblin  and  Mr. 
F.  W.  Tully. 

Mr.  Hamblin  had  for  some  years  been  business  manager 
of  the  New  Haven,  Conn.,  Register,  and  Mr.  Tully  for  a 
considerable  time  advertising  manager  for  the  model,  grow- 
ing Boston  department  store  of  William  Filene's  Sons.  Both 
men  had  been  earnest  students  of  advertising,  had  had  a 
training  in  it  from  their  boyhood's  early  years ;  both  were 
hard  workers,  men  of  pleasing  address ;  both  of  the  best 
possible  age,  a  little  over  thirty.  Although  I  remained  a 
general  partner  and  favored  them  with  sage  old-fashioned 
counsel,  when  they  asked  for  it,  I  was  even  less  active  in 
the  management  of  the  agency  than  I  had  been  before,  and 
fully  realized  that  I  should  never  again  resume  anything 
of  the  old-time  interest.    On  the  31st  of  August,  1905,  my 
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connection  with  the  firm  ceased  absolutely.  The  business 
was  reincorporated,  without  counting  me  as  a  director  or 
stockholder,  and  its  offices  were  removed  from  No.  10  to 
No.  12  Spruce  street.  The  old  offices  at  No.  10  with  their 
five  thousand  square  feet  of  floor  space  have  since  been 
leased,  for  a  term  of  years,  by  the  F.  Wesel  Manufacturing 
Company  of  Brooklyn,  who  are  so  well  known  to  newspaper 
men  as  dealers  in  about  everything  in  the  implement  way 
that  printers  have  to  spend  money  for. 

If  in  years  to  come  the  business  of  the  Advertising 
Agency  expands  far  beyond  any  state  of  prosperity  it  has 
ever  known  the  credit  will  not  be  mine.  Conditions  are 
changing  and  only  young  men  can  be  expected  to  keep  up 
with  the  times.  I  have  passed  the  age  of  ambitious  initia- 
tive and  reached  the  reminiscent  stage,  a  period  which  I 
fully  realize  is  like  that  wherein  a  happy  couple  celebrates 
a  golden  wedding,  and  every  one  present  knows  that  not 
very  long  after  a  funeral  is  inevitable. 

My  life  has  contained  few  incidents  that  seemed  to  me 
so  wonderful  as  the  beautiful  banquet  given  in  my  honor 
in  the  Astor  Gallery  of  the  Waldorf-Astoria,  on  the  evening 
of  Tuesday,  October  31,  1905,  to  commemorate  my  retire- 
ment from  the  business  of  conducting  an  advertising  agency. 
That  so  many  as  one  hundred  and  sixty-two  gentlemen  from 
various  sections  of  the  country  could  be  induced  to  come 
together  and  pay  ten  dollars  a-piece  for  the  privilege  of 
dining  with  me  seemed  almost  too  Wonderful  to  be  true. 
When  Mr.  Frank  Presbrey,  president  of  the  Sphinx  Club, 
that  important  association  of  advertising  men  that  had  once 
honored  me  with  the  office  he  now  holds,  addressed  to  me 
the  sentences  that  follow,  I  could  not  feel  otherwise  than 
honored  to  a  high  degree. 

Addressing  the  guest  of  the  evening,  Mr.  Presbrey 
said: 

It  has  been  your  privilege,  Mr.  Rowell,  to  observe  from  your 
important  position  on  the  field  the  transition  of  advertising  from  a 
chaotic,  unsystematic  attempt  at  publicity  to  an  established  business 
in  which  many  of  the  best  trained  and  most  intelligent  minds  of  the 
country  are  engaged.    You  have   seen  a  mighty  commercial  battle 
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waged  for  the  supremacy  of  the  markets  of  the  world.  You  have 
seen  the  weekly  papers  which,  in  your  early  career,  were  the  infantry 
on  the  firing  line,  fall  back  to  make  room  at  the  front  for  the  cavalry 
brigade  of  dailies,  and  you  have  seen  the  batteries  of  the  magazine 
wheel  into  line  and  come  into  action  with  their  heavy  guns,  whose 
reverberations  are  heard  around  the  globe.  It  has  been  your  priv- 
ilege, sir,  to  witness  and  bear  an  honored  and  notable  part  in  the 
greatest  commercial  battle  ever  known — that  of  conquering  the  mar- 
kets of  the  world  by  the  well-directed  fire  of  publicity  through  the 
Gatling  guns  of  the  newspapers  and  the  more  ponderous  long-dis- 
tance guns  of  the  magazines.  I  feel  that  I  am  within  the  lines  of 
truth  when  I  say  to  you,  sir,  that  wherever  and  whenever  the  his- 
tory of  this  battle  is  written  the  name  of  George  P.  Rowell  will  be 
written  down  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  the  field  marshals  who  stood 
the  heat  and  turmoil  of  the  conflict.  Now  that  you  have  withdrawn 
from  active  participation  in  the  advertising  business  and  enlisted  in 
the  ranks  of  retirement,  let  me  assure  you,  sir,  that  you  carry  with 
you  the  good  wishes,  the  admiration  and  the  respect  of  every  one 
gathered  here  to-night,  and  of  each  one  of  your  hosts  of  friends 
from  one  end  to  the  other  of  this  broad  land. 

If  I  could  call  up  from  this  board,  by  telephone,  every  daily  news- 
paper office  in  this  country;  if  I  could  have  Central  put  me  in  touch 
with  every  weekly  paper,  from  the  rocky  shores  of  Maine  to  the 
sunny  slopes  of  California,  and  say  that  George  P.  Rowell  was  at  the 
'phone,  I  promise  you  that  in  not  one  instance  would  I  have  to  ex- 
plain your  identity.  Your  name  is  in  the  business  office  what  Hoe's 
is  in  the  press  room  and  Mergenthaler's  in  the  composing  room. 
Your  reputation  and  association  with  advertising  runs  back  so  far 
that  some  who  have  more  recently  come  upon  the  advertising  stage 
may  consider  you  an  inheritance  from  the  times  of  Greeley,  Thurlow 
Weed  and  the  elder  Bennett.  If  there  be  one  man  whose  life  history 
is  woven  into  the  very  warp  and  woof  of  American  publicity,  it  is 
you  whom  we  are  here  to  honor  to-night. 

During  the  period  of  your  active  business  life  advertising  has 
developed  from  a  timid,  unsystematic,  hope-it-will-pay-me  venture 
into  one  of  the  greatest  commercial  certainties  whose  aggregate, 
measured  in  dollars,  is  next  in  volume  to  the  banking  and  insurance 
business  of  the  country.  In  this  wonderful  development  the  one 
man  who  has  ever  been  a  dominating  factor,  whose  personality  has 
always  stood  for  advancement  and  progress,  who  has  always  been 
on  the  firing  line  of  controversy  and  discussion,  is  George  P.  Rowell. 
Through  the,  columns  of  your  Printers'  Ink  you  have  exercised  a 
greater  influence  on  the  general  subject  of  advertising,  have  devel- 
oped and  made  more  new  advertisers  than  any  other  man  who  has 
ever  lived.  If  credit  is  due  to  him  who  makes  two  blades  of  grass 
grow  where  one  grew  before,  you,  our  honored  guest,  a;re  entitled 
to  the  respect,  the  admiration  and  the  esteem  of  every  man  here  to- 
night, and  of  every  man  engaged  in  advertising  or  publishing  in  the 
United  States. 

Mr.  Artemas  Ward,  another  ex-President  of  the  Sphinx 
Club,  seemed  to  be  in  sober  earnest  when  he  said : 
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Born  of  sturdy  New  England  stock,  of  the  uncompromising  kind, 
the  guest  of  the  evening  has  some  sharp  edges ;  so  has  a  diamond. 
He  has  tried  more  experiments  in  advertising  systems  than  any  man 
in  the  world.  When  he  disagreed  with  any  popular  system  he 
walked  off  alone ;  if  the  system  did.  not  suit  him  he  would  not  suit 
himself  to  the  system. 

Successful  though  he  has  been,  he  has  within  himself  resource- 
fulness, industry  and  genius  enough  to  have  made  his  success  colos- 
sal had  he  been  more  pliable.  Yet  why  should  we  wish  him  to  be 
other  than  himself?  He  shall  remain  a  character  apart  by  itself, 
a  life  that  has  passed  through  opportunities  without  number  and 
has  still  held  on  to  one  central  fact — which  is  not  opportunity  nor 
opportunism — integrity.  The  business  of  advertising,  which  has 
passed  from  its  initial  strength  of  purpose  till  it  includes'  too  many 
devious,  weak,  and  even  disreputable  forms,  can  look  back  and  thank 
God  that  one  Rowell  lived.  He  may  have  missed  much  that  he 
might  have  gained.  I  believe  he  did,  but  whenever  his  road  parted 
from  ours  we  missed  more  than  he  did. 

Mr.  Louis  Wiley  of  the  New  York  Times,  who  has 
never  been  President  of  the  Sphinx  Club,  but  stands  in  the 
regular  line  of  promotion   asserted  : 

Our  distinguished  guest  began  his  career  in  the  very  infancy 
of  the  advertising  business,  and  its  wonderful  development  and  ex- 
pansion are  largely  due  to  his  initiative  and  enterprise. 

You  have  been  told  by  the  able  gentlemen  who  have  preceded  me 
to-night  of  the  remarkable  efforts  and  the  remarkable  success  of 
this  advertising  propagandist.  All  his  efforts  and  all  his  success 
have  had  an  important  bearing  on  the  prosperity  and  the  influence 
of  the  American  press.  The  great  modern  newspaper  is  now  sold  at 
a  price  much  smaller  than  the  cost  of  production,  and  its  success  de- 
pends largely  on  its  advertising  revenues.  These  make  possible  the 
engagement  of  able  writers,  the  installment  of  fast  presses  and  lino- 
types, and  the  many  other  requisites  for  the  daily  newspaper. 

Among  the  men  who  have  instilled  in  the  minds  of  the  merchants 
and  manufacturers  of  America  the  knowledge  of  the  value  of  adver- 
tising and  have  educated  them  in  the  way  to  advertise,  the  name  of 
George  Presbury  Rowell  leads  all  the  rest. 

We  have  met  here  to  testify  to  our  admiration  for  a  great  career, 
to  show  that  we  appreciate  the  services  of  Mr.  Rowell  in  the  cause 
of  education,  for  advertising,  all  of  us  must  admit,  is  a  great  edu- 
cating influence. 

I  hope  the  guest  of  the  evening  may  continue  for  many,  many 
years  to  shed  his  light  upon  Printers'  Ink,  Rowell's  American  News- 
paper Directory,  and  all  the  other  agencies  he  has  employed  for  the 
benefit  of  the  American  people. 

Appreciative  allusion  has  been  made  by  Mr.  Noyes,  president  of 
the  Associated  Press,  to  Mr.  Rowell's  great  work  in  the  American 
Newspaper  Directory,  that  Webster's  Dictionary  of  American  news- 
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papers.  This  book  has  for  many  years  been  an  absolute  require- 
ment in  the  office  of  every  newspaper  publisher  and  of  every  adver- 
tiser. And  yet  how  many  bitter  controversies  has  it  engendered? 
How  many  newspaper  publishers  there  are*  who  claim  to  have  suf- 
fered injustice  at  its  hands!  This  has  all  resulted  from  the  insist- 
ence of  Mr.  Rowell  that  each  newspaper  wishing  a  rating  should 
make  a  statement  of  its  circulation  for  every  day  of  the  year,  and 
many  newspaper  publishers  who  were  reared  to  believe  that  lying  is 
a  sin  refrained  from  making  the  statements  required. 

It  was  the  speech  of  Mr.  Frank  B.  Noyes,  editor  and 
publisher  of  the  Chicago  Record-Herald  and  President  of 
the  Associated  Press,  that  gratified  me  more  than  any  other 
words  that  were  spoken.     Mr.  Noyes  said,  in  part: 

It  is  as  a  publisher  that  Geo.  P.  Rowell  has  pre-eminently  done 
the  work  that  in  my  judgment  entitles  him  to  the  thanks  in  the  full- 
est measure  of  all  those  who  believe  that  thanks  are  due  to  one  who 
has  been  the  main  moving  cause  of  the  revolution  that  has  raised 
the  advertising  side  of  the  newspaper  business  above  the  level  of  the 
green  goods  game. 

Prior  to  his  strenuous  efforts  it  is  true  that  here  and  there  isolated 
newspapers  had  recognized  an  obligation  to  advertisers  to  make 
known  to  the  buyers  the  measure  of  the  goods  they  were  selling 
them,  and  on  the  other  hand  then  and  now  many  honorable  news- 
papers did  not  regard  it  as  compulsory  nor  in  accord  with  their 
interests  to  make  known  the  amount  of  their  circulation. 

With  these  latter  I  have  no  quarrel,  nor  has  Mr.  Rowell  had; 
but  as  a  matter  of  fact  it  is  not  very  many  years  back  that  in  many 
quarters  direct  lying  concerning  circulation  was  regarded  as  a  venial 
sin,  and  the  buncoing  of  the  succulent  advertiser  caused  apparently 
no  twinge  of  conscience. 

With  this  condition  of  affairs  existing  Mr.  Rowell  began 
through  his  Newspaper  Directory  and  later  through  Pt  inters'  Ink 
his  many  years'  fight  for  honest  circulation  statements. 

Week  by  week,  month  by  month  and  year  by  year  he  has  pilloried 
the  circulation  liar  relentlessly,  treating  him  exactly  as  a  swindler 
should  be  treated. 

By  this  course,  made  effective  only  by  the  merciless  manner  in 
which  it  was  pursued,  a  revolution  has  been  wrought  in  the  ethics 
of  circulation  statements,  and,  speaking  broadly,  the  circulation 
statement  of  to-day  is  as  essentially  honest  as  are  the  representations 
made  by  the  seller  in  other  business  enterprises. 

I  would  not  be  understood  as  asserting  that  all  is  well  with  us 
and  that  the  day  of  the  necessity  for  the  Rowell  scourging  has  alto- 
gether past.  In  common  with  other  lines  of  endeavor  we  still  have 
our  bad  eggs,  and  we  hope  that  Mr.  Rowell  will  continue  to  ruth- 
lessly expose  them  to  the  contempt  of  men. 

Personally  I  have  no  doubt  that  so  long  as  life  remains  to  him  he 
will  continue  to  do  just  this  thing,  and  for  myself  and  my  brother 
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publishers  I  wish  to  put  on  record  our  deep  appreciation  of  Mr. 
Rowell's  great  work  in  our  behalf. 

If  I  left  you,  however,  with  the  impression  that  in  my  mind 
George  P.  Rowell  is  pictured  as  the  stern,  impartial,  incarnate  pun- 
ishment of  wrongdoing,  I  should  signally  fail  in  doing  justice  to 
myself. 

It  was  my  fortune  to  become  known  to  Mr.  Rowell  at  about  the 
time  that  I  was  able  to  sell  papers  across  the  counter  of  the  Wash- 
ington Star,  without  being  elevated  on  a  high  stool. 

I  came  to  know  him  through  the  beautiful  friendship  that  has 
long  been  between  Mr.  Rowell  and  one  who  has  been  a  second 
father  to  me,  and  when  I  say  a  second  father  the  depths  of  tender, 
sympathizing  helpfulness  have  been  sounded.  As  some  of  you 
know,  I  refer  to  Mr.  S.  H.  Kauffmann,  and  I  am  sure  that  to  our 
guest  of  this  evening  and  to  many  others  here  it  is  a  great  sorrow 
that  his  health  does  not  permit  him  to  be  with  us  on  this  occasion. 

And  so  it  has  happened  that  for  many  years  I  have  felt  that  I 
really  knew  George  P.  Rowell,  and  have  held  him  in  deep  affection. 
He  has  ever  been  a  kindly,  loyal,  truth-telling  friend,  and  I  thank 
God  that  it  has  been  my  privilege  to  know  him,  to  respect  him,  to 
love  him. 

Commenting  on  the  affair,  the  Brooklyn  Eagle,  in  its 
issue  for  Wednesday,  November  I,  1905,  said,  editorially: 

A   NOTABLE    HONOR   MERITED   BY   A   NOTABLE   MAN. 

George  P.  Rowell,  the  pioneer  and  the  master  in  the  field  of  the 
art  and  enterprise  of  advertising,  has  retired  from  the  business  in 
which  he  has  won  merited  distinction.  He  was  last  night  honored 
by  a  dinner  in  Manhattan.  The  occasion  was  notable  for  affection, 
admiration,  gratitude,  friendship  and  good  wishes.  The  guest,  Mr. 
Rowell,  was  an  honor  to  his  hosts,  and  his  hosts  comprised  men  of 
integrity,  influence,  ability  and  distinction,  alike  for  character  and 
for  achievement,  in  many  useful  and  inciting  fields  of  intelligent  and 
uplifting  endeavor.  The  Eagle  wishes  for  Mr.  Rowell  many  years 
of  happiness.  He  eminently  deserves  them.  He  has  won  his  right 
to  them.  No  man  has  better  illustrated  fine  standards,  high  ideals 
and  a  clean-hearted  courage,  as  well  as  indomitable  confidence  in 
justice  and  in  right  in  the  field  of  labor  and  of  life.  In  that  field  he 
has  conquered  and  held  the  pinnacles.  His  history  is  an  incentive 
and  a  vindication,  as  well  as  a  model  and  a  stimulation,  to  all  his 
fellow  workers  as  well  as  to  all  his  legion  of  friends  outside  the  lines 
on  which  he  has  wrought. 

If  I  should  fail  to  admit  that  I  was  gratified  and  vastly 
proud  of  the  expressions  of  good  will  that  culminated  on 
that  happy  Hallowe'en,  I  should  only  omit  to  mention  what 
was  conspicuously  evident  to  every  one  who  looked  into  my 
face  on  that  occasion. 
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Those  who  have  read  these  papers,  already  stretched 
out  to  an  interminable  length,  will  have  noted  that  they  are 
not  written  in  a  complaining  or  a  repining  strain,  and  there 
is  no  reason  why  they  should  be,  for  the  world  and  the 
Ruler  of  it  have  dealt  more  than  kindly  with  me.  It  is 
natural  enough,  perhaps,  to  be  sad  when  we  think  of  those 
who  started  out  with  us  and  have  fallen  by  the  wayside,  but 
is  there  not  still  more  reason  for  cheerful  thankfulness  when 
we  realize  that  thus  far  our  strength  has  been  sufficient  to 
sustain  us,  and  give  us  a  longer  period  than  falls  to  the 
common  lot  to  enjoy  the  sunshine  and  the  blossoms  of  this 
beautiful  world?  That  a  day  will  soon  come  when  I,  too, 
shall  step  forth  is  not  a  thing  to  regret,  for  surely  no  one 
would  be  willing  to  be  here  when  all  early  friends  are  gone. 
The  old  man  of  whom  Dr.  Holmes  spoke  may  possibly  have 
lived  too  long  when  it  was  said  of  him : 

The  mossy  marbles  rest 

On  the  lips  that  he  has  pressed 

In  their  bloom. 
And  the  names  he  loved  to  hear 
Have  been  carved  for  many  a  year 

On  the  tomb. 

I  realize  that  I  am  no  longer  young,  but  when  I  recall 
that  my  good  mother ;  a  brother  of  my  father ;  and  two  of 
my  grandparents  each  lived  from  twenty  to  twenty-five 
more  years  than  I  have  enjoyed,  I  regard  it  as  not  impossi- 
ble that,  in  connection  with  the  Newspaper  Directory  and 
Printers'  Ink,  I  may  be  heard  of  for  some  time  yet.  I  am 
rather  amused  than  annoyed  when  I  hear  references  made 
to  my  numerous  years. 

One  day  only  a  few  weeks  ago  I  was  sitting  by  a  lake- 
side in  a  northern  New  Hampshire  forest,  concealed  by  the 
foliage  of  the  shore,  and  listened  to  a  conversation  between 
two  men  in  a  boat ;  one  a  Princeton  graduate  and  the  other 
a  native  youth  who  was  rowing  the  collegian  for  fly-fishing. 
They  were  discussing  the  matter  of  ages.  The  Princeton 
man  said,  "Why,  I  think  my  grandfather  must  be  very 
much  older  than  Mr.  Rowell,"  and  the  other  responded,  "I 
know  Mr.  Rowell  must  be  very  old,  for  he  taught  school  in 
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this  county  more  than  fifty  years  ago,  and  my  grandmother 
went  to  school  to  him."  It  was  an  overstatement.  It  was 
only  forty-nine  and  a  half  years  since  I  taught  that  school. 
I  remember  it  well,  and  that  although  I  was  but  sixteen 
years  of  age  at  the  time  no  less  than  eight  of  my  thirty-five 
pupils  were  more  than  twenty-one;  and  I  think,  perhaps, 
the  boy's  grandmother  may  have  been  one  of  these. 

When  the  genial  George  H.  Daniels,  as  President  of  the 
Sphinx  Club,  asserted  that  I  was  referred  to  in  Washing- 
ton's farewell  address,  he  said  what  was  not  true.  Still  my 
life  has  been  a  long  one.  I  have  told  here  the  story  of  that 
part  of  it  that  has  had  to  do  with  advertising;  have  told 
much  that  seems  trivial,  but  have  classic  authority  that  men 
are  interested  in  whatever  concerns  a  man.  My  career  has 
been  one  of  half  successes.  I  have  phrased  the  story  as  well 
a  I  am  able,  and  as  completely,  although  there  may  be  many 
things  that  I  might  mention — but  to  attempt  more  would  be 
to  go  on  and  on  for  ever  and  ever.  To  avoid  an  outcome  so 
undesirable  I  will  now  stop  short. 

There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  may. 
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value  30  years  ago 

Advertising  in  poor  mediums  may 

pay     

Advertising;     it's    not    understood 
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Advice  does  not  commonly  help 
much     

Advice    to    clerks 

Advice  to  students  of  advertis- 
ing  

Advisable  to  deal  gently  with  in- 
fringements of  what  they  call 
the    law 

A  few  Methodist  papers  in  Cin- 
cinnati      

A  $50,000  contract  was  unheard 
of     

A   fortune   for   the   founder 

After  making  a  great  success  with 
his    glue 
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the  dollar 

Always  a  column  and  no  less.... 

Always  at  leisure 
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dition      459 

An  opportunity  too  good  to  let  slip  465 
A    notable     honor     merited     by    a 

notable   man 47* 

A  notable  spring  that  flows  twenty 

gallons  to  the  minute 459 
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A    practicing    physician 306 

A  pretty  hard  nut  for  counter- 
feiters    376 

A    pretty    lively    competitor 454 
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into  a  large  one 385 

A     small     concession     was     better 

than     nothing     288 

A    "Small     matter" 118 

As    much    as    $500,000 

A    social    practice    of    the    early 

Pennsylvania    Dutch 382 

A   spice  of   variety 144 
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442,    443,    444,  446 

Ayer,  J.   C.   &  Co 77,     82 

Ayer.   N.    W.    &   Son.. 73,    191,   359, 

360,  402.   441.  442,   448 

Ayer's   Cherry  Pectoral 14 

Ayer's  Hair    Vigor 82 

Ayer's  Newspaper   Annual 360 

A   young   man    named    Thompson.  145 
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Babb    &    Stevens 69 

Babbitt,    B.    T 320 

Babes    in    the    woods 54 

Baby's  petticoat   was   of  flannel..  433 
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Back  office  up  two  flights 78 

Bad  eyesight  and  very  deaf 217 

Bad  memory  for  names 45 

Bagg.    Tailor 423 

Bailey     394 

Bailey,     Edwin     C 18,   42,  47,  48 

Bailey,     Isaac    H 251,   252,   253 

Bailey,     Mrs IS,   42 

Balanced  by  exchange  advertising  161 

"Bald    Eagle   of   Westchester" 347 

Bald  eagle  on  Boston  Common...     53 

Baldwin   the  Clothier 418 

Ballou,     M.     M.,     founder    of    the 

Boston  Globe 21 

Ballou-  s  Pictorial 21 

Balm   of   a   thousand   flowers 403 

Balsam  Copaiba  commended 279 

Balsam   of  Wild   Cherry 16 

Baltimore     178,   446 

Baltimore    Sun 178 

Banquet    at    the    Waldorf-Astoria 

on    Tuesday,    Oct.    31,    1905 470 

"Baptise   'er   in   hot  water" 40 

Baptist    75 

Baraboo    214 

Barber,    J.    Wesley.  .84,    85,    117, 

210,    417,    419,    448,   453 

Barclay    St 34 

Bargaining     for     the     Nicolay   and 

Hay    Life    of   Lincoln 414 

Bargains    in    advertising 247 

Barnabee    of    the    Bostonians 424 

Barnhart    Brothers    &    Spindler...  122 

Barn-like    loft 195 

Barnes,    Demas,   &  Co., 

269,    270,    367,   403 

Barnes,     Mr 252 

Barrow,    Mrs 53 

Basis  of  mutual  confidence 246 

Bass    223,    254,   290,    352 

Batcheldor,      Mr. — This  advertise- 
ment   ordered    stopped 36 

Bates,    James   H.,    15,    74,    98,    135, 

137.   138.    145.   150.    151,   153.    154, 

170.   187,    188,   209/211    251,   252, 

258,     259.     262,     286,     288.     289,     402 

Bates    became    successor    to    Pet- 

tengill     154 

Bates'  s    conversation    was    spark- 
ling  and   witty 151 

Bates's   gold-bowed   spectacles. . . .   150 

Bates  &  Locke 135.   209.   258.   446 

Bates    &    Morse 74,  286 

Bates     House 173 

Batten.    George,    &   Co 448 

Battle   Creek    163 

Battle  House,   Mobile 34 

Beach,     Moses    Y 432 

Beach,     Ward 81,   82,   83 

Beals,   James  H 33,   36,  218 

Beals,     James     H..     Jr 218,   219 

Bean,    Jim 346,  347 

Beaver,     Pa 396 

Became    a    Congressman 416 

Became    rather    friendly 150 

Be   careful   not   to  let  her  mother 

know    that    we    know   it 402 

Because    A    will    trust    B    is    no 
sufficient   reason   why   B   should 

trust     A 277 

Beckwith.    Mr.    S.   C 308 

Beckwith,      The      S.      C.      Special 

Agency     314 

Beecher.    Henry  Ward 81 

"Beecher    was    three-quarters    in- 
nocent' '     151 

Beech    wood 190 

Beekman  street 135,  142,  150,  422 

"Before    next    Thursday    night"..   382 
Before   the   paper   was   two   years 

old    359 

Began  to  repeat  a  certain  formula  384 


Being  milked  for  the  profit  there 

is    in    it 226 

Belief  in  a  promise  tends  to  make 

the  promiser  perform  it 46 

Believes  some  one  would  fool  him  413 
Believes    the    Directory    a    monu- 
mental   work 412 

Belo,     Col 176 

Ben    Bolt 37 

Benedict.    George    A 100 

Benedict,    George   S.,    his  abilities 

and     djeath 100 

Benjamin,    Chas.     L 357,  358 

Bennett  heads   off  Dana .. ..  432 

Bennett,   James   Gordon 

129,   174,  400,   432,  433,   437.  471 

Bent    &    Bash 407 

Berkshires,    The    139,   331 

Best    advertising    medium    In    the 

world   222 

Best  advertising  my  firm  ever  did.  436 
Best    all-around    newspaper    west 

of    Chicago    95 

Best  example  of  a  class  journal..  168 
Best  example  of  an  association  of 

advertising   men    433 

Best  example  of  what  a  New  Eng- 
land village  may  be 212 

Best  corps  of  advertising  men  that 
ever  traveled  in  the  Interest  of 

a  patent  medicine   401 

Best   correspondent   for  conducting 

negotiations    with    newspapers. .  464 
Best     known     of     all     advertising 

agents    137 

Best      newspaper      advertiser      the 

world  has  produced    233 

Best    offices    in    the    Times    Build- 
ing         142 

Best  printer  I  ever  knew 86 

Best  want  ad  medium  in  America  310 
Better  than  anybody  else  had  done  191 
Better      the     public      should     not 

know    365 

Better     to     make     no     circulation 

statement   at    all    165 

Better   to   stay   where  your  worth 

is    known     110 

Better    wages    offered 64 

Between    advertiser   and    publisher  382 

Bevond     the     Mississippi 104,   127 

Bible    15 

Bicycle     19 

Biggest    hoax    of   the    time 425 

Big    talk    with    the    members    of 

the    local    committee 267 

Big  'way   in   which   Americans   do 

things     230 

Bill  over  14  feet  long 305 

Billson,  C.  J 314 

Billy    Clapp     409 

Billy    Morris 57 

Birch     13,  457 

Bihler,    Bootmaker 423 

Bisbee,     Bootmaker     423 

Bishop   Potter    76 

Bishop's  Mitre  76 

'  'Bitter-Sweet' '    413 

Black-bass     222 

Black   Cat    422 

'  'Black    Crook' '     59 

Black   fence  around   Boston   Com- 
mon          53 

Black    flies    257,   346 

Black    Friday     119 

Blackmail     165 

Black-tailed    deer  antlers 154 

Black    varnished    bag   with    white 

stitches     304 

Black    walnut    457 

Blaine,    James    G 202 

Blaine' s    nephew     ,,...,,,,  202 
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Blaisdell,    Blbridge  208,   209,  210 

Blew    it    all    in    exploiting    Mars- 
don's    carminative    syrup 403 

Blizzard    in    March.    1888 298 

Block    of    stores    begun    on    Mon- 
day,    completed     Saturday,     and 

all   let  in   the  meantime 284 

Bloom     of    youth 403 

"Blossom    in   purple   and   red"....     26 
Blue-eyed'    Gill-over-the-Ground. .   -158 

Blue    Grass    editor 175 

Blue    Mountain    Lake 347 

"Blue    noses"     105 

Blue    violets    458 

Blushing,    I    arose   to   express   my 

views    274 

Board  and  lodging  contract 30 

Board    in    a   private    family 329 

"Boarding  around"    17 

"Boatman  and  his   living  freight"   202 

Bogle.     William 115,   116 

Bombshell  in  our  camp 113 

Bond   St 57 

Bonheur,    Rosa,    "Horse  Fair" 14 

Bonner.   Robert.. 23,    137,    166,    415,   432 
Bonner    bought    trotting    horses. . .      25 
Bonner,    his  success  as  an  adver- 
tiser      25 

Bonner's  efforts  to  renew  his  suc- 
cessful   methods    failed 25 

Bonner's    Ledger     263 

Bonner's  method  of  advertising..  24 
Book    canvassers   make   money....   104 

Bookkeeper    needed     81 

Booth,    Edwin    53 

Booth,    John    "Wilkes 55 

Booth,    the    elder    54 

Boots  of  which   I  was  proud 195 

Boots  should  he  greased  every  sec- 
ond    day     204 

Boring  with  a  great  auger  into 
a    well-chosen    spot    just    above 

his    eye     389 

Borrow  a  quarter  of  a  million....   327 

Borrowed  of  a  townsman 102 

Borrow  money  to  pay  a  bill 302 

Boscawen,    N.    H 43 

Boston  ..17,  18,  19,  20,  26,  35,  42, 
48,  53,  71,  74,  83,  84,  85,  86,  99, 
105,  114.  115,  116,  119,  131,  133, 
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210.  269,  285,  298,  334,  343,  355, 
389,    394,   407.    408,   409,   419,   422, 

423,    424,    435,    441,    446,    448,   452 

Boston    Advertiser    20 

Boston   advertising   agents  in   1865     75 

Boston     Bee     19,     20 

Boston    Courier    20,     21 

Boston    Courier's  unknown  poet...      20 

Boston    Globe     21,     294,  447 

Boston  Herald 18,   19,   42,   178 

Boston  Herald  sold  for  $300,000..  47 
Boston  Journal.  16,  17,  18,  21,  178,  409 
Boston    Journal,     character    of . .  - .      19 

Boston     Literary    Club 115 

Boston    merchants    read    the    Post 

and  filed  the  Advertiser 20 

Boston   Museum    54,    57,     00 

Boston  Music  Hall 60 

Boston  Post..  18,  20,  28,  33,  42,  43, 

45,    57,    58,    218,    310,    409,  425 

Boston's    subway    system 71 

Boston    Theatre     53,    57,424 

Boston    Traveler    20 

Boston     Transcript     20 

Both   gratified  and  satisfied 415 

Bottles  on  a  floating  log 347 

Bought   a   farm 290 

Bought  for  the  Vatican  collection  235 
Bought    out    the    oldest    Advertis- 
ing   Agency    in     New     York     in 
187Q    , 142 


Bought  the  best  space  there  was 

in  the  paper 191 

Bought  the  Chicago  Times 437 

Bought  the  outside  cover  page  for 

a  year 396 

Bowen,    Clarence 412 

Bowen.    Henrv    C 179.    411,  412 

Bowles,    Samuel 20,    72,   174 

Bowl     of     milk    and     seven     soda 

crackers     256 

Bowne,     tailor 423 

Box    borders 457 

Boy  from  Western  New  York 15 

Boy  named   Andrew 78 

Boy    of    Northern    New    England 

sure  to  go   to   Boston 17 

Boy    telegraph    operator 177 

Boy    who    tickled    the   heels    of    a 

mule    85 

Boylston    street 49 

Bradshaw     47 

Bramlette,    ex.-Gov 394 

Branch  office  operations  not  com- 
plex         86 

Brandreth's   pills 403 

Bret    Harte 427 

Brewster    &   Co 442 

"  'Brick' '     Pomeroy 267 

Brignoli    53 

Bright.    Col.   Dick 175 

Broadaxe  of  Freedom 422 

Broadway,  12.  15,  35,  57,  131,  134, 
259,  264,  285,  385,  400,  401,  421, 
423,    436,   449. 

Broadwav    Bank 182,   199 

Broadway    Central    Hotel 57 

Broadway,   Irvington 460,  461 

Broadway.    Saratoga 136 

Broker  must  seek  the  buyer 98 

Bromfield    street 116 

Brooks,     Erastus 168,   431 

Brooks,     James 431 

Brooklyn 151     221,  470 

Brooklyn    Eagle 179,   474 

Brother    Jonathan 22 

Brother    of    the    wife    of    Horace 

Greeley     146 

Brought   to  a  stand  still 160 

Brown  &  Brother 50 

Brown.    Frank    T .' . .   287 

Brown.   John  1 287,   288 

Browne.    Charles  F 15      16 

Brown's  Bronchial  Troches '  287 

Bruce    190 

Brutus  killed  by  Csesar,  and  et  tu    54 

Bryant  Park 436 

Bryant,    William   Cullen 168,'  254 

Buchu    ...    400,  404 

Buckeye    state 137 

Buck  Saw   Man 112 

Budd    .' .'   423 

Buffalo 126,    127,    172,    178.    385,   452 

Buffalo    Commercial 172 

Bull-head    171 

Buncoing:  the  succulent  advertiser  473 

"Bundling"     353 

Bundy,     Maj 439 

Bungtown   Banner 410 

Bunnell.   A.   0 154 

Burdock    387 

Burdock    Bitters 390 

Burke.    Lawrence 135,  136 

Burnett  advertisements .287 

Burnett,    Dr 285,    286,   288 

Burnett,   Joseph  &  Co 285 

Burnett's    Cocoaine 285 

Burnett's  flavoring   extracts 285 

Burnett's   Kaliston   285 

Burns  his  fingers  every  time 297 

Burns     society 115 

Burtis   House 129 

Burton     54 


Index 


Bush.   R.  T 386 

Business  ceased  to  make  progress  207 

Business  notices 29 

Business  of  first  year 109 

"Buster   Brown" 42    426,  432 

Bust     of     Humboldt     unveiled     in 

Central   Park 401 

Butler,    boss 173 

Butler,  Genl.  Benj.  F 37 

Butterick   paper   patterns 281 

Butternut     457 

But  what  a  song  he  has 460 

Buyer   understood   to   promise  not 

to  give  the  secret  away 278 

Buying  a  farm  for  a  brother 261 

Buying  and  selling  champagne...  469 

Buying  a  safe 182 

Buying  stocks  on  a  margin 66 

Buying   to   advantage  and    selling 

at  a  profit 110 

By    adhering    to    one    branch    we 

hoped  to  become  masters  of  it.  240 

Byron,     Lord 206 

Byron's  poem,    "Mazeppa" 424 


Cafe   Martin ., 132 

Calais.     Maine 379 

Calculating  the  profits  on  the  play 

bill    58 

"Calculation"    419 

Qaledonia.    County 13 

Caledonian   13,  293 

Calico   Horse 14 

California,  176,   189,  350,  427,  446,  471 

Calkins   &   Holden 448 

Call,    Mr 116 

Call  &  Tuttle 116 

Called  to  act  as  arbitrator 152 

Calves  would  have  been  a  source 

of    pride 19 

Cambridge    90 

Camden   25 

Camden  &  Amboy  R.  R 25 

Came  in  after  he  had  got  through 

expecting  to  make  money 393 

Came  within  his  province 198 

Campbell,   Mrs.  Patrick 185 

Camp  covered  with  spruce  bark..  352 

Camp    Kennebago 345 

Camp    Percy 350 

Canada    240 

Canadian    433 

Can  be  made  into  a  tablet 374 

Can    identify  most    woods   by   the 

taste  94 

Can  never  be  brought  into  a  new 

popularity    404 

Cannot   put   his   hand  to  anything 

without  being  in  dead  earnest..  443 
Cannot   tell    whether   a  particular 

ad  pays 332 

Canvasser's  wages  $40  a  week....     88 

Canvassing  for  the  Dial 67 

Capable,  but  remiss  in  some  mat- 
ters     468 

Capable  of  being  made  a  little  par- 
adise      456 

Cape   Cod 438 

Cape    May 350 

Capital  of  the  corporation  fixed  at 

$50,000  465 

Car  fell  through  a  railroad  bridge  427 

Carlton,    Dr 144 

Carlton  &  Smith 135,   144,  441,  445 

Carlton,  W,  J 144,  145,  445 


Carlton  was  a  book  worm 145 

Carnegie,  Andrew 206 

Carpenter,   Senator  Matt 221 

Carr,  B.   A 449,  450 

"Carried   his   of  flee   in   his  hat"..   141 

Carroll,  Dan  A 314 

Carter,    Mr.,    who    became    Frank 

Leslie     23 

Carter's  Little   Liver  Pills 399 

Cascarets 76,   390,  402,  404 

Case  illustrating  variations  in  ad- 
vertising rates 390,   391 

Cash.   Colonel 341,   342 

Casting    the    fly    over    the    circle 

where  a  trout  rose    but  now 353 

Castoria    269 

Catalpas     ".'.'.'..  457 

Cattle  ranch — attempt  to  purchase 

_  one    330 

Caucus   stampeded 133 

Caused  my  grave  to  be  premature- 
ly opened 205 

Cause  somebody  to  wonder  what  it 

would  be  good  for 358 

C.    C.    C.    of   Cascaret   Candy   Ca- 
thartic       390 

Cedar   Stump 344,  345 

Cedar    st &g 

Celebrated    Springfield    barrels 385 

Celebration    on    the    evening    pre- 

ceeding   Kent's   marriage 134 

Centennial    exhibition. .  .233,    234     235 
Centennial    Newspaper   Catalogue,  229 
Centennial      Newspaper      Exhibi- 
tion      225,  230,   232 

Centennial    year 73,  89 

Central    Africa 425 

Central     States 330 

Centre   of   the   United   States 126 

Centre    st 422 

Century    413 

Century    Dictionary 415 

Century    Magazine 160,  444 

Cephalic  Pills 403 

Champagne     ' .  347 

Chance   for   a    disagreement 152 

Chance    so    ordered 461 

Chandler,     H.     H 452 

Chandler.   Lord  &  Co 452 

Change  from  one  class  to  another 

and   back   again 165 

Change  in  Newspaper  offices  going 

on   all   the   time 107 

Change  of  a  word  proved  the  sal- 
vation   of    an    advertisement...  384 
Changed  the  commission  from  fif- 
teen per  cent  to  ten 302 

Changes   in  the   price   of   printing 

inks     255 

Character    of    less    account    than 

circulation  245 

Character  of  the  Sunday  Paper. .  435 
Chariot  of  Wisdom  and  Love,  163,  422 

Charities    296 

Charities    Committee   of   the    New 

England   Society 415 

Charity    Organization    Society....   296 

Charleston     415 

Charleston    Courier 174 

Charlestown    (Mass.) 180 

Charley     Rogers 409 

Charming     friendships     based     on 

hunting  and  fishing  experiences,  345 
Charter  for  a  Railroad  to  the  Pa- 
cific   Ocean 39 

Chase.     Salmon     P.,     43,  137,   138,   139 

Chatham,  Square,    N.  T 27 

Cheap   guns   obtained   from   Army 

sales    384 

Cheeryble    Brothers 127 

Chelsea,    Mass 85 

Chemical  Bank 275 
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Cherry    14.    16 

Cherry    rum 14 

Cherry     Trunk   maker 423 

Chesman,    Nelson,     134,     135,     ISO, 

208,     209,     210,     293,     386,     448,     453 

Chestnut     4r>7 

Chestnut    Hill 42 

Chicago,    20,    76,    77,    99,    108,    114, 

134    178.   211.   214,  288,    308.   402, 

420,     438,     446,     449,     450.     451,     452 

Chicago  Advertising  Agency 278 

Chicago   &   Alton   R.    R 94 

Chicago  &  Rock  Island  R.  R...  128 
Chicago    controls    the    Associated 

Press     33J 

Chicago    in    the    sixties 97 

Chicago    Journal ....   4j" 

Chicago    News 308,  mi 

Chicago    Record-Herald 337,  4i3 

Chicago   Times 98.    172,   245.   437 

Chicago   Tribune,    98.   99,    172,    288,   438 

Chicago   water    supply 98 

Chickering,    Col.    Tom 4«-4 

Chief  Justice  Waites'   $50  opinion  265 

Children    of    my    brain 359 

Childs,    George  "W 178,    180,   414 

Child  that  made  the  mother  most 

trouble    1°4 

Chinese    puzzle £J0 

Chipmunk    d*3 

Choate,     Rufus At 

Choicest   advertising   scheme    ever 


presented 
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Christian   Advocate    (N.   T.) 179 

C-h-rist    c-r-rucified 11= 

Christian   era °0 

Christian    Herald ®J 

Christian    Register    (Boston) i( J 

Chromatic    press     •   -1° 

Chronic    state    of    being    short    of 

money     . . ., 1»" 

Chubs     

Church  '&  Goodman ■   421 

Churchman     1J*«  <£.% 

Church    of    St.    Andrew's 357 

Cigars — such  as  they  were ^6u 

Cincinnati    ..76,   108,   176,   308,   441, 

446,    448,   449 
Cincinnati  Commercial 

174,  176,   260,   331 

Cincinnati    Enquirer 176,  331 

Cincinnati    Gazette    lijj 

Cincinnati    Times     •  •    17b 

Circulation   rating  supposed   to  be 

bought  and  sold  I63 

Circulation    statements    fell    short 

of  being  definite •  410 

Circulation  statements  that  do  not 

agree    165 

Circulation      the      most      valuable 

feature    245 

City   Hall  Park 120,    264,  434 

City  of  Brotherly  Love 178 

Civil  war 

137,    138,    196,   212,    239,    435,   437 
Claimed   more   than   it  could   back 

up     173 

Claims  a  higher  rating,  but  is  shy 

about    furnishing    facts 165 

CTaims    to    have    had    an    inter- 
vening interest    307 

Claims  to  have  had  capital  to  be- 
gin   with    442 

Claop,    Col.    W.    W 21,  409 

Clark,    Edward 

270,  271,  272,  273,  274,  275 

Clarke.   John  B 402 

Classified    ad    serves    as    an    ad- 
vance  agent 329 

Class    of    agents    newspapers   take 

kindly  to    144 

Clegg,     Chas.    A 8i 


Clemens    105 

Clerk    of    the    Ways    and    Means 

Committee     438 

Cleveland    100,    284,448 

Cleveland    Herald     100,    172,319 

Cleveland    Leader    , 172 

Cleveland  of  Per.n  Tan 14b 

Cleveland,     Ohio     353 

Cleveland   Plain-Dealer    172 

Clews,    Henry,    &    CO 216 

Cliff    st     272 

Clipper     168 

Clock-like    precision    148 

Cobb,   Sylvanus   24 

Coburn,    C.    E 449,   450 

Cockran,    Bourke    273 

Cue,     Mr 73 

Coe,    Wetherell    &    Co 446 

Coe,     Wetherell    &    Smith 73,446 

Coffins  and  show  cases 422 

Col.    Belo's   great   estate 176 

Collect  the  account  in  person 162 

Collection  in  cold  type  of  post- 
office    decisions    would    surprise 

postofflce    authorities    160 

Collector  for  Boston  Post  at  $8  a 

week     18 

"College    Widow"     55 

Collins,    the   pantsman 425 

Collins,   the  tailor 61 

Colonel     Cash     341 

Colorado    283,    284,  432 

Colored  with  the  golden  rod 433 

Columbia    River     283 

Columbus,    Chio    .' 8J. 

Colwell,    Shaw    &   Willard 142 

Combination  among  typefounders.   190 
Combination  of  New  England  pa- 
pers       105 

"Come   in   and    see    a  paper   from 

home"     232,   233 

Comes  pretty  near  being  an  Eng- 
lishman himself  now 389 

Comic  paper 2? 

Comic    paper    could    not    be    made 

profitable     426 

Commanding  SS> 

Commentary    on    the    value    of    a 

trade    mark     82 

Commercial    (Buffalo)     172 

Commercial    Bulletin    407 

Commercial    paper    20 

Commercial    st 389 

Commission  fixed  at  an  established 

percentage    238 

Commission  should  cover  a  guar- 
antee   of    payment 238 

Commodore    Vanderbilt    186 

Commonly  a   cheap   Bible 382 

Company  with  a  capital  of  $100,- 

000    367 

Comparative    desirability    of    elec- 
trotypes and  reading  notices....  321 
Comparative    value    of    the    daily 

and  the   weekly   435 

Comparative  youth  of  the  fifties.  25li 
Comparatively  of  recent  origin..  238 
Conpetent  to  meet  all  comers....  270 
Competing  books  at  little  expense  161 

Competition    between   agents 74 

Competitors  are  losing  ground 381 

Complaint  about  unreasonable  con- 
ditions imposed  with  advertising 

patronage     322 

Complete  lists  of  papers  at  every- 
body's disposal    161 

Complexion    preparation    387 

Complimented  by  a  nomination  for 
representative  to  the  legisla- 
ture       291 

Composed  of  a  fair  quality  of 
Jersey    mud    372 
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Composition    of   a   music   commit- 
tee       357 

Com  stock,     Mr 426 

Concentrated    his    advertising    on 

No.   77   404 

Concentrating   the    mind 439 

Concerning    circulation    statements  411 
Concerning    the    sale    of    printing 

inks    280 

Concord,    N.     H 16,   133 

Conditions  that  influence  the  price 

of    advertising    243 

Confessions   of  a  hunter 351 

Confined   his  ads  to  two  lines....  331 

Confedrit  cross  roads 253 

Conflict  of  interest  in  the  newspa- 
per office    307 

Congregationalist  (Boston)    179 

Congressional    committee     221 

Congressional    Library     235 

Congressmen  from  Maine 201 

Congressman  gave   him  a  quarter  415 

Congress   st 84 

Congress   st.    office 210 

Conkling,     Roscoe     169,  299 

Connecticut 150,    171,    190,    225, 

227,   261,    271,    383,   399,   448,   450,   469 

Connecticut    river 15,   350 

Connection     between     beet     sugar 

and  the  postoffiee 156 

Consciousness   of   a   competence...    171 
Considerable  sum  in  ready  money  162 

Consistory    89 

Consolidated  with  the  Royal  Bak- 
ing Powder  Company 386 

Conspicuous  feature  of  the  Plan- 
tation Bitters  advertising 389 

Constantinople     240 

Constitution    water 311 

Contemplate    housekeeping 56 

Continental    Hotel,    Philadelphia 

34,  235 
Continual     rivalry      among     com- 
peting  interests 434 

Continually  stood  on  his  head....  393 
Contract   awarded    to   lowest   bid- 
der    ; 239 

Contract   with   a   sign  and   fresco 

painter    6& 

Contracts     from      year     to     year 

through  the  same  Agency 246 

Controlled  the  fishing 29- 

Con-'ey    different    information    for 

private  nurposes 161 

Cook,    Carlos  A.. 77,   139,   449,   450,   451 

Cook.  C.  A.  &  Co 450 

Cook,   Carr  &  Co 450 

Cook.    Coburn   &   Co 278,   446,   450 

Cook.   Coburn  &  Mack 77,  10*1 

Cook.   Coburn  &  Taylor 450 

Cook' s  Artistic  Son 450 

Cooley.    J.    G 191,    277,   402 

Cooley    &    Dauchy 191,    192,   402 

Co-operative  newspapers,  191,  200,  222 
Co-operative  newspapers  —  Their 

origin     212 

Co-operative  papers  aroused  oppo- 
sition       221 

Coos    county 15,   439 

Coos    County    Democrat 15 

Copartnership    advertisements 29 

Copper   Beech 456,   457 

Copperhead    207 

Corcoran    Art    Gallery 285,   351 

Corner    Cupboard 354 

Cornhill    71. 

Cornhill     Court 49 

Corso,    The 262 

Corwin,    Tom 361 

'  'Costly    thy    habit    as    thy    purse 
can  buy1 ' 139 
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292 
420 

210 

274 

300 

351 

107 

295 
304 

212 

222 

222 
170 
2S6 
49 
71 

264 
421 


Cost  of  advertising  in  country  pa- 
pers     

Cost    will    more    than    absorb    the 

profits    

Cottonwood   

Coughed  uD  $9,000 

Could   have  an  apology   expressed 
in   almost   any   sort   of   phrase  I 

chose   to  dictate 

Could   not   drink   from  -  the   source 
and    the    mouth    of  the   Nile   at 

the  same  time 

Could    not    have    failed    of    elec- 
tion     

"Couldn't    bear    children" 

Could    secure    the    attention    of    a 

negligent    publisher 

Could  see  only  disapproval 

Counted    on   an    income    from    the 

subscription    list 

Counted  on  venison  as  a  certainty 

Counting   the   profits 

Country      editor's      problems      and 

puzzles    293,    294, 

Countryman  in  New  York 

Country    weeklies 

Country    weekly    cannot    compete 
with  the  greatest  daily  papers.. 

Country   weeklies.    Value    of 

Courier-Journal     

Court  of  St.  James 

Court    Square 

Court  St 49,  69 

Covering     sixteen     full     pages     of 

half  note  size 

Cow  brand  of  soda 

Cowhide     boots     more     serviceable 

than   calfskin 204 

Cowles,   business  manager  of   Chi- 
cago Tribune 98,   100,  288,   438 

Cowles,  of  the  Cleveland  Leader..   100 

Cowles,  W.  H 99 

Crall,  Leander  H.  .77,  308,  314,  362,  364 

Cramer,  John  F 223 

Cramer,  William  E 216,  218 

Crans,   B.   L 463,   464 

Created  many  enemies 164 

Created    millionaires 114 

Credit  Mobilier 38,     39 

Crittenton,  Chas.  N.  &  Co 378 

Cromwell,     Oliver 443 

Crook,   Fox  &   Nash 139 

Cross,   Col.   Edward  E 15 

Crossing  the  Mississippi  on  a  dark 

night    129 

Cucumber    Tree 456,  457 

Cummings,   Amos  J 415 

Cup  of  coffee  and  a  cigar 262 

Cupsuptuc    345 

Cure  every  disease  except   "thun- 
der humor' ' 388 

Cure  for  consumption 368 

Cure   for   epilepsy 384 

"Cures"    was  just  as  good  a  word  404 

Curiosity  instead  of  business 195 

Curious  'deas  about  circulation...   228 
Curious   ideas   about   the  value  of 

printing  inks 280 

Curious  names 420,   421,  422,   423 

Curtis,    Cyrus 416 

Curtis,   Jeremiah 287 

Curtis,    Jeremiah,    &    Son 137 

Curtis,  Jerry 287 

Curtis,    Mr 23 

Customary  tc  change  an  advertise- 
ment      387 

Custom   House 134 

Cut   their   whole   stock   into   rem- 
nants       394 

Cyclone   , , . . , , 423 
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Daily  glass   of  milk  and  piece  of 

Pie     256 

Daily  newspapers   some  times   had 

hard     times 435 

Daily  operations  of  an  advertising 

agency     358 

Daily  paper  not  much  of  a  factor.     16 
Daily    papers,     Advertising    value 

of     222 

Daily  papers,    early    difficulties 435 

Daily  papers  the  best  advertising 

medium     435 

Dallas    News 174,    176 

Dana,    Charles   A 20,    168,    174, 

176,    338,    415,    432,    434,   439 

Danger   signals   ahead 204 

Daniels,    George   H 476 

Danville     13,   129 

Danielson   &   Son 448 

Dansville     Advertiser 154 

Dauchy,    Mr 191 

Dauchy    &    Co 101,    192,    402,   448 

Davenport,    Iowa.  122,  124,  127,  129,   437 
Davenport,    Iowa,    Democrat. 

122,    125,    129.   437 

Davis,    Judge   Noah 253 

Davis,     Perry 405 

Day,    founder  of  N.   Y.   Sun 22 

Day,     Stanley 448 

Deacon       Blank       repainted       his 

wagon     129 

Dealing  behind  a  publisher's  back.   364 
Dealings      restricted       to       United 

States  and   Canada 240 

Dealing    with    a    possible    form    to 

be  given  to  a  new  circular 205 

Dearman     461 

Decide   to   move   to  New   York 

Declaration    of  Independence 231 

Decline   of  charges  of  blackmail.  .   165 
Dedication  of  the  statue  of  Daniel 

Webster     409 

Deep  appreciation  of  Mr.  Rowell's 

great    work 474 

Deer     351 

Deerf oot    notices 287 

Deerfoot    sausages 286 

Definition    of    what    is    meant    by 

the   word   circulation  as  applied 

to    a   newspaper 266 

Deftly   dipped  out  with  the  land-- 

ing    net 347 

Delaware     189 

Delaware  &   Lackawanna  R.   E...   427 

Delays   and   disappointments 112 

Delia 184 

Delicately1  gorgeous  beauty  of  the 

Wistaria   461 

Delicious    table    water 469 

Delightful   companion   in   camp....   254 

Delineator    168,  281 

Delirium  tremens  was  what's  the 

matter     173 

Delmonico's 132,    209,    417,   442 

Demand    for   patent    "outsides" . . .   221 

Demand  seemed  to  spring  up 379 

Democracy    in   America 206 

Democracy,    rabid    stripe    of 16 

Democrat 95,    124,    173,    291,   425 

Democratic 13,    15.    16,20 

Democratic     State 15 

Dennett    Restaurant 135,   255 

Dennison,    Henry   W 439 

Dinsmore,    J.    P 403 

Denslow   &   Bush 386 

Dentrifrices      369 

Denver 39,    283,    284,  285 


Department    of    Promotion    stran- 
gled by   economy 332 

Department     store 334 

Derby,       Mr.,       father      of       John 

Phoenix    38 

Description  of  E.   P.   Fox 80 

Description      of      the      Centennial 

Newspaper    Exhibition 231 

De     Soto 94 

Destruction   of  the   Waste   Basket.     78 

De    Tocqueville 206 

Detroit     99,  448 

Detroit    News 99 

Detroit    Tribune 99,   172 

Devlin   &    Co 418 

Dexter,    Lord    Timothy 52 

Deyo,    Peter   K 147,   148 

Dial,  The... 62,   64,   67,   68,  92,  116,   117 

Dickens     423 

"Did   it   again  and  again" 393 

Did    not    approve    of    boots    being 

blacked     204 

Did    not    believe    I    would    gain    a 

foothold     181 

Did  not  care  for  the  opinion  of  an 

art     critic 203 

Did  not  cut   so   much   ice 169 

Did  not  dare  to  dress  as  well  as 

he    would   like    to 258 

Did   not   fail   to   think   small   beer 

of    us 301 

Did   not  get  money  enough  to  pay 

his     postage 404 

Did  not  pay  when  due 144 

Did   not   permit  a  visitor  to  enjoy 

his    cigar 300 

Died  a  poor  man 170 

Difference  between  cash  rates  and 

rate   card   rates 162 

Difference  in  scale  of  charges  be- 
tween  Boston   and  New  York...   118 

Difficult    to    understand 164 

Difficulty  about  the  agent's  com- 
mission    138 

Difficulty     in     obtaining     lists     of 

newspapers     156 

Digging    Burdock    roots 387 

Dillingham,    E.    B 448 

Dinner  at  Delmonico's 209 

Dinner  to  a  dozen  choice  spirits..   260 

Director  of  a  bank 267 

Directory.       See     Rowell's    Ameri- 
can Newspaper  Directory. 
Directory     editor's     puzzling     ex- 
perience      411,    412,   413 

Disciplined   by   the  Harpers 410 

Discounts      not      allowed      unless 

asked    for 29 

Discounts    on   advertising   charges.     28 
Dissatisfaction      with,     circulation 

ratings     339 

Displayed  everywhere  and  puzzled 

everybody     389 

Disposing      of      the     business     to 

selected    employees 464 

Disposition   to   be  fair 219 

Ditson,    Oliver,    &    Co 312 

Dividend    of    $2,500 

Dividing    commissions 320 

Dixville    Notch 343 

Do  a  man's  work  for  a  boy's  pay.  226 

Do   an   immense  business 233 

Dock     Square 407 

Doctor  Fred 372,   373,    374,   375 

Dr.   Hostetter  was  a  close  second.  400 

Dr.    Kennedy's   great  success 388 

Dr.    Hobbs 58,     60 

Dr.     Jonas     Whitcomb's     Asthma 

Remedy     285 

"Dr.    Livingstone,    J   presume"...  425 
Dr.   Moffatt's  remedies 403 
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Dr.  (Mcott's  free  consultations... 
Dr.  Olcott's  most  successful  ad... 

Dr.    Roback's   Bitters 

Dr.   R.   V.   Prince 385, 

Dr.   Sage's  Catarrh   Remedy 

Dr.    Shallenburger's  first  patient.. 

Dr.    Schenck's   remedies 

Dodd,    Horace 66,   68,   71. 

78,   84,   85,   86,   91,   105,   107,   115, 

116,    118,   121,   446, 

Dodd     would     keep     the     Boston 

office    

Dodd's    Nervine 

Dodd's  uncle  gave  advice 

Dodge    County 

Dodge.    William    E 

Does    not    that    law    exclude    this 

paper?    

Dogwood     457. 

Doing     a     pretty     lively    business 

with    it 

Doings     of    a     wise     gentlemanly 

man    

Dollar    sales 

Dollar    "Weekly 

Domby   &   Son 

Dominated  the  business,  but  ne- 
glected   it 

Donald  Kennedy  a  poor  man. . . 
Do     not     be     afraid — if    you     can 

help    it 

Do    not   get    side-tracked 

Do   not    jolly   a   patron    you    care 

for    

Do    not    rely    on    assistance    from 

family    or    friends 

"Don't  know  that  I  would'nt  Rive 

you  a  ticket  to  get  you  out  of 

town' '    

Don't  think   it   cost   more   than   a 

cent    

Don' t    you    know    some    nice    girl 

you    would    like    to    marry? 

"Don't  you  remember  Sweet  Al- 
ice,"    etc 

Dorchester 

Do  things  in  the   exact  way  they 

should    be    done 

Dotted  veil  of  the  spice  bush 

Double   B  of   Burdock   Bitters 

Doubtless  it  was  good  stuff 

Douglas    Island 

Douglas,   the  shoe-man 

Do   what   you   think   is  right  and 

you    will   succeed 

Dow,    Moses    A 

"Do   you  see   that   Hump" 

Drake,    P.    H 317, 

Drakes  Plantation  Bitters 

Draper,     E.     F 463,464, 

Dread   of    surrendering  the   $18   a 

week    salary 

Dressed   like   the  poor  whites.... 

Drew,     John ^ . . 

Drexel,    Tony 

Driving     a     spike     team     in     the 

Park    

Drive  5  miles  for  a  pint  of  milk, 

Driscoll,    Mr 

Dropping-  in  on  me  for  an  ad- 
vertisement   order 

Drove     stylish     turnouts     in     the 

Park    

Drove  our  system  out  of  business. 

Drug   and    medicine   trade 

Druggists    do    not    like    a    5-cent 

medicine     

Dwight,    Mr 

Dublin,     Ireland 

Dubuque,     Iowa 

DuChaillu,     Paul 

Ducks,    red   head,    blue    bill,    teal 

and   canvass   back, , . .  » 
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Du    Maurier * 37 

Dummy    book    submitted     to    the 

New    York    postmaster 362 

Dutch    st 141 

Dutton's    book    store 272 


Each  exhibited  a  $1,000  green- 
back  209 

Each  paper  appeals  to  a  separate 

set  of  readers 212 

Eagleson    : 356 

Early  agents'  squabbles 74 

Early  Boston  street  car  extension  408 
Early  experiences  more  interesting  81 
Early  interpretation  of  the  law  of 

postage  on  second  class  matter..  364 
Early    knowledge    of    the    revenue 

tax  on  whiskey 437 

Early    literary    efforts    of    Artemus 

Ward    172 

Early  plan  for  circulation  state- 
ments r 265 

Early  successes  most  important..  81 
Earliest  Chicago  advertising  agent.  .77 
Earliest      St.       Louis      advertising 

agent    77 

Earnest  students  of  advertising..  469 
Earning  a  salary  of  $16  a  week..  269 
Earnings   would   take   care   of   all 

future  needs 215 

Easier,  cheaper  and  more  success- 
ful way 297 

Easier    for   a   camel    to    ride   into 

the  Kingdom  of  Heaven 210 

Easier  to  evade  the  point  than  to 
exanl  le  and  decide  on  its  merits  160 

Eastern    provinces 106 

Eastern  States 330 

Eastman   132 

Eastman,  capitol  of  Dodge  County.  132 

Eastman's   Business   College 444 

East    St.    Johnsbury,    Vt 269 

Eats  little  and  drinks  nothing  but 

water   443 

"Edition  is  falling  off  a  little'*..  266 
Editions     rarely     less     than     four 

quires      220 

Editorial  opinion   50 

Effective  enthusiasm 62 

Effort    to    get    on    to    the    revised 

system  118 

Efforts  to  keep  complete  files  ac- 
complished  unexpected  results..  300 
Efforts  to  obtain  a  list  of  papers.  107 
Editors  are  uniformly  truthful  and 

impartial 454 

Eight    inches    taken    for    $40   and 

$120  demanded  for  4  inches 312 

Eight    seemed    the    most    enticing 

number   382 

Eight  separate  laws  intended  to 
deprive  us  of  rights  we  thought 

we  had  acquired 292 

Eight  thousand  co-operative  pa- 
pers    144,  222 

Eighteen  thousand  dollars  declined 
for  a  page  in  Harper's  Maga- 
zine        444 

Eighth  St 132,   134,  423 

Either    a    bold    or    an    imprudent 

man    400 

Either  a   prince  or  a  dirty  dog. . .  253 
Elected    president   of    the   Agricul- 
tural   Society 290 
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Electrotyped  fonts 

Electrotypes  preferred • ■ . 

Eleven  thousand,  five  hundred  dol- 
lars    rent 

Eleventh    St •. 

Elgin    Almanac 

Elgin  Watch  Co 

Elias  Brothers 

Eliot,  apostle  to  the  Indians 

Eli  Perkins 

Elm    ■  ■ 

Embarked  successfully  in  oil  re- 
fining    

Emerald    Isle '•:,;,'" ': 

Encased  in  glittering  ice,  brilliant 

in  the  early  sunrise 

Encouraging  and  helping  local  in- 
terests    •'  -  ■ 

England  an  uncut  diamond .. . .... 

England,  Isaac  W.,  161.  215,  23ft 
251,   252,   253,   263,  279,   338,   391, 

Erglish  cherry 

English  sparrow ■  •  •  ■  •  ■  • 

Enjoy  the  camp  fire  none  the  less 

Eno,   Amos  R 

Enormous    brook    trout 

Enormous   living   expenses 

Enormously  lucrative  salary...... 

Enormous  power  of  the  classified 

advertisement 

Enough  to  make  a  string  reach- 
ing from  Calais.  Maine,  nearly 
to  Hawaii 

Enthusiastic  about  the  prospects. 

Envy  of  all  my  neighbors 

Epileptic  office  boy 

Episcopal     

Episcopalian   bv   marriage 

Episcopal    paper 

Epitaph    

Equal  of  any  yellow  journal  in 
existence    to-day 

Equitable   Life   Assurance   Society 

Erickson,   E.   H 

Erickson.   Julius 

Erie  common  and  preferred 

Erie   railroad 

Erroll    Dam 

Errors  or  Omissions 

Escaped,    unkindly     criticism 

Escape  into  the  greenwood 

Essentially  an  amiable  man 

Essex   street 

Established  for  the  purpose  of  ad- 
vertising the  books  published 
by  the  firm 

Establishing  a  new  bank 

Establishment  of  the  Advertising 
Agency    

Estero,   Fla.,   Flaming  Sword 

Ethridge.  Geo.  &  Co 

Europe  

European    plan    hotel 

Evangelist,    (N.    T.) 

Evans.  T.  C 76,  86,  88,   109, 

Evans  &  Lincoln 75,  441, 

Evans,  a  soldier  of  the  Civil  War 

Evans'  good  fortune 

Evans'    sore    leg 

Evening  around  a  camp  fire 

Evening    Wisconsin 218, 

Even  more  attractive  in  winter 
than  in  summer 

Everett,  Edward 407, 

Everett.  Edward,  his  great  fee... 

Every  bill  that  came  before  noon 
should  be  paid  that  day 

Everybody  came  to  us  to  see  the 
paper    

Everybody  is  certain  to  swallow 
more  or  less  of  it 
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345 

223 
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Everybody  might  know  the  con- 
cern was  out  of  money 304 

Everybody  ought  to  be  treated 

alike  295 

Everybody  seemed  to  see  them...  436 

Everybody  was  satisfied 139 

Every    change    had    been    for    the 

worse   274 

Every    new    man    was    certain    to 

come  to  us  first 466 

Every    Ohio    Democrat    took    the 

Enquirer 176 

Everyone   would   rather   do  you   a 

favor  than   not 326 

Every  poor  man   read   the   N.    Y. 

News   168 

Every  proposal  ought  to  have  an 

answer    295 

Every  publisher  has  to  trust  some 

one   • 222 

Every    Saturday 427 

Every  subscriber  got  a  strawberry 

plant    168 

Everything  and  everybody  was  so 

bad     369 

Everything  may  be  surmounted  by 

lace  work  of  snow 461 

Every  ticket  drew  a  $200  prize...  393 

Examiner  (N.  T.) 179 

Excuses    334 

Excuses   are   generally   prevarica- 
tions        334 

Exhausted    the    resources    of    the 

state  judiciary 292 

Exhibited   better   sense  than   they 

inherited  from  their  father 143 

Exhibited  signs  of  amity 164 

Exhibits  many  scenes  of  enchant- 
ment      461 

"Expect    him    to-day?" 41 

Expedition    to    the    West    Indies, 

Mexico  and  our  Pacific  States. . .  290 
Expenses    increase  as   income    in- 
creases       110 

Experimented    in    a    half-hearted 

way    366 

Experiment     with     posters     on    a 

fence     436 

Exploiting   another  Buchu 400 

Exploiting  the  merits  of  the  coun- 
try weeklies 441 

Express,  New  York 168 

Extraordinary  capacity  for  work..  207 
Extra  postage  to  the  tune  of  $25,- 

000    362 

Evil  effects  of  intemperance 223 

Eyes  as  blue  as  London  milk 23 

Eyes    glistened    through    his    gold 
bowed    glasses 275 


Facts   to   warrant   a  better   circu- 
lation rating  car  not  be  got  at..  165 
Failed  before  he  was  thirteen....  177 
Failed     to    put    anything    around 

himself 426 

Failure  to   train  competent  men..  207 

Fairbanks,   A.   W 100 

Fairbanks,    scales 13 

Fairmount  Park    73 

Fall    River.    Mass 435 

False   promises   in   advertisements 
have  been  of  incalculable  injury 

to  honest  advertisers S83 


Index 


Familiar  with  the  uses  of  a  waste 

basket    412 

Famous  in  the  talk  of  neighboring 

farmers     343 

Famous  Virginia  family 185 

Fannv    Fern 24 

Farmer     297 

Farmer  capitalist    204 

Farmer,    Little  &   Co 190 

Farmers'    Review 452 

Farmers'    wives    spun    their    own 

wool   433 

Farming    proved    unprofitable 290 

Farrell,     Mr 182,  183 

Fashionable    Boston    hatters 407 

Fatal   for  an   agent    to    consult    a 

rate    card    315 

Fate   of   the   N.    Y.    Herald  if   Mr. 

Bennett    were    to    die 437 

Father's   confidence   and  risk 118 

Father    William    293 

Far  well,    J.    E.,    printer GO 

Favors  should  go  to  home  patrons  297 
Feared     an    advertisement     would 
overwhelm   him    with    too   much 

business    112 

Feeling  the  advertiser's  pulse. 311,  312 
Feeling    the    pulse    of    the    news- 
paper   man    312 

Fellows    Hypophosphites 367 

Female    compound    399 

Fence  about  the  cemetery 120 

Ferryman,    The    202 

Ferry    st 250 

Fessenden,  William  Pitt 43 

Fetridge's    Balm    of    a    Thousand 

Flowers     403 

Few    better   positions   from   which 

to   study  human   nature 324 

Few  have  kept  friends  or  custom- 
ers  better    419 

Fewer  the  changes  the  better  the 

outcome     109 

Field,    Dr.    Henry  M 422 

"Field,    Dungeon   and    Escape"...    104 

Field.    Leiter   &    Co 451 

Field.    Marshall    &    Co 451 

Field,     Monte    58,     59 

Field,    R.    Montgomery 57 

Fifth    avenue     132 

169,   209,   298,   374,    400,    421,   426,   436 

Fifth   Avenue   Hotel    34 

Fifth  Avenue   Hotel   first   intended 

for  a  block  of  stores 34 

Fifth      Avenue      Hotel.       Western 

man's    experience    there 34 

Fifteen  thousand  dollar  job  taken 

for   $120 318,   319 

Fifty     thousand     different     people 
bought    Ripan's    Tabules    every 

day     379 

Fifty    thousand    dollars    for    one 

month's   advertising    394 

Fifty-two    checks    each    dated    due 
one  week  ahead  of  the  other....  332 

Fighting    Fifth    15 

Filene,     Edward     W 334 

Filing   the    agency    papers 67 

Filled    with    the    effusions    of    ro- 
mantic   misses     179 

Financial    panic    of     1857 17,     34 

Finally  took  risks  that  resulted  in 

collapse 453 

Find    a    paper    as    readily    as    a 

name   in   a  directory 240 

Finest    entertainment    I    had    ever 

seen     272 

Finest  private  residence  in  Maine  202 
Fine  looking  Sherlock  Holmes  sort 

of    fellows    393 

Fireplaces   in    every  room,    but  no 
chimneys    400 


Fireside    Companion    179 

First  advertising  agent   71 

First    appearance    of    the    patent 

insides     113 

First   Boston    hotel   on   the   Euro- 
pean   plan    49 

First   circular  issued    69 

First  daily   sold  for  a  cent 22 

First   domicile   in   New   York 131 

First    editor   of    Rowell's   Newspa- 
per Directory    134 

First  editor  of   the  Evening  Sun..   415 
First  effort  to  discuss  advertising 

problems   seriously    359 

First   5-cent    proprietary   medicine  378 

First  hyphenated  journal 176 

First    gave    magazine    advertising 

its   great  impetus    444 

First   illustrated  weekly    23 

First  installment  of  copy  sent  out     09 
First  interview   with  J.    H.    Bates  150 

First  library  table  and  chair 56 

First     meeting     with     Lyman     D. 

Morse     286 

First   month    79 

First   National  Bank  of  Chicago..  438 

First  newspaper  I  remember 13 

First  number  of  Printer's  Ink 355 

First  paper  to  make  good  to  sub- 
scribers   any    loss    sustained    by 

trusting  its   advertisers 83 

First  patent  medicine  sold  in  tab- 
let   form 378 

First  president  of  the  Sphinx  Club 

of    London 389 

First  Sapolio  advertisement 413 

First   sight   of  Dr.    R.    "V.   Pierce..   385 

First  sign 68 

First    solicitor 79 

First  special  agent 77,   308 

First  special  representative  in  Chi- 
cago       452 

First  successful  typewriter 259 

First   10-cent   magazine 298 

First  time  I  heard  the  story 437 

First   to   go    into   this   kind   of   en- 
terprise       237 

First  to  take  the  step 302 

First  year's  earnings   exceeded  to- 
tal of  seven  years'    salary 109 

First    year's    operations 109 

First   visit   to  New  York 34 

Fisher,    L.   P 77,    446 

Fishing    171 

Fisk,  James 119,  120 

Fitch,    Wm.    H 452 

Five     hundred     miles     nearer     the 

Pacific    127 

Five    hundred    millions    of    them 

have   been   doled  out 379 

Fixed   my   salary   at  $25,000 272 

Fixed  the  value  at  the  gross  profits 

on  three  years'  sales 403 

Fixing  the  price 377 

Fixing    the    size    of    the    page    of 

Printer's  Ink 356 

Fix  you   up  while  you  wait 306 

Fontaine,    L.    P.    &   Co., 

135,    143,    144,   446 

Flaming    sword     423 

Flat    rate    for    advertising 293,   294 

Flicker    460 

Flies  at  the  Burtis  House 127 

Floated  away,   spirit-like,  through 

the    mist     351 

Florida    202,    415,423 

Flour    City     169 

Flower,     Roswell    P 256 

"Flush  times  in  Alabama" 184 

Flyfishing     475 

Foreign    news    is    filtered    through 
Reuter's    338 
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Forget  the  happenings  of  yesterday 

and  recall  those  of  20  years  ago  424 
Formation   of  the   American   News 

Co 434 

Formed  a   fishing   club 292 

Formula    for  ordering  breakfast..   184 

Forney,  John  W 3J8 

"For    now    when    on    my    couch    I 

lie"   55 

Forrest,    Edwin 54 

Fort   Sumter 149 

For  the  purpose  of  nailing  an   or- 
der    301 

For    35    years    bookkeeper 143 

For  25  years  I  had  wished  to  own 

a   trademark 370 

Fortune  of  $10,000 204 

Forty-first   St 102,    169 

Forty-five  per  cent,   of  advertising 
that  is  not  local  now  originates 

west  of  Baffalo 452 

Forty-ninth     St 374 

Forty-one  Park  Row 118 

Forty-second   st 121,   375 

Forty   years    later 85 

Founded   the   great    Clark   estate. .  .271 

Founder    of    the    Sphinx    Club 433 

Founders    of    the    Century    Maga- 
zine       413 

Founding    of     Printers     Ink 355 

Founding   of  the    Brooklyn    Eagle,  221 
Fountain  of  youth  in  the  Floridas,  459 

Four   hundred   $1   bills 381 

Four    months    vacations,    207,   298,   463 
Four    quires    did    not    make    100 

sheets    228 

Fourteenth   St 209 

Fourth   Av 102 

Four     would    constitute    a    ruling 

majority     337,   338 

Fowler,     Professor 110 

Fowler  &  "Wells HO 

Fox.    E.    P 79,   86,   105,   106 

Fox  as   a   story  teller 80 

Framingham,    Mass 286 

Frank,    Albert,    &    Co 448 

Frankfort,     Ky 346 

Frank    Leslie 452 

Franklin     231 

Franklin    Square 207,   410 

Fied   said  that  was  rhubarb 373 

"Freedleys   Essay   on    Business"..      17 
Free   consultations   in    full    blast..   388 

Free    Mason 89 

Free     medical    consultations 388 

French,    J.    Henry 120 

French.     Samuel 214,   215,   216 

French    rells    his    interest 215 

Freshman,   E.   N.,  &  Bro 441,   446 

Fresh-water    fisherman 171 

Friendliness  of   old    employer 64 

Friends    died    while    I    was    look- 
ing   another    way 205 

Friendships  formed  at  forty 250 

Friendship    that    has    known    no 

break     346 

From    8   a.    m.    to    6  p.    m 134 

Fryeburg,   Me 43 

Fullam,    A.    J 331 

Fuller,    Chas.    H 448,452 

Fuller,    Finch    &    Fuller 450 

Full  of  appreciation 175 

Full  of  days  works,    courage  and 

good    nature 96 

Fulton    St 398 

Fulton    chain    of   Lakes 346 

Funny   Post   Office   decisions 160 

F.    Wesel   Manufacturing    Co 470 
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Galveston    News 174,  176 

Gano,    L.    M 155 

Gano.     Mr 260,   261 

Gargling    Oil 14 

Gates,    W.    N.,    &   Co 448 

Gathered     more    kicks    than    ha'- 
pence        365 

Gave    as    much    flattery    and    soft 
soap     as     the     publisher     could 

make  use   of 401 

Gave  its  readers  the  best  English 
ever     seen     with     regularity     in 

a    newspaper 434 

Gave  the  Senator  the,  upper  berth.  102 

Gave  up  a  good  position 62 

Gave   up   a   seven   years'    engage- 
ment      64 

General  agent  a  judge 314 

General    agents 308 

Gentleman's  least   expenditure 18 

Gentleman  of  Southern  birth 184 

Georgia   132.   174.  370,  427 

Georgia  man  had  an  ague  cure,..  370 

Georgia    Scenes 184 

Get  bored   (board)   for  one  cent...    168 
Got    his    foothold    as    a   canvasser 

for   the   New   York   Tribune...   442 
Getting    as    much    and    paying    as 

little    as    possible 239 

Getting  large   value  out  of  small 

space    287 

Get  somebody  to  introduce  you  to 

me-in-an-hour     262 

Gibbons,  J.  J.,   Toronto 448 

Gibson,    F.    James 433 

Gift    enterprises 391,  393 

Gilbert     22 

Gilbert,    John 53 

Gillam,    Mr.    Manly   M 404 

Gilmore,  P.  s.,  and  his  celebrated 

band 394 

"Give  a  man  what  he  calls  for".     40 

Give  the  boy  a  contract 125 

Giving  a  price   off   hand 200 

Giving    away     his     "providential" 

discovery     384 

Giving  up  wine,  women  and  song.   432 
Glad   to   be  frGe   from   importuni- 
Glad  of  the  order  at  half  the  price  310 

ties    293 

Gleason's   Pictorial 21,     23 

Godey's    Lady's    Book 170 

God     tempers     the     wind    to    the 

shorn   lamb 158 

Goelet,     Ogden,     who     lived     next 

door     374 

Going  back  on  the  same  vessel...  417 

Going    fishing 468 

Going  to  a  party 204 

3olden    Rod 433 

Golden    Rule 452 

3olf    19 

Gold    Mark 407 

Goldrick,  O.  J 283,  284,  285 

Sold    Street 142,   250 

'  'Gone       where       the       woodbine 

twineth"     120 

Good  advice  sent  for  a  dollar 382 

3ood    Americans 17 

3ood,    Brent 399 

Good  deal  of  a  speculator 215 

Good  for  almost  everything 375 

"Good    Head" 217 

Good      illustration      of      Postoffice 

management    362 

Good,    Izaak  Walton 353 
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Soodsell    Bros 170 

Good  Deacon  Richard  Smith 176 

Good  thing  about  old  stories 80 

Goodwin,   Geo.  C,  &  Co 269 

Gordon    press 68 

Gorgeous      beauty      of      American 

autumn    foliage 457 

Gorilla,   not  admitted  to  exist....  425 

Gorman,    Senator 35 

Gospel    Banner 21 

Go    straight    to    the    business    in 

hand    328 

Got  into  more  law  suits 271 

Got  over  the  brink  of  bankruptcy.  413 

Got   the  case  put  off 340 

Gould,    Jay 119,   338 

Gould,    Miss   Helen 461 

Gourard,    Dr.    T.   Felix 387 

Government     sadly     in     need     of 

money    138 

Government      would      accept      the 

collection    235 

Governor    Hill 202 

Governor  of  Maine 202 

Governor  of  New  Hampshire 327 

'  'Go    yourself    and    do    your    own 

voting"     338 

Grace    Church 332 

Grace's    Salve 367 

Grand  Central  Station 375 

Grandmother     reads     the     Police 

Gazette    26 

Granite    Hills 186 

Granite  State. 

15,    18,   43,  90,   133,   290,   350,   439 

Grape    Pills 404 

Graphic      170 

Grant,   Gen'l 101,   252,   265,  414 

Graves,    Henry,   Jr 456 

Graveyard     toward     which     such 

things    drifted 367 

Gray  stone  crop 458 

Great  American  Tea  Co 418 

Great    Britain 161,   389 

Great      editions     of     Subscription 

Books     104 

Great     efficacy     of     a     circulation 

statement     433 

Great   encroachment   of   the   daily 

on    the   weekly  field 435 

Great  enterprises  never  start  full 

grown 328 

Greatest    retail    merchant    in    the 

world    233 

Greatest   man    the    Almighty   ever 

created     175 

"Great    Expectations'* 71 

Greatly  appreciated  praise 289 

Greatly  pained  at  the  suggestion.  379 

Great  mail-order  house 211 

Great  masses  of  crimson  that  en- 
velop the   maple 461 

Great  medicine  warehouse 269 

Great  moral  question 190 

Great  pile  of  unpaid  bills 302 

Great  sale  of  a  popular  print 203 

Great     sale     of     the     Dr.     Pierce 

remedies    404 

Great  things  in  the  way  of  horses.  459 
Great  virtues  in  the  thoroughness 

of    methods 332 

Great   white    throne   and   gates  of 

pearl     261 

Greeley,  Horace 168,   174,  295,  471 

Greeley  girls 258 

Sreek    80 

Greene,  Col.  Chas.   Gordon. 

18,   20,   42,   43,  409 

Green   Lake 222 

Green   Mountains 128 

Green  Mountain  State 13 


Grew  to  consider  us  a  sort  of  sav- 
ings  bank 304 

Griffin  &  Hoffmann 446 

Grinnell,    Moses   H 456 

Guaranteed    the    advertisement    to 

produce  no  result  whatever 113 

Guaranteeing    payment 382 

Guardian  of  the  public  morals 426 

Guest  for  inauguration  week 350 

Guild,    Curtis 407,    408,  4U9 

Guild,    Curtis,    Jr 408 

Guild,     Ben 408 

Gulf  of  Mexico  region 379 

"Gun-Maker   of    Moscow" 24 
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Had  a  clear  conscience 339 

Had    an    ambition    to    control    a 

magazine    413 

Had  a  grievance  or  thought  they 

had     228 

Had  a  handsome  wife 400 

Had  a  libel  suit  on  my  hands 454 

Had  an  itching  to  have  a  mouth- 
piece      355 

Had  attained  the  age  of  30  years.  181 

Had  been  a  compositor 180 

Had  been  a  compositor,  then  a  re- 
porter       415 

Had  bought  a  keg  of  ink 162 

Had  committed  a  barbarous  mur- 
der     341 

Had    done    business   with    a    ped- 
dler's   outfit 269 

Had  gone  a-fishing 171 

Had    gotten    out    of    the    habit    of 

recommending    the   paper 411 

Had   his   own    way   if   he    went   to 

Albanv    270 

Had    his    trousers    cut    so    as    to 

make  him  look  bow-legged 259 

Had   ideas  of  his  own 287 

Had    ideas    that    I    liked    to    ven- 
tilate     358 

"Had  it  in  for  me" 166 

Had  long  wanted  a  new  press...  306 
Had    many    compliments    on    the 

character    of   the    paper 293 

Had  never  seen  a  paper  or  a  rate 

card   105 

Had  no  board  to  pay  for  30  years  386 
Had  not   heard  of  an   order  in  a 

dozen  years 403 

Had    once    honored    me    with   the 

office     470 

Had     passed     and     would     never 

come    again 399 

Had  recently  been  elected  a  bank 

director     264 

Had  the  confidence  of  my  father. .     66 
Had  the  good  sense  to  act  in  uni- 
son       214 

Had  the  promise  of  one  order 88 

"Had  the  space  to  spare'' 312 

Had   to   charge   a  customer  twice 

as  much  as  I  did 149 

Had   to   draw   the   line   somewhere  252 

Had  to  talk  through  a  tube 217 

Hagan's  Magnolia  Balm 389 

Haldeman,   W.  H 175 

Hale's    Honey   of   Hoarhound    and 

Tar     402 

Half  a  mile  walk  down  a  hill 353 

Halifax.   N.   S 312,   367 

Hall     49 
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Hall,   A.   Oakey 

Hall    &    Ruckel 

Hall   &  Whipple 

Hall's  Hair  Renewer 

Hallfelder's    capacity 

Hallfelder,    his    peculiarity 

Halstead.   Murat 174,    176.    260, 

Ham  &  Carver 

Hamblin,    W.    F 

Hampton,   Ben  B 

Handel  and  Haydn  Society 

Happy — Tailor  

Happy,    G.    D 

Hardly  possible  in  any  other  coun- 
try     

Harlem     

Harlem   Lane 

Harper   &   Brothers..  .22,    411,    427, 

Harper's    Ba7ar    168, 

Harper's  Bazar,  its  profitable  first 
year    

Harper's    Magazine 21,  23, 

Harper's  Magazine — Refused  ad- 
vertisements      

Harper's    Weekly 

22,   168,   410,   427, 

Harper,     Fletcher     

Harrigan   &  Hart 

Harrison,    President    

Harte,    Bret    

Hartford 105,   261,   382,  410, 

Hartford    Courant    179, 

Hartford    Times    

Hartmann,     Dr 

Harvard  College   

Harvard  Law   School    

Harvey,  Peter,  friend  of  Daniel 
Webster 

Has  a  pretty  daughter — and  capital 
ter-back-er    

Has  a  soothing  effect  on  the 
stomach     

Has  no  kick  coming  against  fate. . 

Has  no  love  for  the  book 

Has  no  vices  unless  overwork  is 
a  vice    

Has  proved  a  good  name 

Has  put  up  seven  deer 

Has  tried  more  experiments  in 
advertising  systems  than  any 
man    in   the    world 

Has  troubles  of  his  own 

Hatton     

Hauling    sap     

Have  a  tendency  to  shut  off  con- 
versation     

Have   cast    a   fly   hour   after  hour. 

Have  it  framed   for  preservation.. 

Have    no    race    prejudices 

'  'Have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
case"     

Have  seen  his  children  in  the 
cradle    

Have  the  affairs  wound  up  and 
wipe  my  hands  of   them 

Have  the  word  blood  printed  in 
red    ink     

Having  been  free  from  the  excuse 
habit    

Hawaii     255, 

Hawley.    Gen'l   Joseph    R 

Heard  with  open-mouthed  amaze- 
ment      

Hearth   and    Home 170,    171, 

Hedgehog  

Heard  of  Denver  for  the  first  time 

Hebrew     

Hearst,    William   R. 

99,   271,    268,   310, 

Heaviest  taxpayer  in  the  City  of 
Bunker  Hill  
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He  did  not  wish  the  trade  to  gd 

through   370 

Heenan,    John   C 424 

He  had  a  drunken   brother 262 

He   had   opinions    285 

He    has    pilloried    the    circulation 

liar    473 

Held    his    clients    with    wonderful 

tenacity     88 

Had   the   dollar   very   close  to   his 

eye    288 

Held  the  office   of  mayor 169 

Held     the     remedy    in     their    own 

hands     295 

Held  to  one  central  point — in- 
tegrity  472 

"Hell  of  a  commencer" 273 

Helmbold,    H.    L 400,    401,   404,   449 

Helmbold's    Buchu 400 

Henry  French's    stroke   of   genius,   120 

Henry,     John     F 269,  270,   367 

Herbert   took   the   incident   of  the 

mail   bags   much  to  heart 157 

"Here  Shall  the  press  the  people's 

rights  maintain' ' 13 

Herring    &     Co 183 

Her  white  gown  and  pink  sash..  350 
Hesitation  about  a  $6  outlay....  69 
'  'He    who    by    the    plough    would 

thrive,"    etc 468 

He  would  sell  me  a  half  interest,  370 

Hibbard,    Mr 269 

Hicks,     William 448 

"Hidden     Hand" 24 

Hide   and  Leather  Club, 

250,   252,  256,   258 

Highest   grade   flour 133 

High     Holborn,     London 423 

Hilton,     Dr 404 

Hilton's    "Specific" 404 

Hingham    40 

Hinkley,    Miss 54 

His  alleged  competence  is  some- 
thing   more     than     a    moderate 

one   453 

His   always   cheerful   greeting 468 

His   customers   were   the   common 

people    , 203 

His    economies    made    the    Sweet- 

sers    wild 431 

His  good  sense  was  much  de- 
ferred   to 464 

His   many   years'    fight   for   honest 

circulation     statements 473 

His  name  was  in  all  the  papers..  386 

His    numerous    kindly    acts 388 

His  reel   not  of  the  best  pattern,  345 

His   rod   was   too   long 345 

His  own  skirts  were  clear 149 

His      success      has      never      been 

equalled      4C0 

Hissing  sounds  were  lost 101 

History   of   Methodism 104 

Hobart,   Vice-President 439 

Hoboken     255 

Hoe,     Mr 471 

Hoffman   House   bar-room 119 

Holland,   Dr.  J.    G 413 

Holland.    George 54 

Holloway's   Pills 403 

Holmes.    Dr 438,   475 

"Holy   Moses" 227 

Home    Journal 22 

Home   Weekly 180 

Honey    Locust 457 

Honolulu    234 

Honorable  publishers  do  not  al- 
low agents*  commissions  to  di- 
rect advertisers 241 

Honored  to  a  high  degree 470 

Hood's  Sarsaparilla ...... . . , 137 
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Hooper.   John,    135,   140,   141,    142, 

143,    208,    237,    390,    391,    443,    448 

Hooper  left  ,$5,000,000 143 

Hop    Bitters 403 

Hoped    for   better    things 21 

Hopeful    view    of    Denver's    rapid 

growth     284,  286 

Hopper,    Inslee   A 270,  271,  275 

Homer's    Iliad 423 

Horse    Chestnut 457 

"Horse    Fair" 14 

Horseheads  (N.   Y.)   Journal.  ..305,  423 

Horse  Opera 424 

Horton   Bros 252 

Horton,  G.  B 252 

Hostetter,    Col.,    left  a   fortune   of 

$18,000,000  390,  400 

Hostetter's  Bitters 390 

"Hot  Blast" 423 

Hotel  Costanzi 262 

Hotel  due  bill 34 

Hotel  on  the  American  plan,   best 

specimen  of 35 

Hot  mince  pies 272 

Hot   Springs,    Ark.,  Thomas  Cat..  *23 
Hot    water   increases    the    circula- 
tion    439 

Hot  whiskey  a  specialty 422 

Houghton,     Dr 383 

House   for   sale 16 

House  of  Representatives 175 

House    organ 169 

Houser,    Col 95 

How    advertising    brings     indirect 

profits 407 

How   an  unpromising  ad.   brought 

a  profitable  result 398 

Howard    Athenaeum 57,     58 

How   a   village  paper  ought   to  be 

conducted   292 

How  Dr.  Helmbcld  ruined  himself  404 
How  did  you  happen  to  come  to  us  398 

Howe,    Blias 23 

Howe  Sewing  Machine 23,  444 

How  he  happened  to  come  to  me.  .   399 
How     he     happened     to     know     so 

much    159 

How     he    will    strain    his    throat 

with  song 460 

How  I  went  about  it 370 

How  lean   were   most  of  the   pro- 
posals that  came  to  hand 294 

How      many      quires      were      "wet 

down"    228 

How  Mr.  Hopper  became  president 
of  the  Singer  Manufacturing  Co.  271 

How  much   money 248 

How  rapidly  the  circulation  is  in- 
creasing      381 

How  the  name  Ripans  happened  to 

be  adopted 375 

Hoyt  Bros 252 

Hoyt,     Mark 252 

Hoyt,     Oliver 252 

Hubbard,    H.   P 453 

Hubbard's   Newspaper  Directory. .  454 

Hull,  W.  H.  H.  &  Co 448 
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Matsell,    George   W 26 

Mature  age  of  ten 350 

Maumee    261 

May    13 

Mayor    McClellan    337 

Mayor    of    Augusta 202 

"Mazeppa"     424 

Meanest  persons  in  the  company.  361 
Measuring  out  the  powders  on  the 

point  of  his  knife  blade 374 

Mecca    17 

Medford    rum 344 

Medicine     370 

Meek    &    Millan 345,   346 

Meeting  with   Dr.    Livingstone....   425 

Memphis  Avalanche    174 

Memoranda  of  ideas  and  inci- 
dents      406 

Men    are    interested    in    whatever 

concerns    a   man 476 

Men  of  pleasing  address 469 

Men   who   advertise   most   get   the 

largest  profit  out  of  it 333 

Menken,    Adah    Isaacs 424 

Mercantile   National   Bank 84 

Merchants'    Gargling   Oil 14 

Merchants'    Ledger    23 

Merchants'    National    Bank 443 
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Merciless  cutting  of  rates 239 

Mercury     168,  424 

Mergenthaler    471 

Mergenthaler    typesetting   machine  173 
Merit    as    well    as    money    needed 

for  an   advertised   article 76 

Messervey,    Col.    C.    C 218,219 

Methodist     84 

Methodist    Book    Concern 144,  441 

Methodist  -Church    254,  346 

Methods  that  were  up  to  date....  464 
Metropolitan    Hotel... 34,  400,   421,  449 

Metropolitan    Museum   of   Art 284 

Meyen,    Chas.,   &  Co 448 

Mexico     290 

Michigan    99,   150,   189 

Middle   Dam    345 

Middle    State    list 189 

Middle    West     122,   150 

"Midshipman    Easy"     352 

Might  be  in  the  saloon  around  the 

corner    259 

Might  be   the   next  governor 202 

Might  have  a  place  on   the  board 

of    directors     270 

Might    just    as    well    keep    away 

from    that   man 178 

Might     possibly    color    news    dis- 
patches      338 

Milesian  caricatures   349 

Milk   Street    50,   115 

Millionaire   from  a  $10,000  invest- 
ment        220 

Millionaire  paper  makers 352 

Milwaukee 

97,    114,    172,    213.    214,    217,   218 

Milwaukee  Sentinel   172 

Milwaukee    Evening    Wisconsin 

97,   114,   172,   212 
Miniature    door   plate   bearing   the 

word    B-R-I-C-K    268 

"Minister's    Wooing"    21 

Minneapolis     1^3 

Minneapolis     did     not     count     for 

much    1 '  2 

Minneapolis  had  10,000  inhabitants     95 

Minnesota   189 

Mirimichi     10b 

Mirror    and    Farmer 402 

Misrepresentation    may    keep    one 
from  having  too  good  an  opinion 

of    himself     365 

Mississippi     94.     127,   129 

Missouri     189,  423 

Mr.    Allen's    earliest    imitators 202 

Mr.   Bowen's  circulation  statement  412 
Mr.    Cleveland's   favorite   game...  353 

Mr.   Crall's  brilliant  idea 363 

Mr.      Curtis'  s     unanswerable     re- 
joinder  416 

Mr.    Dana  buys  the    Sun 432 

Mr.    Dana's    Telegraph 432 

Mr.    Laffan    overturned    things....   339 

Mr.  Presbrey's  speech 470,  471 

Mr.    Story    had    recently   died 437 

Mrs.  Winslow's  Soothing  Syrup 

137,  287 

Mitchell,    Maggie    54 

Mitchell's  Directory  of  the  News- 
papers   of    Great   Britain 161 

Mobile  Register 174 

Moffatt,    Dr 403 

Moisture   worth  $100  a  month 135 

Mollychukamuck    345 

Mnnte    Field     58 

Money  not  always  on  hand  to  meet 

obligations     303 

Monthly    magazines    145,   179 

Monthly    World    363 

Montreal     448 

Monument    to    Dr.    Ayers*    ability 
as  a  money  maker 401 


Moody,    M.    H 252 

Moonlight  on   the   forest 253 

Moon's  road  house   131 

Moore,    D.    D.    T 169,   170 

Moore,    John    A 86,    87,    88, 

113    118.    144,    208,   209,    386.    391,   402 

Mooselamaguntic    345 

More  blessed  to  be  one  person, 
dead,     than    another     and     live 

forever 256 

More    intended     for    your    benefit 

than  mine   264 

More     money     for     lawyers'     fees 

than   for  real  estate 292 

More    naked    than    the    man    who 

supports  the  Tiffany  clock 426 

More  people  within  50  miles  of 
Pittsburg  City  Hall  than  in  the 
same    distance    from    the    centre 

of  Chicago  or  New   York 177 

More  quoted  than  any  other  paper  358 
More    secluded    than    the    Adiron- 
dack       350 

More    than   all   papa's   money   can 

do    419 

More    than    any    other    agent    bas 

developed  the  magazine  field...  445 
More  than  one  fish  was  hooked..  348 
More    than    100,000   subscribers 

261,  281 

More  than  30  vears  ago 437 

More  than  $2,000,000  paid  for  ad- 
vertising        360 

More    yellow    than    the    World    or 

Journal    432 

Morgan,  J.   Pierpont   *.  206 

Morgan   &   Allen 311 

Morrisania 35 

Morris   Bros.,    Pell   &  Trowbridge.     57 

Morris,    Don 58 

Morris,    Genl.    George   P 22 

Morse,    Lyman   D. 

286,   287,   288,   446,  448 

Moscow    206 

Moses,  Oscar  G 227,  368,   369,   465 

Moses    O.    Lee 227 

Mosquitoes   257,   346 

Mosquito  Brook 41 

Most  "buchuful"  store  on  Broad- 
way       400 

Most      charming      association      of 

sportsmen  I  have  ever  known..  350 
Most  commodious  and  convenient.  428 
Most    conspicuous    paper    west    of 

New   York 437 

Most    conspicuous    thing    on    the 

page     383 

Most   effective    want    ad.    medium 

in  Philadelphia 178 

Most  extensive  advertising  con- 
nection ever  secured 237 

Most  faithful,  devoted  and  at- 
tached   friend 87 

Most  important  daily  in  Boston...     48 
Most  important  newspaper  of  Ken- 
tucky       176 

Most  important  paper  in  Ohio 260 

Most  influential  newspaper  of  the 

Southern    States 176 

Most  people  are  honest 198 

Most  perfect  hotel  in  the  world..     49 
Most    profitable     "medicine"     ever 

on    the    market 390 

Most  profitable  portion  of  the 
stock  in  trade  of  an  advertis- 
ing   agency 247 

Most    promising    young    journalist 

in  America 174 

Most       prosperous        Philadelphia 

daily    360 

Most  successful  advertising  solici- 
tor       88 
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Most  successful  of  all  the  adver- 
tising  agents 140 

Most    village   and    country   papers 
are  printed  on  the  co-operative 

plan  222 

Motley,   John  Lothrop.   father  of.     38 

Mount  Holyoke  College 421 

Mount  Vernon  Society 24 

Mouquin's  Restaurant    432 

Much  good  money  is  paid  for  ad- 
vertising   that    appears    to     be 

barren    of    result 396 

Much   of  human  interest 183 

Much    trouble    for    business    men 

and  publishers 159 

Muddy  water  used  in  St.  Louis...     95 
Mudhole    in    the    middle    of    the 

street 267 

Multiplication      of       agencies 

brought  about  competition 238 

Mumble-the-peg  86 

Munn  &  Co 168 

Munsell.    Jacob 382 

Munsey,    Frank   A 173.    202,  298 

Munyon.     Dr 401,  404 

Murders  and  similar  enterprises.  .  271 

Murphy.     Mr 337,  442 

Murray    street 120 

Muscatine    Journal 122 

"Mushrat"     351 

Music  box   that  played   8   tunes..  381 

Music    Hall 424 

Mustang  Liniment 389 

Must   be    headquarters    for   some- 

thine   441 

Must  be  worth  to  employer  more 

than  he  pays 110 

Must   get  rates  below  the   sched- 
ule       239 

Must  have  done  a  profitable  busi- 
ness       388 

Must   rely  on  advertising   patron- 
age for  a  profit 161 

Musty   circulation   joke 439 

My    biggest    bass 352 

"My    breast    requires    the    sullen 

glen' '    347 

"My    brother    physicians    do    not 

approve   of   it" 398 

My  busy  day 21 

My  connection   ceased  absolutely.  470 

My  first  partner  in  Boston 452 

My  good  intentions  were  well  re- 
ceived       346 

My  grandmother  went  to  school  to 

him    476 

My  great  effort 361 

My  idea  of  fairness 385 

My   largest   customer 317 

My    libel   suit 339.    340,   341 

My  only  experience  in  banking 276 

My     own     name     had     become    a 

synonym  for  advertising 357 

My   Tribune   libel   suit   and    what 

became  of  it 339,  340,  341 

"My  two  papers — both   daily" 178 

Myrick,     Herbert 156 

Mysterious  combinations  of  letters 

and    figures 389 

Mysterious    Western    combination  113 


N 


Name    was    spelled    correctly 183 

Napoleon     206,  214 

Nasby   (see  also  David  R.   Locke) 

258,    264,    267,  416 


Nasby    Letters 99,  259 

Nashua,   N.  H 82 

Nassau  street 86,    142,   215,  434 

Nat    Goodwin 432 

Natick    Cobbler 101 

Natick,    Mass 101 

National  Broadway  Bank 84 

Naval  Officer  of  the  Port  of  Bos- 
ton         18 

Needed   experience 106 

Needed    the    entire    services    of    a 

whole   boy 79 

Needham,    the   Painter 69 

Need   only   to   have    spoken   to   be 

accepted 418 

Neither    missed    nor    mourned...  466 

Nelson,    Mr 252 

Net   indebtedness   of   $2,000 66 

Net  profit  of  $1,000  a  day 221 

Nlever    able    to    accomplish     any- 
thing without  sticking  to  a  plan  328 
Never   able   to  take    the   old-time 

interest     468 

Never  admit  that  we  were  in  no 

hurry    to   be    paid 302 

Never     a     more     faithful,     loyal, 

helpful    friend 90 

Never  attempted   before 161 

Never  attempted  to  originate  new 

methods    207 

Never   a    year    since    that    it    has 

not   been    mentioned 437 

Never   believe    a   man    lacking   in 

lovable  qualities  because  on  one 

occasion    he   has    seemed    so. . . .   112 

Never    did    anything   or   refrained 

merely  because  others  did  or  did 

not    do    it 302 

Never    did    make    a    satisfactory 

circulation     report 411 

Never  got  a  place  on  the  shelves 

Of   the    drug   stores 404 

Never   got    so   many   as   900    sub- 
scribers       296 

Never    hesitated    to    borrow    of    A 

to  pay  B 112 

Never   in   any  hurry   about   being 

paid    141 

Never   lost  his  interest   in  Amer- 
icans and   America 389 

Never  knew  who  lived  next  door.   132 
Never     miss     an     opportunity      to 
commend    where    commendation 

is  due   333 

Never  necessary  to  put  in  an  an- 
swer to  a  suit  for  libel 166 

Never  paid   a   newspaper   any  too 

much    money 401 

Never    paid    them    a    cent    in    a 

dozen    years 306 

Never  quite   satisfied 288 

Never    saw    him    again 306 

Never  seems  to  have  anything  to 

do   416 

Never  seen  without  an  umbrella.  447 
Never     selling     anything     to     one 
plan    that    another    might    not 

have     166 

Never  sue  a  man  for  libel 341 

Never    tells    its    circulation 165 

Never  the  man  to  say  "I  told  you 

so!"      468 

Never    wasted    any    time    talking 

with    subordinates 288 

New    Brunswick 105 

Newburyport,     Mass 52 

New  clerks  failed  to  recognize  me  290 

New    conditions    had    arisen 308 

New    Covenant     451 

New  England..  13,  17,  67,   105,  120, 
122,    128.    171,    186,    189,   212,   234. 

344    472 

New  England  Business  Directory.  104 
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New   England   list 110,  111 

New    England   mill    pond 94 

New    England    newspapers 87 

New  England  pasture  lands  and 
wood    borders 79 

New    England    Society 

250,   252,    256,  419 

New   England  sugar  orchard 1S8 

New    England    Yankee 269 

New    Hampshire — 15,    48,    84,    90, 

104.    118,    119,  132,    133,    134,   186, 

189,   234,   270,   327,   350,   399,   402, 

438,    439,  ' 

New  Hampshire  "Fighting  Fifth" 

New  Hampshire  Patriot 

New    Haven..- 448,    453, 

New    Haven    Register 

New    Jersey 25,    189,    439, 

New  Jersey  Central  R.  R 

New  Jersey  outside  of  the  United 
States     

New  London  County,  Conn 

Newmarket,     N.    J 

New    Mexico 329, 

New   newspapers   fail — as   a   rule. 

Newport     

New  Orleans  

New  Orleans   Picayune 

New  Orleans  Times 

Newsboys'  cry  was  Herald,  Times, 
Tribune     

Newsdealers    in   the    penitentiary. 

Newspaper    abuse 

Newspaper  Advertising  Bureau... 

Newspaper  conventions  resolved 
against   the    "patent   insides.".. 

Newspaper  Directory — (See  Row- 
ell's  American  Newspaper  Di- 
rectory). 

Newspaper   exhibition 227, 

Newspaper    Exhibition    Building.. 

Newspaper    Reporter. ..  .174,     175, 

Newspaper  Reporter  and  Adver- 
tisers'    Gazette ■ 

Newspapers     

Newspapers  and  magazines  with 
curious    names 

Newspapers  are  the  best  adver- 
tising  medium 

Newspapers  responded  with  com- 
mendable   alacrity 

Newspapers  that  were  never  will- 
ing to  report   their   circulation. 

Newspapers  will  not  reinstate  an 
agent  who   has   failed 

Newton,    B.    Frank 

93,    117,    463,    464, 

New  York  City— 15,  22,  26,  35, 
53,  54.  72,  73,  77,  83,  84,  88, 
93,  99,  102,  110,  113.  116,  119, 
124,  131,  132,  134,  136,  146,  156, 
159,  162,  169,  170,  175.  179,  190, 
198,  200  210.  214,  216,  218,  232, 
2P3,  235,  237,  240,  256,  268,  269, 
272.  284,  296,  299,  300,  301,  304, 
306,  308,  309,  310,  311,  313,  314, 
337,  346  350,  360,  362,  363,  365, 
369  371,  398,  401,  402,  403,  412, 
414,  418,  420,  421,  423,  426,  431, 
432,  433,  435.  437,  441,  446,  747, 
448.    449,    451,    452,    456, 

New  York   again 

New  York — A  longing  for  a  sight 
of    the    metropolis 

New  York  Associated  Press 

New  York  Central  railroad  station 

New  York  Chamber  of  Commerce. 

New  York  City  Department  of 
Street    Cleaning 

New   York    differed   from    Boston. 

New     Yorkers 

New  York  Evening  Mail 431, 
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26 
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263 
15 
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228 
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461 
57 

33 

337 
102 
270 

371 
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235 
439 


New  York  Evening  Post . .  168,  254, 

336.  431,  438,  455 

New    York    Express 338,   432 

New   York   Gazette 431 

New  York  Herald— 129,  163,  168, 
174,    178,   231,   310,   370,   387,   400, 

405,    433.    434,    437 

New    York    Journal 172,    310,  432 

New   York   Ledger 23,    166,  369 

New   York   list Ill 

New  York  man  could  make  up  his 

mind    quickly 116 

New   York   News 336 

New    York    Newspaper   Union 

215.   216.   217,  218 

New.  York  Normal   College 132 

New  York  Observer 179 

New  York  offered  a  more  fruitful 

field     86 

New  York   postmaster 363 

New    York    Postofflce 436 

New  York   State 189,  270 

New  York  State  Editorial  Associa- 
tion at  Penn  Yan 146 

New  York  Sun.. 20,  174,  168,  176, 
251,   338,   339,   387,   415,   432,   434,   439 

Tew  York  Telegram 433 

New  York  the  field  for  advertising 

patronage  74 

New  York  Times,  42.  181,  200,  237, 
241,   243,   301,   333,    336,    341,   398, 

399, -413,    428,   433,   472 

New  York  Times  Building 118 

New  York  Tribune,    140,    146,   338, 

442,   454 

New  York  Weekly  Tt  ibune 405 

New    York    was    such    a    wicked 

place     369 

New   York   was   the    central    force 

that  controlled  the  news 338 

New  York  "World 338,   357,   432 

Next  morning  she  should  be  shot. .   187 

Niblo's  Garden 59    400 

Nicholas  Niekleby 127 

Nickerson,    Mr 438 

Nic-Nax   22 

Nigger  in  the  wood  pile 114 

Night    Blooming    Cereus 403 

Night   in   an    improvised   camp   of 

bark     344 

Nile    429 

Niles,   S.   R.,   71,   73,   104,   305,    307,   446 

Ninth  National  Rank    273 

Ninth    St 132 

Nixon,  James  M 424 

No-admittance  signs  did  not  de- 
ter   him 105 

No  advertiser  wants  to  pay  more 

than  others  pay 245 

No  agent  ever  deserved  better  of 

the  newspapers 449 

No  barber  shop  could  do  business 
without  Puck  and  Judge,  and  the 

Police   Gazette 

Nobody   failed    to   be   amazed 293 

Nobody  liked  it 378 

Nobody  not  a  type  founder  was  al- 
lowed '.  o   sell  type 190 

No  cash  capital  invested 92 

No  change  in  the  newspaper  sys- 
tem can  escape  notice • 237 

No  commission  to  agents 178 

No  combination  of  advertising 
agencies  has  ever  had  even  a  re- 
mote prospect  of  success 435 

"Noculatad   by   an   oculist" 42 

No    definite    conclusion    has    ever 

been    arrived    at 441 

No  dish  ever  came  back 104 

No  gentleman  and  no  judge ...,,,!  253 
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No  good  thing  goes  on  very  long 

without  having  imitators 190 

No  house  has  better  credit 249 

No    idea    of    how    much    space    a 

"square"  would  call  for 425 

No  individual  paper  cares  to  com- 
pete      222 

No    limit   to   the   extent   to  which 
the  pleased  advertiser  will  trust 

him  441 

No     man     has     better     illustrated 
fine   standards,    high   ideals   and 

a  clean-hearted  courage" 474 

No    more    alike    than    chalk    and 

cheese    289 

"Nonpareil   paper  in   long   primer 

town"    293 

No     price     could    be     named     low 

enough  to  cause  him  to  decline..  435 
No  price  is  low  enough  to  make  it 

wise  to  use  the  poor  papers 314 

No  publication  may   be   issued  at 

a   nominal   price 201 

No  publisher   received  a  cent   for 

his   space 404 

No     objection    to     champagne     or 

cigars 260 

No  one   but  myself   stood    to   lose 

anything     208 

No  one  can  tell  when  an  advertise- 
ment has  ceased  to  bear  fruit..  332 
No  one  dreamed  of  the  telephone 

then    2i6 

No  one  has  hit  one  till  now 347 

No  one  of  the  three  had  any  capi- 
tal        465 

No  ordinary  printer 88 

No    other  medium    produced   such 

satisfactory  results 360 

No    other    paper    has    been    more 

thoroughly    abused 434 

No  other  thing  could  be  counted 
on   with    so    much   certainty   to 

meet  his  urgent  need 405 

North  Cambridge,    Mass 131 

Northern  New  England 17 

North    pole 387 

North    river 25 

North  star 13 

North   st.,    Boston 26 

Northwestern  combination 189 

Northwestern  Christian  Advocate.  451 

Norway  spruce 457 

Norwich,    Conn 90 

Norwich  Evening  Record 190 

Norwich    University 90,  134 

No     salary    likely     to     permit    of 

great    savings 110 

No-see-ums    257 

No  single  one  thought  well  of  it.  357 

No  such  paper  published 106 

No     such     thing    as     taking     too 

manv  3io 

Notable   remnant   sale 394 

No  tackle  dealer  would  ever  sell.  346 

Not  advertised  for  20  years 403 

Not  a  financial  success 433 

Not  a  Hebrew 227 

Not    always    safe    to    attempt    to 

correct  accounts : 307 

Not  anxious  to  be  made  famous..  375 
Not    a   practical   patent    medicine 

man    396 

Not  a  profitable  year 209 

Not  a  thin-skinned  man 264 

Not  attempted  in  any  country  but 

America  161 

"Not  a  very  heavy^'transaction" . ,  162 


Not  a  waking  moment  when  the 

thought  was  not  on  business...  204 
Not   confined   to  this  country  nor 

this   continent 359 

Not  been  home  in  15  years 106 

Not  disposed  to  submit  to  criti- 
cism from  an  outsider 293 

Noted  his  frugal  meal „  . ,  432 

Noted  for  its  scare  head's 172 

Not    everybody    saw    the    logic    of 

the  explana  tion 4G9 

Not  exactly  a  home  paper 168 

Not    good    enough    to   decline    the 

orders 394 

Nothing     can  *  escape     that     costs 

the    publisher    anything 453 

Nothing    could   be   offered   on   the 

score    of    friendship 164 

Nothing    irregular   about    it......  362 

Nothing    so     hard    to    kill    as    a 

newspaper   21 

Nothing  specially  worthy  of  com- 
ment     , 387 

Nothing   was   ever   thrown   away,  406 
Nothing    was    so    charming    as    a 

trout  brook 343 

Not     infrequently     hits     upon     an 

eventual  success 390 

No   time    to    appreciate    the    risks 

I    run 182 

Not   interfered   with   by   the   Post 

Office   393 

Not  invited  to  be  present 146 

Not    just    what    would    be   chosen 

for   family    reading 382 

Not   later   than   four   o'clock  of  a 

Summer    afternoon 407 

Not   money  enough   to  pay  them,  303 

No-to-bac    402 

Not  only  had  not  subscribed,   but 

did  not  want  the  paper.. 159 

Not   represented  "by   gentlemen...  259 
Not  required   to   regulate   the  af- 
fairs   of   the   world 428 

No    train    cars,    jio    elevated,    no 

sub  ;vay   134 

Not   "tabules,"   but  tablets 376 

Nottingham    394 

Nottingham    goods  .....* 394 

Not   to   throw  away  a   reputation 

established     327 

Not  turn  out  to  be  worth  know- 
ing       294 

No  two  Post  Office  officials  could 
ever  agree  on  what  the  law 
permits  concerning  second-class 

mail   matter - 202 

Not  willing  to  have  it  said  I  took 

you  there 235 

Not   willing   to   pay  a    fair   price,  311 

No.    40   Park   Row 139 

Number  of  papers  printed  in  1876,  229 

No.     77 404 

No.  10  Spruce  st 182 

No.  23  Congress  st 66 

Nova    Scotia 79,  105 

Novel   reading  was  wicked 24 

Now  and  then  dropping  in  on  me,  408 
Now   president   of   a   University..  440 

"Now  what  will  you   give" 323 

"Now  you  are  talking  business!"  177 

Noyes,   Frank  B 337,   472,  473 

Numerous  and  odorous  were  the 
copies    of    the    papers    returned 

to    me 159 

Numerous  imitators  at  home  and 

abroad     '. 433 

Nut    Hatch 460 

Nunes,    Mr, , , , , , , , , , ,  180 
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Oak    Hall 26,     72 

Oak  Hall   advertisement  on    "The 

Old   Man    of  the   Mountain 27 

O'Barns,     Isaac,     his     lost    voice; 

many    stories   told    of   him 40 

Objectionable    advertisements    are 
gradually     being     discriminated 

against 383 

Objectionable      methods      in      the 

printing   ink  trade .  . .  -• 254 

Obliged    to    yield    to    the    publish- 
ers'   terms    239 

Obsolete  methods,  somewhat  down 

at    the    heel 464 

Obtained    the    patent    in    the   way 

of  a   swap 271 

Occasion   for   a   quiet    smile 219 

Ochs.     Mr 336,   337 

Odell,    B.    B 35 

O'Donahoe   442 

Offered   to   supply    the   tickets...,  235 
Offered   to   take   the   outfit   at   his 

price 330 

Offered   $2,000,000   for    the    N.    Y. 

Times 338 

Offering  a  prize  of  $10,000 386 

Offering   the   paper    less   than   the 

advertiser   paid 238 

Office  at  58  Cedar  St 88 

O'Flaherty   &    Co 448 

Of    more    importance    to    an    ad- 
vertiser   than    any    other    single 

paper 168 

Often    irresistibly    funny 434 

Of   the  best  possible   age 469 

Ohio 77.    108,    137,    138,    189,  260 

Ohio     Farmer 284,   402 

Ohio  State  Journal 81 

Olcott,     Dr 388 

Old   acquaintances   recalled 154 

Old   Bay  State 101 

Old  clergyman  who  rode  in  a  top 

buggy 186 

"Old     Coos" 439 

Old-fashioned     personal     journal- 
ism  ' 174 

Old   gentleman    with    the   benevo- 
lent   face 186 

Old    Herald    Building 86 

Old  Iron  Box 406 

Old    Ladies'    Home 184 

Old    log  school   house 439 

Old    Maggie   was   still   alive 187 

Old  Man  of  the  Sea 170 

Old     missionary 234 

Old   schoolmate   and   friend 189 

Old    World    Building 150 

Oldest   and  best  of  Boston's  pub- 
lishers     298 

Ole    Bull 54 

Olive    Branch 21 

Omaha 39,    126,    172,283 

Omaha  Republican 172 

On  a  backwoods  farm 328 

On     a    cross-country    railroad    in 

Northern    Iowa 233 

Once    the    agent    represented    the 

newspaper 246 

One     advertising    agent     made    a 
fortune    out    of    the    Louisiana 

Lottery 394 

One    apple 178 

One-cent    journalism 99 

One     copy     of     every     periodical 

published  in  1876 235 

One   day  very   like    another 381 


One    gentleman   told   a   story 272 

One  hundred  papers  one  month  for 

$100 64 

One   inch   1   month    in   100  papers 

for    $100 189 

One    ingredient    was    not    easy    to 

procure 383 

One    man    can    do    what    another 

can  not 419 

One    onensive    paragraph 293 

One   of  the   absurdities    of   life...   140 
One  of  the  best  customers  we  had.  333 
One  of  the  easiest  sorts  of  busi- 
ness in  which  a  man  may  cheat 

and    defraud 454 

One  of  the  souvenirs  of  the  news- 
paper  exhibition 235 

One     of    the    wealthiest    men    in 

Iowa 130 

One  of  the   wonders  of  the  world.  414 
One  of  three  or  four  of  the  most 
cherished   friends  of  my  lif e . . .  399 

One  paper  as  good  as  another 32 

"One   Pettengill" 74 

One  remedy  or  the  other  would  fit 

every  case 388 

One  should  avoid  the  appearance 

of  evil 154 

One  time  dealer  in  berries 199 

O'Neill,   Dan 177 

On    friendly   terms   with   his    em- 
ployers       88 

On  the  banks  of  the  Hudson 456 

On  the  lee  side  of  a  rocky  islet.  350 

On  the  matter  of  excuses 334 

On  -the  ragged  edge 413 

On  the   score  of  friendship 164 

On      the      track      of      something 

promising    371 

Only  living  example  of  an  adver- 
tising agent    who    has   quit    the 

business  with  a  competence 452 

Only  magazine   of  much   account.  179 

Only  nine  years  ago 434 

Only    paper    that    was    prosperous 

without   advertisements 25 

Only  prints  75  copies  daily 436 

Only  the   wrist  gets   tired 353 

Only  young  men  can  keep  up  with 

the    times 470 

Opaline    369 

Open  contract  plan 319 

Opened  a  little  game 350 

Opportunity  of  their  lives 464 

Opportunity  to  get  experience 106 

Oquossoc    345 

Oquossoc  Angling  Association.  .53,  345 
Ordered     its     publication     discon- 
tinued      433 

Ordered  100  tablets 374 

Oregon     423 

Oregonian    176 

Organ    of   the    Episcopal    denomi- 
nation      172 

Original    cause    of    the    Ten    Cent 

Magazine     202 

Originator  of  the  Ten  Cent  Maga- 
zine      173 

Originally  a  Cape  Cod  boy '.'.'.  438 

Origin  of  an  extra  commission  for 

prompt   payment 68 

Origin     of     a     successful     patent 

medicine    397 

Origin    of    Puck's    Prince    Albert 

coat     426 

Origin  of  the  Associated  Press...  336 
Origin  of  the  Century  Magazine, 

413,   414 

Origin  of  the  New  York  Mail 431 

Origin    of    the    New    York    News- 
paper   Union ,,,,,,,..,,..  215 
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Origin  of-  the  "patent  insides"...  212 
Origin  of  the  Sphinx  Club. .-.  .433,  434 

Oriole     460 

Orvis,  Joseph  U 270,  272,  273,  274 

Osgood,   James  R 298,  429 

O.    Stickheim,    carpenter 420 

0.     Stuck 420 

Our  business  was  generally  clean 

and    straight 382 

Our   fastidious   palates 344 

Our   first   trademark 367 

Our  most  appreciative  notice  was 

in  the  London  Times 230 

Our   papers   were  better 191 

Our   Postofflce 156,  160 

Our  printing  office 355,  428 

Our   "R.   &  S.   Compo" 373 

Our     Saviour's     work     was     com- 
pleted    before     His     years     had 

numbered   thirty-three  years 206 

Our  Young   Folks 398 

Ours  would  be  an  "open  shop"...  428 
Ought    to    be    a    temperance    lect- 
urer       262 

Outcome  of  a  flat  rate 294 

Outgo   had   exceeded   income 296 

Outlawed  charges  exceeding  $50,- 

000    307 

Out   of   pocket   $200,000 87 

Outsides     and     not      insides     de- 
manded       221 

Outside    of   a   horse    good   for  the 

inside  of  a  man 223 

Overcome  difficulties  as  they  arose 

— one  at  a  time 335 

Overcome  with  sudden  grief 261 

Overlooked       items       more       than 

enough  to  cover  bad  debts 307 

Over       supply       of       journeyman 

printers     105 

'  'Over   the   Ocean' ' 408 

Owl     348 

Owned  a  great  many  trademarks.  269 

Owner  gone   "West 16 

Owner  of  a  celebrated  yacht 386 

Owners  of  our  Eastern  forests. . .  352 


Pacific 379 

Pacific    coast 77,     127,  379 

Pacific    coast    list 189 

Pacific   coast  papers 317 

Pacific    Railroad    39 

Pacific    States    290 

Paul     348 

Page     190 

Page,    George    Shepard 53 

Paget,   the  Hon.   Mrs 35 

Paid    $350,000    to    extinguish    one 

Associated  Press  franchise 337 

Pain    Anr.ihilator. 388 

Pain    killer    405 

Pain   paint    388 

Painted    Post    Times 423 

Palen.    William    250,    251,252 

Palmer,   Volney   B. 

71,    73,   74,    104,    109,  446 
Palmer   demanded   many    things..     72 

Palmar    died 71 

Palmer's     origin,     character     and 

peculiarities     72 

Palmer's  proclamation   "4 

Paper  at  every  frontier  outpost  a 

possibility    97 

Paper      better      under      the      new 

method    2J2 


Paper  bought  with  one  side  ready 

printed    212 

Paper  from  his  native  burg 300 

Paper  having  most   classified  ads 

is    the   best    paper 331 

Paper   may  be   dead 165 

Paper    money 75,  104 

Papers    that;    will    and    will    not 

break    their    rates 322 

Papers    were     eager 106 

Papers  with  inside  or  outside  uni- 
form with  dozens  of  oth^r  pa- 
pers        212 

Papers  would  accept  the  Pettengill 
contracts    without    question    or 

delay    137 

Paris,    France 17,    298,  433 

Park   avenue    216 

Park  Bank    273 

Park  row 150,   214,   286,    417,  436 

Park  &  Tilford   374 

Parker,    Harvey    D 49,  409 

Parker  House    49 

Parker's    121 

Part  cash  and  part  goods 56 

Partial  elucidation  of  the  riddle..   389 
Particular  feature  that  Mr.  Locke 

admired 2U5 

Partington,    Mrs 42 

Partner  and  office  boys  much  im- 
pressed   102 

Partnership   with    Horace   Dodd...     68 
Partners    refrained   from    consult- 
ing  me 290 

Partridge    343,  345 

Partridge's     nest     scarcely     eight 

feet  from  the  camp  fire 345 

Parvin,   S.   H 76,  446,  449 

Parvin's    Son 76 

"Pass  down  that  other  pullet"...  190 
Passenger  elevator:  The  first  ever 

used     35 

Past  the  age  of  ambition's  initia- 
tive        470 

Patent   broom    87 

Patent  inside  system — its  (orig- 
inator         97 

Patent  medicine.  .14,  366,  368,  385,  463 
Patent    medicine    sales    made    by 

the  Hudson  Bay  Fur  Company.  405 
Patronage  solicited  for  high  grade 

papers  only  166 

Patterson,    Nlan 341 

Patti,    Adelina 53 

Paying  bills   promptly 303 

Paying   $11,500    rent 182 

Paying   in  advance 67 

Pay  $10  for  the  privilege  of  dining 

with  me   470 

"Peace  hath  her  victories  no  less 

renowned   than   war" 438 

Pear  tree   460 

Pearson' s    Magazine 386 

Peasant  boy  may  become  learned.     81 

Peaslee  &  Co 135,  137 

Peculiar  but  not  unpleasant  smile  275 

Peculiar   defect   of   speech 100 

Peculiar  fondness  for  a  discount..  320 
Peculiarities    of    the    printing    ink 

trade    280 

Peekskill    347 

Penn    Yan 146,  154 

Pennsylvania, 

108,  177,   189,  396,  399,  416,  420 
People    go    in    crowds    and    wear 

good    clothes 347 

People  submit  to  the  inevitable..  274 
People  were  surprised  when  it  be- 
gan  to    appear   that    they   were 

rich     437 

People    were    thin-skinned 293 

Peoria   450 

Peoria    Transcript ,,,,,, 245 
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Pequots    227 

Percentage    of   profit    is    large rfbb 

Percy    Summer    Club 349,  350 

Perfect  as  advertisers  think  it 165 

Perham,     Josiah 39 

Permission    to    refer    to    old    em- 
ployers         « 

Perry  Davis's  pain  killer 405 

Personal  conferences  were  not  de- 
sired      371 

Persistency    is   a   jewel 370 

"Persistent    belief   in   things    that 

you    know    ain't   so" 357 

Persistent      tendency      toward      a 

lower  price 378 

Personal    attention    needed    if    a 

man  would  succeed 330 

Peruvian  syrup 403 

Peterson's    Magazine 179 

Petroleum    V.    Nasby 258 

Pettengill,  S.  M.  &  Co. 72,  74,   104, 
124,   135,    137,    147,    148,    150,    153, 

154,    170,   235,    410,    446 448 

Pettengill,   S.   M.,   died  about  1890.     74 

Pettengill    Agency 138 

Pettengill  &  Bates  make  an  offer 
for    an    interest    in    the    Rural 

New  Yorker 109 

Pettengill  and  Palmer 72 

Pettengill  protests 149 

Pettengill' s  established  credit 149 

Pettengill    vs.    Pettingill 72 

Pettingill,    U.    K 74,   445,   446 

Pettingill,    Ubert    L 72,  304,  307 

Pettingill  &  Co.,  Boston,  failed  in 

1903    75 

Phalon's   night   blooming  cereus..   403 

Phelps,  Col.  Dudley  P 134 

Philadelphia 25,   72,   73,   124,   125 

138,  178,   180,  191,   227,  233.  234,  236, 
359,  360,  361,  367,  402,  416,  441,  442, 
443,    446.    448,    452. 
Philadelphia    an    early    magazine 

field   179 

Philadelphia    centennial    commis- 
sion      22-> 

Philadelphia  centennial  exhibition  422 
Philadelphia  Inquirer  spelled  with 

an  I...: 178 

Philadelphia   Lawyer 235 

Philadelphia    Ledger 178,  180,  336 

Philadelphia    Ledger   and   Times..   336 

Philadelphia  Press 178 

Philadelphia    Times 336,  337 

Philistine    235 

Phillips,  John  F 446 

Phillips,    Morris 22 

Phillips,  Sampson  &  Co 62 

Phillips,     Wendell 38 

Phoenix,    John 39,  116 

Phrenology   110 

Phrenological    Journal 110 

"Physically  it  is  well  filled" 252 

Picayune    22 

Pickerel    292 

Picking  and  selling  berries .-.  196 

Picking  out  the  winners 203 

Picture  of  a  man   suffering   from 

neuralgia   388 

Picture     of     the     average     small 

western   town 267 

Pierce.    Pranklin 40 

Pierce,    Dr.   R.   V 376,  399,  4U4 

Pierce,    George  H. 

81,  83,  84,   117,  121,  208,  209,  210 
Pierce,    George   H.,    his  numerous 

accomplishments    84 

Pierce's  liberal  subscription 121 

Pillsbury  family 133 

Pinafore,  H.  M.  S 22 

Pine    345,  457 

Pinedale,  Wyo.,  Roundup 423 


Pinkham,    Lydia 3d9,  404,  453 

Pint  of  peanuts 178 

Pitt,     William 206 

Pittock,  Johnny 177 

Pittsburg    .  .176,  177,  178,  384,  396,    44S 

Pittsburg    Dispatch 177 

Pittsburg  Lead'er  (dailyf) 177 

Pittsburg    stogie 259 

Pittsburg  Sunday  Leader 177 

Pittsburg  will  soon  rank  third  of 

American  cities 178 

Pity    to    divide    the    pie    into    too 

many  pieces 464 

Place  among  the  very  respectable 

list  of  gentlemen 184 

Place  that  was  "capable  of  im- 
provement' *     331 

Place,   J.   F 189 

Plainly  marking  ev^ry  ad 241 

Plan    should    be    carried    out    as    I 

had   suggested 275 

Plantation    Bitters.  .269,    317,    389,  390 

Piatt,    James    D 349 

Piatt,     Senator 35 

Pleasant  truths  should  always  be 
spoken  of  at  home  or  in  busi- 
ness      333 

Pleasure   Boat 422 

Pleasures    of    prosperity 184 

Playbill    with    advertisements. ...     57 

Play  the  game  square 452 

Plover 222 

Plumadore 346 

Plummer's  Hair  Renewer 82 

Plutarch's    Dives 91 

Plymouth     Church 150 

Poems    worth    reading 20 

Police  Gazette 26,  426 

Politics,  and  political  influence, 
enter  in,  and  so  do  ill  nature, 
pique,    ignorance    and    forgetful- 

ness     159 

Pomeroy,    Mark    M 267 

Pomeroy's    Democrat 267,  268 

Ponce   de  Leon 459 

Pond's  Extract 82 

pope.    Col 298 

Poplar    94 

Porter,    Gen.    Horace 298 

Porter   house   steak,    origin  of....   131 

Portland     (Me.) 195,    353,   422 

Portland,    Oregon 176 

Portrait   in   advertising 124 

Position  stated  with  clearness  and 

accuracy    237 

Possible  grounds  for  a  law  suit...  218 
Possibilities    of    a    flexible   adver- 
tising   rate 29 

Postal    Currency 199 

Postal   laws   and   discriminations.  201 
Postal    laws,    their    inconsistencies  281 

Postmaster  at  Boston 18 

Postmaster   at    New    York 159,  362 

Postmaster   at   New   York   said   it 

was    all     wrong 159 

Postmaster-General.  15&,    160,    361,  364 

Postofflce     221 

Postoffice    a    headquarters    of   sin.  157 
Postoffice    authorities    stopped    his 

mail    392 

Postoffice  box  in  lieu  of  an  office.     60 
Postoffice    Department 

160,   361,  362,  364 
Postoffice    Department    makes    all 

sorts   of    rules 159 

Postoffice   experience  of  Mr.    Geo. 

L.  Stearns 158-9 

Postoffice  inspector' s  eye  detects 
mail  sacks  in  transit  by  ex- 
press       157 
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Postofflce  invoked  to  exclude  co- 
operative   newspapers    from    the 

mails     221 

Postofflce    people,    the 393 

Posters   240,  436 

Posters   pasted   on   a   fence 436 

Potent  influence  of  manly  beauty.  258 

Potter    Building 150,  286 

Poughkeepsie    100,    221,  444 

Powning,    Geo.    G 448 

P.  P.  P.  of  a  certain  kidney  rem- 
edy       390 

Practical  joke 116 

Practice  of  dividing  commissions.  301 

Prairie  chickens 222 

Preaching  a  sermon 324 

Prefaced   by  the    word    "about"..  266 

Prentice,   George  D 174,  175 

Preparing   the   printed   matter. . . .  376 
Preposterous   postal   management.  364 

Presbrey,   Frank  &  Co ...448,  470 

Presidents,   governors  and  bankers 

are   only   men 325 

President    Grant 252 

President     Lincoln,     assassination 

of    80 

President  of  the  Associated  Press.  473 
President    of    the    Sphinx   Club...  470 

Preston,    Conn 450 

Pretty  much  all  get  more  or  less 

of    it 372 

Pretty    much    the   whole   thing    in 

New  Hampshire 402 

Price  cut  to  the  quick 294 

-*■  Price     of     advertising     often     de- 
pends upon  the  question,    "How 

much   can   we   get?" 243 

Prime  Minister  of  England  at  the 

age  of  twenty-four 206 

Prince    Edward's    Island 105 

Prince    of    Jerusalem 89 

Prince    St 34 

Principal   dealers    in   medicines   in 

New    York    City : 378 

Principal   newspapers    in    1868 168 

Printers'    Gazette 279 

Printer's  Ink,  85,  136,  174.  230, 
251,  255,  263,  280,  281,  296,  339, 
355,  356,  357,  358,  359,  360,  361, 
364,   365,   370,    394,    454,    463,    465, 

468,   471,    472,   473,   475 
Printers'  ink  a  sticky  compound..  280 
.  Printers'    Ink  a  synonym  for  pub- 
licity      357 

Printers'    Ink's   babies 359 

Printers'     Ink's    first    editor 356 

Printers     ink   Jonson 281 

Printeri'    Ink  press 255 

Printers'    Ink  Publishing  Co 141 

Printers  stuck  with  printers'  ink..  280 

Printers*    warehouse 277 

Printing  House   Square 272 

Printing    office 69 

Private  mail  sacks  confiscated  by 

the   post    office   people 156 

Prize  pumpkins 291 

probably   the   leading  agency 410 

Proctor  &  Collier   Co 448 

Profit  of  the  most  successful  agent 
not  found  in  the  commission  al- 
lowed    -. 246 

Profit  offsets  a  loss <216 

Profit  of  $10,000  a  year 64 

Profit    of    $12,000    on    a.    $500    in- 

vestment 217 

Profit  sharing  scheme  not  satisfac- 

tory  to  anyone 210 

profit  sharing  system  introduced..  208 

promise    and    performance.... 249 

Promoted  two  separate  remedies..  rfb» 
Prompt   payments  less   stringently 
enforced    
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prompt     payments    secured    good 

credit     112 

Promptly  squelched  by  the  courts.  161 
Proposed  that  we  create  a  trade- 
mark      368 

Proposed  visit  to  foreign  countries  185 

Proprietary  articles 366,  389,  463 

Prospect    farm 290 

Prosperous   establishments   remain 

prosperous 46 

Prostituted  to  such  base  uses 358' 

Proud  to  count  as  an  acquaintance 

and   a   friend 388 

Proved  to  be  something  of  a  treas- 
ure     226 

Providence     448 

Providence  Journal    178 

Public  appreciated  the  convenience 

of    Lhe    agencies 238 

Publication   of   the  newspaper  di- 
rectory   probably    a   mistake....  161 
Public   Library   in  Fifth  avenue..  436 

Publisher    became    converted 166 

Publisher  is  a  kicker 165 

Publisher  whose  circulation  rating 
is    given    in    Arabic    figures    is 

friendly     165 

Publishers   compelled   to  repudiatu 

contracts    238 

Publishers    had    troubles    of    their 

own    147 

Publishers  like  to   come   in  direct 

contact   with   advertisers 241 

Publishers    made   money 106 

Publishers  stand  losses  with  good 

nature    75 

Publishers    who    are    permanently 

successful     192 

Publishers  who  were  job  printers.  278 

Puck 168,    171,   363,   426 

Puckaway,     Lake 222 

Pulitzer,    Mr 357 

Pulrnona  368 

Pulp-producing  spruce 352 

Pulsifer,     R.     M 42,     47 

Pumpkin     16 

Pun  on  the  name  of  Moore 169 

Puritanical   one-horse  concern 300 

Pursuing  tactics  of  his  opponents' 

own   adoption 331 

Pushed  the  sale  through  the  medi- 
cal profession  only 368 

Put  away  to  accumulate  dust....  358 
Put  bricks  in  the  seat  of  his  pants 
and  let  him  sit  down  in  the  lake  450 

Putnam's     Magazine 21 

Puts  its  promoters  in  a  hole 405 

Putting      out      false       circulation 
claims  and  got  caught  at  it....  165 
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Quarryman'g      experience      as      a 

newspaper   publisher    162 

Quebec     205 

Queer    case    of    a    Rhode     Island 

paper     229 

Queer     rulings    of     the     Postofflce 

Department 156 

Quietest   and   gentlest  of  the   lot..  253 

Quincy   Market    38 

Quinine   in  graves  to   keep  corpses 

shaking  the  sand  off 444 

Quotable  phrases  and  apothegms..  256 
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Babbit    

Radway's   Ready    Relief 

Railroad    managers 

Railroad   pass 

Raked  his  memory  for  every  in- 
cident      

Ram's    Horn V'i'o' 

Rangeley   Lakes 41.    53, 

Raquette  Lake 

Rasselas    

Rate    card 

Rate  Cards  would  be  kept  up  to 
date    

Rate  would  have  to  be  met  to  the 
last    penny 

Rating  of  circulation  an  impor- 
tant   feature 

Rats  would  scurry  in  every  di- 
rection      

Ray,    Congressman 

Reached  the  reminiscent  stage. . . . 

Read   between   the   lines 

Reading  matter  charged  for  as 
advertising     

Read  of  bankruptcy  proceedings 
with     resignation 

Ready-print  scheme  in  New 
York     

Realize  how  lucky  I  had  been.... 

Realizing  $1,000  "every  few   days. 

Reason  for  doing  work  at  a  low 
price     

Reason  for  not  paying  the  papers. 

Reason  for  thankfulness 

Receiving  $20  a  month 

Recipe  for  making  a  dryer 

Recognized  as  something  new.... 

Records  of  customs  long  obsolete. 

Recruit   a   damaged   lung 

Redding's  Russia  Salve 16, 

Red    Pox 

Red  Ibis  tail  fly 

Red    Starts 

Reed.    Thomas   Brackett 252, 

Reference   library   in   camp 

Refused  to  a  concern  without  a 
pull     

Regan,    the  Evangelist 

Reid,    Whitelaw 216,    310, 

Re-incorporated     

Relation  of  agent  to  advertiser 
and    publisher 

Religious  papers.  135,   179,   240,  441, 

Religious  papers  the  best  papers.. 

Religious  people  the  best  people.. 

Religious    press 

Religious  Press  Association 

Remarkable    coincidence 

Remarkable    resemblance 

Remedy  for  fever  and  ague.... 96, 

Remington,    E.   P 

Remington    typewriter 

Remitting  a  part  of  the  com- 
mission  

Remnant  sale  of  laces 

Removed  from  No.  10  to  No.  12 
Spruce    Street 

Rent  $150  a  year 

Rent  premium   of  $500 

Repeated  the  formula  five  times.. 

Replaced  the  strap  on  the  leather 
pocketbook   

Reported  to  have  come  into  pos- 
session of  more  than  one  pat- 
ent medicine  trademark 

Represented  one  winter's  work... 


353 
405 
25 
34 

419 

422 
lif.il 
3">0 
428 
192 

290 

109 


350 

470 

51 


87 

214 

299 
380 

144 
144 

;i(ii! 

17 
278 
359 
383 
284 
307 

79 
349 
460 
2r.:: 
354 

156 

422 
338 
470 

240 

457 

75 

75 

144 

442 

85 

233 

390 

448 

259 

243 
394 

470 
60 

118 


102 


402 

358 


Republican.. 20,  95.   124,    133.   172. 

Reputation  for  being  slow  pay... 

Reputation  of  staying  in  one  place 
a  valuable  asset 

Requires    money    to    establish    a 
new  paper   in   New  York 

Resented  with  energy  and  empha- 
sis      

Resolved   to   take  a   four   months' 
vacation   every   year 

Responds  to  a  dun  with  a  threat. 

Result   being   bankruptcy 

Resulted  in  an  order  for  $8,000.  , 

Result    so    immediate,     so    satis- 
factory and  so  tremendous 

Return   to  Boston 

Reuter's  is  an  English  enterprise. 

Revealed    in    such    a    providential 
manner    

Revere  House,    Boston 

Revised      his      estimate      of      his 
uncle's    prescience 

Rhode    Island 35, 

Rhubarb     

Rice,  Kendall  &  Co 

Rice,     Lewis 

Richards,    C.    A 

Richards,    J.    Morgan 

Richardson,  A.   Frank;  the  only. . 

Richardson     Brothers 127, 

Richardson,    D.    N 

Richardson.    Jenness  J. 

122,    123,   124,    125,    126,    127,   128, 
129, 

Richardson    Lake 

Richardson  utilized  a  stovepipe... 

Richest  advertising  agent  in  New 
York     

Richmond     Dispatch 

Richmond,    Va 

Right  to  cover  the  postoffice  fence 
with    posters 

Riley's  Indispensable 162.   278, 

Ringer,    F.    C 464, 

R-I-P-A-N-S 375, 

Ripans  Chemical   Co 360, 

Ripans   Tabules.  .69,   163,   164,   360, 

Rip   Van   "Winkle 

Rival    agents : . 

Rix  cuts  the  melon 

Rix,    James  M 15, 

"Robber   of    the   Rhine   Valley".. 

Roberts,    Ellis    H 

Roberts,   Theodore  P.. 

208,  209,   211,   448, 

Robertson,    Agnes 

Roberval,   on  Lake  St.  John 

Robeson,   George  M 

Robins 

Robins,    Appleton   &   Co 

Rochester 15,  169,   170, 

Rockefeller,    Mr 

Rock    Island,     Ills 

Rock  slipping  with  wet  mosses.. 

Rocky   Mountains 127, 

Rocky  Mountain  Herald 283, 

Rocky    Mountain  towns 

Roe,   E.   P 

Rogers,    Charles   0 19, 

Rogers,     John,     died    with    warm 
feet 

Rogers.   Peet  &  Co 

Rolled     off     like     water     from     a 
duck's    back 

Roman    Citizen 

Rome   (Italy) 262, 

Rome  Sentinel 

Roosevelt  Hospital 

Roosevelt,  Judge 

Roosevelt,  Mr 

Rose  from  one  position  to  an- 
other  


426 
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239 
396 

394 
18 

338 

384 
34 

368 
229 
375 
409 
30 
408 
389 
129 
437 
127 


437 
345 
122 

145 
174 
218 

436 

279 

465 

376 

468 

375 

154 

74 

16 

16 

23 

169 

450 
54 
405 
350 
460 
442 
361 
439 
450 
353 
231 
284 
379 
413 
409 

41 
418 

339 

423 
438 
154 
371 
132 
281 

226 


506 


Index 


Rosenburg,    Tex.,    Silver    X-Hay.  423 
Rose    to    the    control    of    all    the 

baking    powder    interests 387 

Rose   to   the  position   of   apparent 

leader 464 

Roslyn,    Long    Island 254 

Round   Table 431,  444 

Roundup 423 

Rowell,    John 234 

Rowell,    Joseph 234 

Rowell,    George   B 234 

Rowell,  Geo.  P.,  (Rowell  Agency) 
(Geo.  P.  Rowell  &  Co.), 
79,  85,  92,  141,  144,  148,  162, 
187,  191,  201,  232,  234,  237,  242, 
251,  265,  275,  291,  303,  333,  349, 
356,   410,   436,   448.   467,   471,   472, 

473,   474,   475 

Rowell,    Philip 234 

Rowell,   Roland 234 

Rowell,   Samuel 234 

Rowell,    Thomas 234 

Rowell,   W.    E 2?4 

Rowell,    William 234 

Rowell,  Valentine 234 

Rowell,  an  old  missionary 234 

Rowell   &  Chesman 209,  453 

Rowell  &  Son 233 

Rowell' s  American  Newspaper  Di- 
rectory, 

126,  162.  164,  166.  167.  198.  208, 
220  228,  264,  265,  339,  340,  355, 
360,  362,  364,  377,  407,  410,  412, 
428,  433,  463.  465.  468,  472,  473.  475 
Rowell's  American  Newspaper  Di- 
rectory first  appeared 161 

Rowell's   newfangled    scheme 149 

Royal   Arch   Mason 89 

Royal  Baking  Powder 386 

Roxbury,    Mass 18,  59,  387 

Rubber    toilet    articles 394 

Ruffed  grouse,  with  her  pretended 

broken  wing   353 

Run  an  opposition  to  yourself 41b 

Rural  New  Yorker 169 

Russia  salve    •  •  •  •  ■  •  ■  ■     J" 

Russell,   Hon  Horace 250,  256,  257 


Facramento,    Cal.,    Union 319 

Sacramento  Union  stood  first l?b 

Sad  day  in  the  little  back  office..     SO 

Sage   old-fashioned   counsel ...  4b7 

Sage,    Russell : 38,  j»b 

Sayers,    Tom    4j* 

St.   Croix ■■■•   *» 

St:    Denis    Hotel 131,13/ 

St.    James    Hotel •  ■  ■  "" 

St.    .Tohnsbury    1*.  "& 

St     Louis      77>    94, 

95,    134,    172.    209,   288,    446,    447.    448 

St.    Louis    Democrat    75,   172 

St.  Louis  Globe 95 

St    Louis   Globe-Democrat . 

St!  Louis  Republic 95 

?t.  Louis  Republican 95,  1(3 

St.   Louis  Times 173 

St.    Nicholas    Hotel ■•■     34 

St.   Paul    96.  J7* 

St.    Paul    Building fi* 

St.     Paul     Pioneer 17| 

Salary   r.dvanced   to   $14 °b 

Sale  of   "The  Slave  Ship'  gto 

Sale   reached  $1,000,000  a  year..  .  389 
Salmon    Skinner    4J1 


Salvation  of  my  scheme 148 

Sample   copies    361 

Sample  copies  of  all  papers  print- 
ed   in    1876 234 

Sanbornton  Bridge,  N.  H 438 

Sanctimonious  countenance    236 

San    Diego    379 

San   Francisco 

39,    77,    99,    176,    189,    379,  446 
San   Francisco   Alta    Calif ornian. .   176 

San    Francisco    Chronicle 176 

San  Francisco  Evening  Bulletin..  176 

San    Francisco    Examiner 176 

San  Francisco   Morning  Call 176 

Santa   Cruz  rum    was  the   basis..  389 
Sand    Hill    Petroleum    Company. .  393 

Sands,  A.   B. ,   &  Co 402 

Sandusky,    O.,    Register 77 

Sandwich     Islands     127,234 

Sandwiched     between     two     wine 

cellars    4O8 

Sanford's    Liver    Invigorator 403 

Sapolio     413,   439 

Saratoga    136,  401 

Saratoga   chips,  origin  of 131 

Sarsaparilla    402 

Sarsaparilla  said  to  have  no  cur- 
alive    qualities 400 

"Sarsaparilla  Sands"    402 

Sat  down  on   -he  Herald  and  read 

the    Sun     434 

Satisfaction       in       repaying       my 

father's    advances    118 

Sat    out    his    nights    in    an    arm- 
chair      215 

Saturday    Evening    Gazette 21,  409 

Saturday  Evening   Post 23 

Saw  a  nigger  in  the  fence 364 

Saw  him  and  the  editor  dining  to- 
gether       340 

Saw  my  first  horse  trot 129 

Savage,    George    M 448 

Savannah   News    174 

Save    our    space    from    going    to 

waste     S96 

Scarcely  5  per  cent  of  foreign  ad- 
vertising   emanated    from    west 

of    Philadelphia    452 

Scarcity  of  small   coins 379 

Scarlet    Tanager     460 

Schenck.   Dr.    J.    H..124,    125,    137,   403 

Schenck's  Pulmonic   Syrup 124 

School     st 425,  466 

Schouler,    Col 20 

Schuylkill     25 

Schwindler,    A-dam   421 

Science    of  advertising,    a   puzzle.     32 

Scientific   American    168,  294 

Scollay's    Building    71,     72 

Score  paid   by   the  defeated  one.  .  302 

Scotland    79 

Scott,    General    44 

Scrambles    after   the    flopper 352 

Scranton    &    Burr 105,107 

Scribner   &    Co 414,  415 

Scribner's    Magazine     3S8,  444 

Scripps,    J.    E 99 

Scripps-McRae    League    99 

Scriven.    Chas.    H 77,  446,  449,  450 

Seamans,   Frank   448 

Sears.   Roebuck  &  Co 211,  450 

Seasick,    summer   and    winter    re- 
sorts       347 

Seattle     283 

Secluded  lake  of  the  Adirondacks.  346 

Second-class    postal    privilege 364 

Second  year  better  than  first 116 

Secretary  of  the  Navy 350 

Secret     of     successful     advertising 

past   finding  out 390 

Secret  of  the  recipe 197 

Secured    larger    orders 406 
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Securing   advertising   bargains 245 

Securing  a  list  of  newspapers....   104 

Security    Bank    272,  273 

"See  bugs  on  the  wall" 174 

See  four  deer  on  the  lake  shore      343 
Seemed    always    to    have    a    good 
reason    for    everything    he    pro- 
posed       464 

Seemed  inclined  to  see  it  through  235 
Seemed   to   be    the    leading   news- 

paper    in    the    country 410 

Seemed  to  savor  of   humor 360 

Seemed   to   see   the   danger 306 

Seemed  wise  to  cut  off  something 
from    the   length    of   the   day   at 

the  office    40" 

Seems  like  a  little  gold  mine 380 

Seems  to  act  as  a  sweetener  and 

soother    372 

Seidlitz  Powder   374 

Seighortner's  famous  restaurant..  260 
Select  lists  of  local  newspapers..  242 
Selling    agent    for    a    sewing    ma- 

chire    386 

Selling    his     "Medical    Discovery 

from  house  to  house 387 

Selling  space  in  the  playbill 61 

Senator    Depew    337 

Senator  Hoar's  biography 133 

Senator  Wilson's  upper  berth 103 

Senator    Wolcott    432 

Sending   mail    sacks    by    freight   or 

express   illegal    156 

Sending  papers  to  new  subscribers  158 

Seneca  Lake    154 

Sergeant-at-Arms     175 

Set   a   pace    that    had    never   been 

dreamed    of     414 

Setchell.    Dan 54 

Seth  Thomas  Clock   Co 399 

Settlement    with    Mr.    Dodd 117 

Seven  years  under  one  roof 132 

Seven  years  with   the   Boston  Post     18 

Seventeen    University    Place 132 

Severing     a     connection     of     more 

than    30   years 468 

Shadow    Brook    456,  457 

Shallenburger,     Dr 396 

Shakespeare     426 

Sharp.   George  W 451 

Sharp    &   Thain 451 

Sharpe.  W.  W..73,  135,  144,  446,  448 
Shattuck,  L.   F\, 

135,   137,   138,   139,    140,  443 

Shattuck   as   a   banker 140 

Sheffield,    N.    M 77,123,447 

Sheffield     &     Stone 446,  447 

Sherin,    C.    E.    Co 448 

Sherman,    Lieut.-General,    W.    T-.   2o2 

"She   was  so  spirited" 188 

Shilliber,    B.    P 42 

Shoe    and    Leather    Reporter 251 

Shoemaker     297 

Shoot  a  flying  swallow 253 

Shooting   the    owl 34S 

Short    of  money,    a   chronic    condi- 
tion          46 

Shot   the   swab   stick    through   my 

nat    344 

Should  give  him   the  annihilator. .   388 
Show    was    broader   than    was    ex- 
pected         235 

Shrunk  out  the  overplus 135 

Signboards    240 

Sign  of  the  large  commission....     97 

Sikes,    Wirt    146,    147 

Silver      X-Ray     423 

Simmons,    George    W 26,  72 

Simple     requirements     needed     to 
become    an    advertising    agent, 

441,  442 
Sincerely  hoped  no  one  would  ^ee 
me    407 


Singer   gave   him   a   half  interns!,  271 

Singer,    Isaac    N 271,  272 

Singer    Manufacturing    Co.... 2*0,  271 

Singer   Sewing    Machine 271 

Singer's    Grove 163 

Sixth   Avenue 421 

Six-dollar    circular 79 

Six  months'    tour  in   Europe 290 

Size    of    the    town    indicated    im- 
portance   of   paper 106 

"Sketches  of  New  England  Life."  188 
Skilled  assistant  to  the  buyer.,..  246 

Skill  with   the  billiard   cue S4 

Skill  with  rifle  elicited  praise 347 

Skirmish    to   get   payment   in   ad- 
vance      385 

Slack.    Mr.,    death   of 18 

"Slave    Ship" 284,  285 

Sleeping     car    accident 100 

Slightly  Bohemian   in  its   charac- 
ter       260 

Slim,    modest,    retiring   man 345 

Small    boy    to    answer    questions..     88 

Small   country  journals 240 

Small  customers  received  less  at- 
tention  than    formerly 466 

Small  office  up   three   flights 385 

Sm-ith    bought    horses 73 

Smith,     Col.     Nicholas 2fi8 

Smith,    Paul £48 

Smith,    Pol 347,  348,  349 

Smith,     Roswell 413,   414,  41o 

Smith    &    Thompson 314 

Snake    bites qq 

Snipe      222 

Snow  drift  across  the  room!!.'."  298 
Social  aspirations  retarded  by  the 

patent  medicine  trade S2 

Sodom,     that     might     have     been 

0  saved     369 

Sold    at    a    nominal   price 160 

Sold     a     quarter    interest     in     the ' 

business  for  $12,500 92 

Sold  at  the  rate  of  $3,000  a  day,  «60 

Sold   only  for  spot  cash 379 

Sold     needle-threaders 417 

Soldier  and  a  horse,   picture  of...     16 

Sole  agent  for  all   newspapers 72 

Sole    owner    of    the    business    and 

all    its    belongings 405 

Solicitor    79 

Soloman,  B.  L.,  &  Sons. ..'..'.'.'.  391 
So  long  as  the  price  was  right,  382 
Somebody  &   Huggs,     who     had    a 

school    422 

Some     consideration     wanted     for 

a     vote 291 

Some  drug  that  upset  his  nerves,  263 
Some     eminent     natives     of     Old 

Coos   439 

Some  of  the  advantage  that  falls 

to    martyrs 362 

Some  papers  to  beware  of 319 

Some  papers  would  always  be  re-* 

miss     189 

Some    people    asserted    they    were 

proud  of  it 296 

Some    political    error    had    caused 

the  paper  to  lose  in  circulation,  341 
Some  quality  he  valued  more  be- 
cause   he    realized    its    lack    in 

himself    90 

Some  sale   in  every   State 319 

Some   touch   of   the  Puritan 150 

Something    about    the    paper   that 

the    advertiser    ought    to    know,  165 
Something      delightful      about      a 

business   success 205 

Something    equivalent    to    an    Act 

of    God 4P3 

Something    Like    Rochester, . . , . ,     15 
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"Something  Like  Howell's,  Isn't 
it?"    4C6 

Something  more  than  money 
needed   to  make  a  newspaper. .  Ill 

Something  very  much  to  the  dis- 
credit   of    everybody 71 

Sometimes  best  to  let  well  enough 
alone     391 

Song    Sparrow 4C0 

Son-in-law  of  a  multi-million- 
aire        338 

Sorry  to  have  a  New  Yorker  on 
his    hands 3G9 

Sorry  on  the  whole 236 

Sought    the    nearest    drug    store. .  374 

Source  of  the  agents*  real 
strength    247 

South,     the 140,  158,379,  427 

Southern    List 189 

Southern   State 158,  210,  3'.  9 

South     Carolina 147,  174 

Southampton    416 

South    Market    st 52 

South   Natick 101 

Southworth,    Mrs.    E.    D.    E.    N...     24 

Sozodont     403 

Space  to  be  sold  out  by  the  inch,  189 

Spain   94 

Spalding's   Glue 403,  404 

Spat    on   the   bait 171 

Speaking  of  the  marriage  of  old 
men 

Special     Agent 308,   362, 

Special   agent   an   advocate 

Special  and  General  Agents  com- 
pared      ,  .308,  309, 

Special  Agents  had  important  ad- 
vantages      

Special  Agents  in  daily  communi- 
cation  with    their   papers 

Special  Agents  usually  represent 
several    papers 

Special     Notices 

Special     positions 

Specimen  of  an  effective  real  es- 
tate   ad 456, 

Speech  of  Mr.  Frank  B.  Noyes, 
President  of  the  Associated 
Press     

Speech  will  revert  to  the  patois 
of  childhood 

Spend  an  afternoon  throwing  mud 
into     the     river 

Spenlow    

Spent  many  a  happy  hour  by  a 
camp     fire 

Spent  some   time   in  Florida 

Sphinx    Club,    433,    434,    435,    470, 
471,   472, 

Sphinx   Club  of   London 

Spice    Bush 

Spofford,    Ainsworth    R 

Spofford,   Tileston  &  Co 

Spokane    

Spokesman-Review    

Springfield.  Ill 

Springfield    Journal 

Springfield,    Mass 

Springfield      Republican,      20.      67, 
.  72,    174,    178, 

Spruce 300,    348,    352,    -156, 

Spruce  st. 

250,   263.    299.    421,   427, 

"Square" 63,    248, 

Square,  the,  a.s  a  basis  of  meas- 
urement     

Squirrels     

Stack,    J.    L 

Standard    Oil 

Standard    in    the    market    today.. 

Standing  conspicuous  on  a  hill 
top    •  ; 

Stanley,    Henry    M 


387 
447 
314 

310 

£08 

308 


29 
244 


473 

81 

261 
165 

415 

476 
'-'.89 
461 
235 
310 
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156 

413 
457 

£70 

425 

28 
457 
448 
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Star    boarders t. 1£S 

Started   trade   in  1860.     $10  capi- 
tal        ?S9 

Starke.    M.    Lee 448 

Starting  on  a  long  uphill  journey.  377 
State  catalogues  sold  for  25  cents.  107 

State  Dam 346 

State  Department 185 

State  House  in  Boston 409 

State   Street 72,     74 

State    your   case    without    loss    of 

time  328 

Stearns.  Mr.  George  L 158,  159 

Steele  &  Eaton 421 

S.  T.  1860  X 389 

Stetson,     John 57 

Stevens.    Paran 34 

Stevens.    Paran.    best    hotel    man 

America  had  ever  seen 35 

Stevens,    Mrs.    Paran 35 

Stewart.  A.   T 15,  400,  445 

Stickhim — in   the   rear 420 

Sticking  long  to  one  business....  417 
Still  more  difficult  to  find  a  com- 
petent man 327 

Stuck.    Oliver 420 

Stockwell,  Commodore  Alden  B. . .     23 

Stokes,   Edward   S 119 

Stopping:    papers    when    subscrip- 
tions   expired 293 

Storm,  J.  P 448 

Stone.    Melville    E 337 

Store   where   good    things    in   bot- 
tles could  be  bought 408 

Stories  about  D.  R.  Locke 258 

Story   of  a   lawsuit   in  Worcester, 

Mass 369 

Story  of  an  editorial  notice 50 

Story  of  an  insurance  ad 294 

Story    of    Col.    Greene's   indignant 

friend    20 

Story  of  B.   C.  Allen 194 

Story  of  John  phoenix 116 

Story  of  the  circus  man 317 

Story  of  the  Horseheads  Journal.  305 
Stor"-  of  the  lace  remnant  sale...  394 
Story  of  the  locusts  and  the  corn.  429 
Story    of    the    New    York    Gazette 

and  Evening;  Mail 431 

Story   of  the   sale   of   Hearth  and 

Home    171 

Story    of    the    yearly    pass 128 

Story    paper    of    the    servant    girl 

grade    266 

Stories    of    Mrs.    Partington 42 

Story,     Wilbur    F 172,   437 

Stowe.    Mrs 21,  101 

Strained    relations    made    frankt- 

ness  impossible 153 

Street    &    Smith 266 

Street  &  Smith's  Weekly 266 

Street,    Mr 266,  267 

Striping  a  sign  post 16 

Stryker,   the  Misses 183,  184 

Subject     to     fluctuations 404 

Subscription    books 104 

Subscription  book  men  were  doing 

a  lively  business 410 

Substitute  for  a  stove 78 

Subtle   flattery 217 

Success    as   a    canvasser 410 

Successes    traceable     to    apparent 

failure    216 

Such   a  family  living  next  door. .  329 
Such    a    handsome    acknowledge- 
ment of  the  value  of  his  paper.  401 
Such  an  idea  was  always  in  mind  366 
Such  a  story  would  be  invaluable.  414 

Successful    as   a   banker 443 

Successful    coon   hunter 402 

Successful  in  shutting  off  streams 
of    revenue 411 
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Successful   negotiations 153 

Sufferer  from  asthma 215 

Sugar    loaf 222 

Sugar  Maple 456,  457 

Suggested    an    oyster    stew 260 

Suggested    it    might    be    well     to 

make  a  little  trial  of  advertising  398 

Summer    resorts 466 

Summer  Street 115 

Sumner,    Charles 101,   259 

Sunday    Herald 168 

Sunday   papers 21,   435 

Sunday  papers   came   in   with  the 

Civil   War 435 

Sunday  papers  with  daily  supple- 
ments       435 

"Sunny     Jim" 426 

Sunny    Side 456,    457,    459,   461 

Sunny    Side    lane 456,457,460,461 

Superintendent  of  the  Census 361 

Supersensitive    on    the    subject    of 

circulation     411 

Supplemented     luncheon     with     a 

game  of  pool 302 

Sure    she     would     find    no    water 

equal   to  it 459 

Surprise   that    any    one    under    60 

should  venture  to  speak 270 

Surprised  to  find  that  ours  was  a 

union  office 428 

Surrendered  to  the  Typographical 

Union    428 

Surrounded  by  imps  torturing  him 

with  various   implements 389 

Susini    54 

Sutton.  James  W 451 

.Swamp    Root 399 

Swaps  and  Exchanges 30 

Swapping    Space 163,   164 

Sweet   Birch 457 

Sweetser   Bros 432 

Sweetser,  Chas.   H 431 

Swift's  Oyster  Bay 134 

Swifts    Syphilitic   Specific 390 

Sycamore    457 

Sympathy    for    Japan    created    by 

a  news  gathering  bureau 339 

System   found  to  be  the  best 249 

System  of  filing  newspapers 240 
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Tabloid    376 

Tabules     379 

Tabules   is   an  arbitrary  word 376 

Taj-Mahal     130 

Take  all  the  pains  you  can 329 

"Takes  brains"    171 

Takes  quite  a  lively  personal  inter- 
est in  advertising  at  the  present 

time    451 

Takes  time  to  examine  a  bill 303 

Taking  my  best  man  from  me....   211 

Taking  no  responsibility 382 

Talk    about    "going    west" 96 

Talked  of  for  Mayor 270 

Talked     the    matter    over    with    a 

medical  student 371 

Talked  with  me  long  and  earnestly  385 

Talking  12  hours  agai  nst  time 133 

Talk  may  result  to  mutual  advan- 
tage     333 

Talks  around  a  camp  fire 256 

Tammany 273 

Tappan    Zee 461 

Tarbel).   Miss  Ida 439 

Tarkio,  Mo.,  Avalanche 423 


Tarrant  &  Co 333 

Tarrytown .459,    460 

Tasmania     235 

Taste  in  theatrical  matters 235 

Tax  for  crossing  New  Jersey 25 

Tax  on  whiskey 437 

Taylor,    A.    H 449,   450 

Taylor,    Chas.  H.  Jr 447 

Teaching  a  district  school 17 

Teazle.    Sir  Peter 54 

Tea  table  paper  of  Boston 20 

Telling    of    the    good    luck 393 

Temperance  tavern 16 

Temporary    privilege 160 

Temporary    success 62 

Temptation  to  make  the  profit  as 

large  as  possible 239 

Tempted  by  a  high  salary 209 

Tempting   the   bullfrog.. 349 

Tendency  of  evening  papers  to  ac- 
quire larger  circulations 433 

Tends  to  make  the  cook  good  na- 

tured  and  contented 458 

Tennessee     174 

Ten  Spruce  st 237,  240,  299 

Tenth  St 15 

Ten   times   around    and   ten   times 

back   make   a    mile 458 

Ten    thousand     dollors    profit    the 

first    year     109 

Ten  thousand  people  put  down  a 
nickel    daily    for    a    packet    of 

Ripans  Tabules 380 

Ten    years    passed 340 

Terms  upon  which  newspapers 
will  acknowledge  an  Advertis- 
ing   Agent     76 

Terror  to   advertising  agents 169 

Texas    174,    198,  423 

Thackeray   146 

Thain,    Richard    S 451 

Thain   &  Paine    452 

Thankful  the  Postoffice  Depart- 
ment did  not  kill  it 168 

That  confidence  that  is  so  con- 
ducive to  success 409 

That    happy    Hallowe'en 474 

"That  has  been   the   calculation".   419 
That  must  have  been  some  satis- 
faction        393 

"That's  the  name  of  'em" 273 

That      Webster's      Dictionary      of 

American   Newspapers    472 

That    wonderful    city 284 

The  action  of  the  department  was 

a  mystery    363 

The  advertisement  was  a  contract  329 
The       Advertising       Co. ,      G.       P. 

Rowell     467 

The  advertising  business  under- 
went a  revolution    452 

The  advertiser  mus;  put  it  strong  377 

The  Associated   Press 336 

Theatres,    etc 53 

Theatrical    and    sporting   paper!  11  168 
The    best    protection    for    a    trade 

mark    375 

The    better    sort    of    the    common 

people     413 

"The  better  the  excuse  the  worse 

the  reason" 334 

The  bird  that  was  fond  of  the  man 

who   shot    him    416 

The  boy  or  man   who  does  things.  334 
Tbe  business  suffered  for  want  of 

a  head   469 

The  cap  sheaf  of  New  Hampshire  439 
The      Century's"    war  articles....  414 
The     ceremonies    were    not    post- 
poned     409 

The   change  was  not  a   good  one..   427 
The  charming  figure  of  a  girl 408 
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The  Chicago  "Times"  was  a  great 

property     437 

The  clerk  had  never  heard  of  them  375 
The  college  principal  said  no  man 

had  done  i  i •. 444 

The     company     became     a     great 

power   434 

The  conspicuousness  of  that  first 
page    position    had    charms    for 

me  399 

The  country  editor  must  live 295 

The    credit   of    the   concern    would 

receive  a  heavy  blow 453 

The  current  of  life  changed 67 

The  daily  paper  produces  its  crop 

to-morrow    333 

"The     damned    thing's     going    to 

Boston" '    285 

The  day  of  the  classified  ad  is  in 

its  Infancy    329 

The  death  of  a  chipmunk  and  the 

scaring  of  a  partridge 343 

The  demand  for  an  established 
medicine  never  dies  out  en- 
tirely      369  402 

The  directory  newspaper  ratings 
were    always    getting    me    into 

trouble     4X0 

The   "Dollar  Sale"   business".".".".'.'.  392 
The     ever     recurring     miracle      of 
swelling      buds      and       opening 

leaves    461 

The  exclusive  society  of  New  York  139 

The  expensive  desk 406 

The  father  of  the  Sphinx  Club...  433 
The   fashion  paper  par  excellence.   412 

The  favored  lady 129 

The    finest    sheet    of    water   In    the 

world    399 

The  first  agent  who  sought  adver- 
tising for  a  list  of  magazines...  445 
The   first   men   that   our   Saviour 

&Gal"    354 

The  first  sarsaparilla 400 

The   Forge    346 

The  foundation  of  his  great  for- 
tune      438 

The  foundation  of  so  celebrated  a 

medicine   379 

The   general   agent   must   feel   the 

pulse  of  the  newspaper  man  . . .  312 
"The     God-damned     exactness    of 

*t"    266 

The  good  papers  tend  to  a  uniform 

rate  of  charge   314 

The  great  Edward  Everett 407 

The  greatest  institution  of  the  sort  442 

The  great  organ 4^4 

The  grievance  became  very  great.  240 
The    heir    of    the    family    goes    to 

Newport  now    401 

The    Hudson    &    Menet    sign    that 

"went  up"    454 

The  huge  lump  of  salt  pork 344 

The   humble  angleworm 352 

The  idea  was  new  and  novel 214 

1   The    Independent    412 

The    initial    letters   would    spell   a 

word   375 

The  inside  of  the  scheme 393 

The  introduction  of  a  new  remedy 

by  meai  s  of  advertising 400 

The  lady  he  "respected" 134 

The  last  of  those  remarkable  oc- 
currences       416 

The  last  to  seek  or  take  advice. . .  346 
The    leading    man    in    a    town    is 

never  a  newspaper  man 297 

The  legitimate  business  of  an  ad- 
vertising   agency 463 

The  legitimate  purchase  of  votes..  292 
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The  less  a  man  has  to  do  the 
greater    income    he    requires....  467 

The  little  sheet  printed  at  their 
nearest   village    232 

The  lottery  feature  was  conspicu- 
ous in  advertising   391 

The  lower  million  of  the  populace.  337 
The  Lydia  E.  Pinkham  business..  404 

The  magazine  bears  no  fruit  until 
next  month    333 

The  magnificent  plan  of  the  Amer- 
ican magazine  of  to-day 414 

The  making  of  a  great  newspaper 
man    177 

The  managers  were  aghast  467 

The  man  who  does  his  own  ad- 
vertising     257 

The  man  who  has  done  you  a  fa- 
vor has  become  your  friend 327 

The  man  who  knows  he  is  lying 
is    never   a   convincing    talker. .  332 

The  man  who  trusted  to  my  honor 
should  be  used  as  well  as  the 
one  who  did  not 301 

The  mayor  would  deliver  a  speech  177 

The   mild   power   subdues 209 

The  more  active  partner  of  the 
Pettengill    concern 98 

"The    mossy    marbles    rest,"    etc..   475 

The  most  convenient  and  satisfac- 
tory home  it  was  ever  my  fort- 
une to  enjoy 374 

The  name  of  the  concern  appeared 
to   be   known   everywhere 466 

The  new  member  would  arrive 
that  afternoon    345 

The  new  office   66 

The  occasion  was  notable  for  af- 
fection, admiration,  gratitude, 
friendship  and  good  wishes 474 

Theodore   200  201 

The  older  in  point  of  time  the 
more   distinct  the  memory 407 

The    old-time    vacation    system 469 

The  one  man  who  has  ever  been  a 
dominating  factor 471 

The  one  most  likely  to  carry  out 
the   scheme    464 

The  one  paper  in  Philadelphia....    178 

The  one  who  will  get  his  salary 
advanced    334 

The  only  man  who  tells  a  new 
story   223 

The  outlook  of  his  advertising 
venture    370 

The  paper  was  dead — for  as  much 
as  a  week 296 

The    paper   was    everywhere 172 

The  passing  of  the  weekly.. 435 

The  patron  would  not  be  so  ex- 
acting      189 

The  personal  consciousness  of  be- 
ing clean  and  straight 339 

"The    Philadelphia   Idea" 361 

The  picture  of  health 443 

The   Pink    "Telegram" 433 

The    pioneer    and    master    in    the 

field    474 

'The  piratical  Kidd  or  Kydd 176 

The  pool  looked  so  tempting 347 

The  power  of  ignorance  to  achieve 
success 433 

The  publisher  of  a  country  paper 
hungers    after    advertising 420 

The  rating  failed  to  be  satisfac- 
tory        410 

There  are  good  papers  enough  to 
exhaust  even  the  largest  adver- 
tising   appropriation    314 

There  had  been  a  conflagration. ,  .     78 
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There  is  a  firm  who  make  that  a 

business    398 

There  is  no  hard  and  fast  rule...  404 
There  is  something  good  in  human 

nature 327 

There  might  be  millions  in  it....  189 
"There's    a    divinity    that    shapes 

our    ends"     476 

There    never    was    a    man    more 

keen    in    satire    258 

Thermometer     28     degrees     below 

zero 327 

The   richest   advertising  agent....  443 

The    Right    Way 159 

The  rosy-faced  man  who  fills  out 
his    belt    is    the    one    that    goes 

sooner  to  his  account 432 

The  sale  of  an  established  pro- 
prietary    article     never     wholly 

ceases     390 

The    same    people   bought   it    over 

and    over   again 368 

The  say  so  of  a  postoffice  clerk 
outweighs  that  of  the  less  well 
informed    Postmaster    General.  <   159 

The   Scotch   louse 130 

The     self     satisfied     man     is     the 

worst     365 

The  six   effective  years 463 

"The  smile  that  won't  come  off"  426 
The  small  man  must  be  careful..  386 
The  solicitor  touches  the  pulse  of 

the    advertising    public 324 

The     "son"     never    materialized..  233 
The  space  was  going  to  waste...  436 
The  spring  that  wells  up  with  re- 
juvenating   powers    459 

The    spring    was    smuggled    over 

from    Holland     459 

The    studious    boy 440 

The    stuff    Dr.    Mitchell    gives    to 

everybody      373 

The  successful   man  loses  his  ca- 
pacity   to    enjoy    champagne....  432 
The     sunshine     and     blossoms     of 

this    beautiful    world 475 

The  Sun  was  a  success  from  the 
day   it   passed   into   Mr.    Dana's 

hands     434 

The   Sun  was   never  indecent 434 

The  time  for  fishing  rocky  brooks 

is  nearly  passed 352 

The  Times  was  willing  to  apolo- 
gize       342 

The      three      R's      of      Radway's 

Ready   Relief   390 

The    "Tribune's    Tall    Tower" 338 

The    two    most    beautiful    girls    I 

had  ever  seen 438 

The    unavoidable    outcome 387 

The    Union    had    neither   soul    nor 

body     i 428 

The  Wall   St.    House  failed 391 

The    Wall    St.    man    467 

The  wealth  that  came  to  him 388 

The  weekly  a  back  number 435 

The  wonderful  virtues  were  every- 
where extolled 379 

The    woods    were    full    of    special 

agents    308 

The  world  grows  better 428 

They    are    on    velvet 413 

They  could  buy  anything. . . . , 437 

They     were     bright,     enterprising 

and    handsome 389 

The  young  man  who  was  so  good- 
natured 328 

Third  Assistant  Postmaster  Gen- 
eral          84 

Third   Avenue   horse  cars 35 

Thirteen  lager  beer  signs  in  sight  267 


Thirteen  mail  cars  filled  with 
sample  copies   

Thirteenth    St 

Thirty-fourth  st 235, 

Thirty-fourth  St.  tunnel 

Thirty-second    St 

Thirty-seventh    St 

Thirty-three  years  old 

There  is  much  in  the  sound  of  a 
name    " 

These  are  days  of  specialization.. 

Thinks  of  his  advertising  day  and 
night    

Thitchener  

Thitchener  &  Glastater 

Thomas,  A.  L, 76, 

Thomas  cat   

Thomas'  s    Almanac 

Thomas,   Seth  E 

Thomas   Street 

Thomas,    Theodore 

Thomaston,    Conn 

Thompson,  J.  Walter..  143,  145, 
445    

Thoroughly   a   systematic  method. 

Those   of  sixty  may  have   children 

Those  letters  were  intersting  read- 
mg 

"Those  little  creatures  whom  God 
for  some  inscrutable  purpose," 
etc 

Thought  a  bill  ought  to  be  paid 
when  due 

Thought  better  of  the  doubtful  as- 
set    

Thought  bird  songs  only  a  poetic 
idea  

Thought  he  would  write  a  temper- 
ance   lecture 

Thought  I  had   right  on  my  side. 

Three-dollar    desk 

Three  hundred  and  sixty-four  brook 
trout     

Three  scales  of  rate 

Three  sets  of  stories 

Three  S's  of  Swift's  Syphilitic 
Specific    

Three-year-old  colt  given  to  shy- 


ing 


"Tickle  the  public  and  make  it 
grin"    

Ticknor  &   Fields 

Tiffany,    Dr    346, 

Tiffany   &    Co 426, 

Tilford,    Mr 

Tilton,    Mr 

Tilton    (N.    H.) 

Tilton.   Theodore 

Time  enough  to  pay  a  bill  when  it 
is  presented 

Time   to   .-■all   a  halt 

Time  to  control  the  business  or  get 
out 

Times  Building,  121,  207,  237,  264, 
302,    405 . . 

Time  was  no  object 

Timothy  Titcomb   

"  'Tis  wonderful!" 

Titled  fortune  hunters  turned  up 
their  noses  at  the  millions  made 
out  of  "pills" 

To  be  more  in  the  fashion 

To  be  purified  by  running  water.. 

To  change  the  name 

To  commemorate  my  retirement 
from  the  Advertising  Agency... 

To  count  50  robins  is  not  an  ex- 
perience difficult  to  compass.... 

To-day  the  Sphinx  Club  numbers 
more  than  300  members 

To   discover   the  North   Pole 

To  earn  an  income  for  its  owners 
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To  employ  a  man  on  hard  terms  329 

To  go  from  bad  to  worse 274 

To  have  a  play  hour  now  and  then  205 

To  inaugurate  a  libel  suit 339 

To  investigate  Post  Office  usages.  362 
Told  me  many  experiences  in  pub- 
lishing that  were  interesting  to 

a  high   degree    415 

Toledo    99,  261 

Toledo    Blade... 99,    100,    25S,    260, 

261,    264,    266 

Toledo   Commercial    99 

To   let    422 

To  let  advertisements 29 

To  lure  the  speckled  beauties  from 

the    waters    399 

Tolu,    Rock   and   Rye 450 

Tombs    422 

Tombstone.   Arizona,   Epitaph 423 

Too   beautiful   to   last 250 

To    obtain    greatest    publicity    at 

smallest    cost 244 

Too  busy  to  be  Governor 202 

Toodles    54 

Too    good   a   local    clientele    to   be 

thrown    away 116 

Too  good  for  any  but  a  very  hon- 
est  man    461 

Took     a     day     off    whenever     the 

weather   did  not  suit  him 417 

Took     a     little     Scotch     with     his 

water     263 

Took  command  in  all  their  voy- 
ages of  publicity 413 

Took  on  an  additional  office  room     80 
Took  on  an  appearance  of  success  379 

Took  the  case  to  a  lawyer 339 

Took   the    first   powder 174 

Too    late   to   count  on   a   clean   25 

per  cent,  profit 109 

Too  much  like  the  Adirondacks. .  460 
Too   much   knowledge   a    source   of 

weakness    325 

Too  proud  and  too  good  to  solicit 

the  patronage 394 

Toot    of   the   engine    mistaken    for 

the    hoot    of    an    owl 353 

Tooth  powders   369 

Tooth    tablets 369 

To  overdraw  your  bank  account. .   153 

Too  wonderful  to  be  true 470 

Topic   for   surprised   comment 437 

To  redeem  their  own  good  opinion 

of  themselves 328 

To    represent    New    York    in    the 

United   States   Senate 340 

To    revolutionize    the    printing    ink 

trade    255 

Toronto   448 

To   take  an  office  after  office 182 

To  talk  about  conditions  in  vari- 
ous sections  an  advertising 
agent  ought  to  know  something 

about  them   94 

Total  number  of  papers  printed...  200 
To      tell      what      an       advertising 

agency  was  good   for 396 

Touraine,  The  Boston 49 

Tour  through  the  Adirondack  re- 
gion     346 

Tower    of    Babel 121 

To  what  extent  people  are  igno- 
rant of  stories   circulated  about 

them    437 

Town    and    country 22 

Townsend,    Dr.   Jacob 401 

Townsend,   Isaac  P 400 

Town    Topics 26,   172 

Trademarks    269,  463 

Trademark,  value  of 82 

Trademarked   commodity 366 


Traditional    slowness   of   Philadel- 
phia       361 

Train,   George   Francis 39,  425 

Transactions     confined     to     news- 
papers      240 

Transactions  in   safes   were  pecu- 
liar     183 

Travers,  William  M 40,  119 

Treadweli    mine 405 

Treating  him  exactly  as   a   swin- 
dler should  be  treated 473 

Treating     is     a     practice     to     be 

avoided    333 

Tremendous   convenience    to   other 

agents    301 

Tremont   Row 71 

Tremont    St 49,     71 

Tribune    Building 73 

Tribune,   New  York..  16,   168,   174, 

216,  310 

Tribune    Weekly 168 

Tried    the    things    on    myself   and 

acquaintances    375 

Tried  to  buy  his  lease 427 

"Trilby"     37 

Trinity   Building 401 

Trip  across  the  country  over  lake 

and   stream 351 

Tripp,    Mr 435 

Tripping  up  the   libeller 222 

Triumph   of   the    tinsmith's   art...   344 
Trouble    with    Postoffice    Depart- 
ment     361 

Trout 13,   53,   223,   254,   290, 

292,  347,   352 

Trout   preserve    292 

True  Flag 21 

True     story     that     seems    improb- 
able      155 

Truth   stranger   than   fiction 425 

Tulip 456,  457 

Tully,    F.    W 469 

Turned  up  their  high  bred  noses.  401 

Turner,    George    W 357 

Turner' s      convenient      bank      ac- 
count          75 

Turner's    "Slave    Ship" 284 

Turner's"  Ticdouloureux    Pill 75 

Tuttle,     Mr 116 

Twain,   Mark   80 

Twelfth   Street   School 132 

Twelve  stories  to  fit  the  occasion.  267 
Twenty-dollar     pictures     for     ten 

cents    203 

Twenty-fifth    Street    132 

Twenty-five     dollars    a    year    for 

dress     204 

Twenty-five   per   cent   commission 

by  divine  right   67 

Twenty-fourth    Street     423 

Twenty   minutes   time  enough   for 

luncheon    205 

Twenty-seventh    Street 102 

Twenty-third    Street     272 

Twenty    years'     struggle     in    the 

courts     292 

Two    famous    guides 346 

Two    hundred    distinct    imitators..  359 
Two  hundred  miles  north  of  Que- 
bec       405 

"Two  Porterhouse  Steaks" 131 

Two   tons    of   mail    bags   accumu- 
lated    ...: 158 

Two  young  men  came  to  Boston.  389 
Type    could    be    duplicated   by   an 

electrotyping   process    190 

Tvpe    founders    had    a    combina- 
tion       279 

Typical     example     of     the     New- 
England    Yankee    269 

Typical   of   life   in    New   York 73 

Typographical   Union    , , , 428 
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Union   Adams 418 

Union  and  Advertiser 169 

Union    League    Club 140,298  415 

Union  Pacific  Railroad 139 

Umbagog  Lake 344 

Unbusinesslike   methods 192 

Uncertainty  of  advertising  rates..  316 
Under  the  necessity  of  earning  his 

daily   bread 263 

Unexpected     prominence     of     the 

youthful  member 275 

Uniform    rate    for   advertising   in- 
dicates a  first  class  paper 30 

Union   rule   was   most   economical.   428 

Union    Signal , .   452 

Union    Spy 422 

United   States 166.    230.   233  240 

United  States  courts 292 

United    Spates    Minister    to    Spain.   270 

United    States    Senate 175 

United  States  Senator 225 

United    States    silver    certificate. .   169 

Univ-irsalists     21 

University   Place    132,    183,   185 

"Unless    it   may   have   been   on   a 

very  rainy  day' ' 436 

Unprofitable     advertising     experi- 
ments     367 

Unpromising1      customers      develop 

into  good  ores 381 

Unsuspected  amount  of  honesty  in 

the  world 197 

Unterrifled    Democrat 422 

Upham's  Freckle,  Tan  and  Pimple 

Banlsher  367 

Upham,    S.    C 367 

Upper    Coos 15 

Upper    Dam 345 

Used   to  make  a  sarsaparilla  that 

had  a  big  sale 402 

Use  made  of  ague  sufferers 96 

Use  the  Co-Operative  Lists  first..  222 
U.  S.  House  of  Representatives..  438 
Utica    H-Brald 169 
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"Vacation  tour  around  the  world..   130 

Valentine,   R.   H.    C 279,   281 

"Valuable  invention  thrown  away.  214 
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